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ARY FxITH; or, Mori Cur-ruxsE, the name by 
which ſhe was uſually diſtinguiſhed, was, as Mr. 
Granger obſerves (ſee Supplement to his Biographical Hiſtory, 
4to. p. 256.), a woman of a meſculine ſpirit and make, 
© who was commonly ſuppoſed to have been an hermaphro- 
dite, practiſed, or was inſtrumental to almoſt every crime 
* and wild frolick which is notorious in the moſt abandoned 
«© eccentric of both ſexes, She was infamous as a proſtitute 
and a procureſs, a fortune-teller, a pick-pocket, a thief, and 
5 a receiver of ſtolen goods: ſhe was alſo concerned with 2 
% dextrous ſcribe in forging hands. Her moſt fignal exploit 
« was robbing General Fairfax upon Hounſſcw- Heath, for 
* which ſhe was ſent to Newgate ; but was, by a-proper ap- 
« plication of a large ſum of money, ſoon ſer at liberty. 
„She died of the dropſy, in the 75th year of her age; but 
© would probably have died ſooner, if ſhe had not ſmoked 
tobacco, in the frequent uſe of which ſhe had long indulged 
66 herſelf.” 7 8 
Mr. Steevens ſays (Note to Twelfth m_ A. I. S. 3), 

that on the Books of the Stationers Company, Auguſt 
© 1610, is entered © A Booke called the Madde Prancks of 
Merry Mall of the Bankſide, with her walks in man's ap- 
* parel, and to what purpoſe. Written by John Day.” — 
« Nathaniel Field, in his Amends for Ladies, a Comedy, 1639 
6 [1618], gives the following character of her: 


“ Hence, lewd impudent! 
$ T know not what to term thee, man or woman, 
4 For nature, ſhaming to acknowledge thee 
4 For either, hath produc'd thee to the world 
% Without a ſex: ſome ſay that thou art woman, 
« Others, a man; to many thou art both 
« Woman and man; but I think rather neither; 


Or man, or horſe, as Centaurs old was feign'd,” 
42 46 A lite 


141 


« A life of this woman was likewiſe publiſhed i in 12mo. in 
© 1662, with her _ before i itin a male habit; an ape, 
« lion, and an eagle by him.“ 
I.᷑t is probable ſhe died about the time — this Sond: publi- | 
cation of her life. In the play of The Feign'd Afrolger 
1668, p. 62. ſhe is mentjoned as being then dead: 
« We cannot do that neither in quiet, 
„go many have found his lodging out; 
« And now, Moll Curparſe, that oracle, of felonie 
44 Ts dead, there's not a poc _— 1 
« But hee? s acquainted \ Lich it. 


The following 1 wa on her is taken from an ancient 
dollection, intitled © Runne and a great Caſt,” The ſecond 
Bowle, by Thomas Freeman, gto. 1614. 

„They ſay Mol's boneſt, and jt may bee ſo, 

4 But yet it is a ſhrewd preſumption, o:: 

4% To touch but pitch, 'tis knowne it will defile, 

& Moll weares the breech, what may ſhe be the while; ; 

Sure ſhee that doth the ſhadow ſo much grace, 

4 What will ſhes when the ſubſtance comes in Paare. 1 


EX: 


To the Comick Play-readers, Venery, and 
Laughter. 1 


HE faſhion of play-· making I can properly compare to 

nothing ſo naturally as the alteration in apparel: for 
in the time of the Great-crop-doublet, your huge bombaſted 
plays, quilted with mighty words to lean purpoſe, was only 
then in faſhion. And as the doublet fell, neater inventions 
began to ſet up. Now in the time of ſpriiceneſs, our plays 
follow the niceneſs of our Garments, fingle plots, quaint con- 
ceits, letcherous jeſts, dreſt up in hanging fleeves, and thoſe 
ure fit for the Times, and the Termers: ſuch a kind of 
light-colour Summer ſtuff, mingled with divers colours, you 
ſhall find this publiſhed Comedy, good to keep you in an 
afternoon from dice at home in your chambers; and for ve- 
nery you ſhall find enough * for fix-pence, but well couch'd 
and you mark it; for Venus being a woman, paſles through 


1 Termurs :] This word was formerly applied to perſons of ill repute, 

both male and female. See Note 13 to The Goblins, vol. X. p. 152. Dekker 

in The Belman of London, 1616, Sign. H 3, ſpeaking of the practiſes of 
the cheats in his time, ſays, © they allot fuch countries to this Band of 
« Foiſtt, ſuch townes to thoſe, and ſuch a Citty to ſo many Nips : where- 

*« upon ſo theſe BooTHALERS are called TxRMERS, and they ply - 
* W:fiminſter-ball: Michaelmas Terme is their harveſt, and they ſweat in 

« it harder than reapers or haymakers doe at their works in the heat of 

© ſummer.” 

2 of ſix-pence,] The price of a Play at this time, as will appear from 
the following inſtances i Law Tricks, by John Day, 1608, Addreſs from 
the Book to the Reader, concludes : “ Thane or — man's for a tear. 

Verſes by W. B. (probably William Browne) prefixed to The Bondman : 

6 'Tis granted for your Twelve-pence you did fit, ' 

« And ſee and hear, and underſtood not yet; 
The Author in a Chriſtian Pity, takes, 

&« Care of your good, and prints it for your ſakes, 
„ That ſuch as will but venture Six-pence more, 

« May know what they but ſaw and heard before.“ 
Randolph's Addreſs to the Reader prefixed to The Fealous Lovers, gta. 
1632: « Courteous Reader, I beg thy pardon, if I put thee to the ex- 
« pence of a fix-prnce, and the lots of an hour.” * 
A 3 the 


[67 
the play in doublet and breeches, a brave difguife and a fafe 
one, if the Statute untie not her cod-piece point. The book 
F make no queſtion, but is fit for many of your companies, 
as well as the perſon itſelf, and may be allowed Oy 
room at the play-houſe, and chamber-room at your lodging: 
worſe things I muſt needs confeſs the world has taxt her for, 
than has bom written of her; but tis the excellency of a 
Writer, to leave things better than he finds them, though ſome 
obſcene fellow (that cares not what he writes againſt others, 
yet keeps a myſtical bawdy-houſe himſelf, and entertains 
Mo. to make uſe of their pockets, and vent his private 
bottle · ale at mid- night) though eh a one would have ript up 
the moſt naſty vice, that ever hell belcht forth, and preſented 
it to a modeſt Aſſembly; yet we rather wiſh in ſuch diſcove- 
ties, where reputation lies bleeding, a ſlackneſs of truth, than 
fulneſs of ſlander. > 


TzoMAS M1DDLETON. 


C 7.1 


PROLOG US. 


A PLAY (expefied long.) makes the Audience look 
| For wonders ;== that each Scene ſhould be a book, : 
Compos'd to all perfeftions ; each one comes 
And brings a play int head with bim: up he ſums, 
What he would of a Roaring Girl have writ ; 
I that he finds not here, he mews at it. 
Only aw intreat you think our Scene 
Cannot ſpeak high (the ſubje being but mean); 
A Roaring Girl (whoſe notes till now never were) 
Shall fill with laughter our vaſt Theatre : 
That's all which T dare promiſe : tragick paſſion, 
And ſuch grave fluff, is this day out of faſhion. 
J fee attention ſets wide ope her gates 
Of hearing, and with covetous liftning waits, 
To know what Girl, this Roaring Girl ſhould be. 
(For of that Tribe are many.) One tis /he 
That roars at midnight in deep Tavern bowls, 
That beats the watch, and conſtables controuls ; 
Another roars ©th' day time, fevears, flabs, gives braves, 
Yet ſells her foul to the luſt of fools and ſlaves. 
Both theſe are Suburb-roarers. Then there's (befides) 
A civil City Roaring Girl, whoſe pride, 
Feaſting, and riding, ſhakes her buſband's flate, 
And leaves him roaring through an iron grate. 
\None of theſs Roaring Girls is ours: ſhe flies 
With wings more lofly : thus ber character lies— 
Yet what need characters when to give a gaeſs, 
Is better than the perſon to expreſs ; 
But would you know who tis? would you hear her name? 
She is call d mad Moll; her life, our acts proclaim, 
A4 DR A- 
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ACTUS I SCENA I. 


Enter Mary Fitz-allard, A Gugel like @ fempfter, woith @ cafe for 
bands ; and Neat-foot, a ſervingman with her, with @ napkin 
on his ſhoulder, and * a trencher in his hand as from table. 


HE young gentleman (our young maſter), fir Alexan- 


der's ſon, is it into his ears (ſweet damſel) (emblem 
of tragility) you deſire to have a meſſage tranſported, or to 


be tranſcendent? 
Mary Fitz-allard. 

A private word or oy elſe, 

: eat-foot. | | 

You ſhall fruQtify in that which you come for: your. plea- 
ſure ſhall be ſatisfied to your full contentation: I will (faireſt 
trae of generation) watch when our young maſter is erected | 
(that is to ſay up), and deliver him to this your moſt white 


hand. 
Mary Fitz-allard. 


Thanks, fir, 


3 a trencher in his hand] At this time pewter was got introduced into 
common uſe. Our ahceſtors were content with wooden trendhers, and 
theſe were even to be found at the tables of our nobility and of - 

faſhion, Among the orders for houſehold-ſervants, deviſed by John 
aryngton 1 566, and renewed by his Son 1592, it is directed, “ That 
© no man waite at the table without a trencher in his hand, except it be 
„ uppon good. cauſe, on * of 1d.” Nuge Antique, vol. II. p. 267. 
edit. 1779. See alſo the Northumberland Houſebold-Boat, p. 354. 
Trenchers are ſtill uſed in ſome colleges and inns- of- court, particularly 


in Lincoln's-Inn. TLET® 
Neatfoots 


| 


— . ¶ — 


e 


10 THE ROARING GIRL, 
: Neat-foot. 

And withal certify him, that I have culled out for him {now 

his belly is repleniſhed) a daintier bit or modicum than any 

lay upon his trencher at dinner—hath he notion of 

name, I beſcech your chaſtity ? | 

Mary Fitz-allard. 
One, fir, of — bands . 
8 | eat-joot., 

Falling bands! it ſhall fo be given him—if you pleaſe 

venture your modeſty in the hall, amongſt a curl-pated com- 

pany of rude — — *. ſuch as they can ſet before 

ou ſhall be mo 10 ingenioufly welcome. 


I have 5 dined indeed already, fir. 
Neat-foot. 3 
— Or will you vouchſafe to kiſs the lip of a cup of rich 
Orleans in the buttery amongſt our Wie eee | 


* falling bands) In Note 26 to The Honeſt Whore, vol. III. p. 281. 

IT have expreſſed a doubt whether te band might not be a ſpecies 
of ruffs. In Evelyn's Diſcourſe on Medals, 1697, p. 108, is the head of 
Charles I. crowned in the garter, robes, and wearing a falling bund; 
v* which new mode, ſays Mr. Evelyn, ſucceeded the cumberſome ruff : 
ve but neither did the Biſhops or Judges give it over ſo ſoon, the Lord 
te Keeper __ being, I think, the very firſt.” From this medal, 
which was ſtruck in 1633, it appears, that the falling band reſembled 
what lately was called a Vandyke. We learn from the Works of 7. aylar 
the Water Poet, fol. 1630, p. 167. that the riſe of falling. bands was chly 
che revival of an ancient faſhion. 

« Now up aloft I mount unto the Ruffe, 

« Which into fooliſh mortals pride doth puffe : 

4 Vet Ruffes antiquity is here but ſmall, 

« Within this eighty yeeres, not one at all; 

« For the eighth Henry (as I underſtand): - 

« Was the firſt King that ever wore a Band; 

« And but a falling band, plaine with a hem, 

&« All. other people knew no uſe of them; 

« Vet imitation in ſmall time began 

To grow, that it the kingdome over-ran : 

% The little falling bands encreas'd to Ruffes, 

« Ruffes (growing great) were waited on by cuffes; 

% And though our frailties ſhould awake out care, 

xe We make our Ruffes as careleſſe as we are.” 


5 Zined] The Quarto reads dyed. S. 


THE ROARING GIRL. 13 
; Mary Fitz-allard. 
Not now in truth, ſin. 
dur; „„ 
Our maſter ſhall, then a feeling of your bein 
here; ——— it ſhall ſo be given bim. [Exit Neat-foos | 
Mary Fitz-allard. 
* I humbly thank you, fir ; but that my boſom 
Is full of bitter ſorrows, I could ſmile, 
To ſee this formal ape play antick tricks: 
But in my breaſt a- poiſoned arrow ſticks, 
And ſmiles cannot become me: love woven lightly 
(Such as thy falſe heart makes) wears out as lightly ; 
But love being truly bred 1th” ſoul (like mine) 
Bleeds even to death, at the leaſt wound it takes, 
The more we quench this, the leſs it ſlackes: O me! 


* Enter Sebaſtian Wengrave with Neat - foot. 
A ſempſter ſpeak with me, * ſays't thou? 
| Neat: foot, 
Yes, fir ; ſhe's there, vive voce, te deliver her auricular 
eonfeſſion. | | 


+ v 


With me, ſweet heart? What ist? 
I have brought home your bands, fir. . 
Neat: foot. 


Sir. 
| Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Pr'ythee look in; for all the gentlemen are upon riſing, 
I Neat: foot, ns 18 
Yes, fir z a moſt methodical attendance ſhall be given. 
Sebaſtian Wengrave, - | 
And doſt hear? if my. father call tor me, ſay I am buſy with 
a ſempſter. | q | 


© ſays't] The Quarto reads ſaith. 8. 1 
5 Neat-foot, 


is F) | 
Neatsfoot. 
Yes, fir ! he ſhall know it that you are basel with vel. 
 In's car Neat-foot. 
, good Neat-foot, | 
| [Exit Neat: foot 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Bands ! y'are wiſtaken; ſweet heart, I beſpake none: when; 
| Mary Fitz-ollerd, 5TH 
Yes, fir; a bond faſt ſealed, with ſolemn oaths; | 
Delivered as your deed in fight of heaven: 
Is this bond — ? bo you forgot me ? 
Ha! life of my life : ve Guy Fitz-allard's daughter | 
What has transform'd my love to this ſtrange ſhape ? 
Becauſe the wolf's at door that lies in wait, 
To prey upon us both: albeit mine eyes 
Holds me with fear and wonder. 
Fitz-allard; 
Why from it are you baniſh'd elſe ſo long ? 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. ' 
Thus much, ſweet muſt thy company ſhun ; Sl 
I court another Moll; my thoughts muſt run, 
Out ev et keeping one path I 
ery ſtep, y —.— 3 
Umb! muſt you ſhun my company ? in otie knot 4 
Now to be broke? I thought me once your n! ; 
Our fathers did agree on the time when, 


2 | Ty 25 THE ROARING GIRL: | 
woman. 
Seboftian Wingraves - 1 
| 1 ſhall be ſo given him. 
where, I pr'ythee ? what bands? let 1 
Subſcribed unto (as I thou 2 with your ſoul: 
Sehaftian Mengrave. 
Stay: make all ſure—ſo: now ſpeak and be brief, 
Are bleſt by thine; yet this ſo ſtrange diſguiſe 
Mine's h loathed ſight: 
I muſt cut ſhort m ſpeech, in broken language: 
Moll, Te 
As a horſe runs that's blind, round in a mill, 
Have both our hands by th* hands of heaven been tied, 
And muſt another bed-tellow fill my room? 


| Shaftian - 


THE ROARING GIRL 
Sweet maid, lets loſe no time, tis in heaven's book 
Set down, that I muſt have thee: an oath we took, 
To keep our vows; but when the knight your father 
Was from mine parted, ſtorms began to fir 75 
pon my covetops father's brow ; which fell 
Lok them on me: he reckon'd up what gold -- ' + © 
This marriage would draw from him, at which he ſwore, 
To loſe ſo much blood, could not grieve him more; 
He then diſuades me from thee, call'd thee not fair, 
And aſk'd what is ſhe, but a beggar's heir; : 
He ſcorn'd thy dowry of (five thouſand) marks. 
If ſuch a ſum of money could be found, 
And I would match with that, he'd not undo it, 
Provided his bags might add nothing to it; 
But vow'd, if I took thee, nay more, did ſwear it, 
Save birth from him I nothing ſhould: inherit, 
| Mary Fitz-allard. 
What follows then ? my ſhip-wrack ? 


Schbaftian N. : 
Dear, ne baftian Wengrave 


Though wildly in a labyrinth I go, 

My end is to meet thee : with a fide wind 

Muſt I now fail, elſe I no haven can find, 

1 both muſt ſink for ever. There's a wench 
all'd Moll, mad Moll, or merry Moll, a creature 

So ſtrange in quality, a whole city takes | 
ote of her name and perſon ; all that affection 
owe to thee, on her in counterfeit paſſion | 

; ſpend to mad my father : he believes 

t upon this Roaring Girl, and grieves 

As it becomes a father for a fon, _. 

That could be fo bewitcht: yet I'll go on 

This crooked way, ſigh ſtill for her, tain drea 

In which I'll talk only of her: theſe ſtreams 

Shall, I hope, force my father to conſent 

That here I anchor rather than be rent 

Vpon a rock fo dangerous: art thou pleas'd, b 

Becauſe thou ſeeſt we are way · laid, that I take 

A path that's ſafe, though it be far about? 
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THE ROARING GIRL. ' 
Mary Fitz-allard. 
My prayers with heaven guide thee. 


Scbaſlian Wengrave, 
Then I will on: 


My father is at hand, kiſs and begone ; 
Hours ſhall be watch'd for meetings; I muſt now, 


As men for fear, to a ſtrange idol bow. 
Mary Fitz-allard. 


Farewel. 
S.kaſtian Nengrave. 
T'll guide thee forth; when next we meet, 
A ors of Moll ſhall make our mirth more ſweet. 12 


Emer Sir Alexander Wangrave, Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Adam 
Appleton, Goſhawk, Laxton, and Gentlemen, 


Omnes. 
Thanks, good Sir Alexander, tor our bounteous cheer, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Fy, fy, in giving thanks you pay too dear, 
ir Davy Dapper. 
When bounty ſpreads the table, faith ' were fin, - 
(At going off) if thanks ſhould not ſtep in. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, | 
No more of thanks, no more: aye, marry, fir, 
'Th' inner room was too cloſe ; how do you like 
This parlour, gentlemen : 4 


hes Ones. 
Oh paſſing well. 
0 Sir Adam Appleton, 
What a ſweet breath the air caſts here, ſo ol 


Goſhawk., 
1 like the proſpect beſt. ̃ 


Larton. 
See how tis furniſh'd. 


Sir Davy Dapper. 
A very fair ſweet room. 


Sir Alexander Weagrave, 
Sir Davy Dapper, 
The furniture that doth adorn this room 


T4 


Coſt 


THE ROARING GIRL, E 


Coſt many a fair gray ere it came here ; 

But good things are moſt cheap, when th? are moſt dear, 
Nay, when you look into my galleries, | f 
How bravely they are trimm'd up, you all ſhall ſwear 
Yeare highly pleas'd to ſee what's ſet down there: 
Stories of men and women (mixt together | 

Fair ones with foul, like ſun-ſhine in wet weather) 
Within one ſquare a thouſand heads are laid 

80 cloſe, that all of heads the room ſeems made: 

As many faces there (fill'd with blith looks) 

Shew like the promiſing titles of new books, 

(Writ merrily) the readers being their own eyes, 

Which ſeem to move and to give plaudities: 

And here and there (whilſt with obſequious ears, 
Throng'd heaps do liſten) a cut-purſe thruſts and leers 
With hawk's eyes for his prey: I need not ſhew bim, 
By a hanging villainous look, your ſelves may know him, 
The face is drawn fo rarely: then, fir, below, 

The very flower (as twere) waves to and fro, 

And, like a —_ iſland, ſeems to move, 

Upon a ſea, bound in with ſhores above. 


Enter Sebaſtian Wengrave and Mr. Greene wit. 
| Omnues. | * 


Theſe ſights are excellent. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. . 

TIl ſhew you all, | 

Since we are met, make our parting comical, 
Sebaftian Wengrave. | | 

This gentleman (my friend) will take his leave, fir, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Ha, take his leave (Sebaſtian) who ? 


This gentleman. eg 


Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Your love, fir, has already given me ſome time, 
And if you pleaſe to truſt my age with more, 
It ſhall pay double intereſt : 2 ſtay. NEE 
 Greenewit, 


I have been toe bold. 


2 THE ROARING GIRL. 


Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Not fo, fir. A merry day 
Mongſt friends being 5 is better than gold awd. | 
Some wine, ſome wine, Where be theſe haves I IR 8 


Enter three or four Serwingmen, and A | 
Neat-foot, | 
At your worſhipful elbow, fir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
You are kiſſing my i" driaking or faſt aſleep. | 
eat- 
| Your worſhip has given it us ri abt, : | 
Sir Alegander engra ve. 
Chairs, — 
irs, ſtools, and cuſhions ; hee, fir Da | 
Make that chair thine, D 2 , 10 pure | 
Str Dat 
Tis but an eaſy gift; * 
And yet I thank you 1 * it, ſir; I'll take it. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
A chair for old fir Adam Appleton. 
Neat Mot. 
A beck friend to your worſhip, 
Sir Adam Appleton. 


Marry, good Neat-foet, 
I thank thee for it : back friends ſometimes are good, 
Sir. Alexander Wengrave. 


make that ſtool our perch, good Mr. Goſhawi 
ad youre ws r 


A I ſloop to r love, fir 
* rere. 
Son Sebaſtian, 
Take maſter Greenewit to you. 


Sebaſtian. 
Sit, dear friend. 
Sir Alexander Wow, 
. Nay, maſter Laxton—furniſh maſter Laxton 
With what he wants (a ſtone) a ſtool I would ſay, a ſtool. 
: ' Laxton, 
I had rather ſtand, fir, [8 1 Servunts. 


Sir 
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I know you had d Mr. Laxton). 80, ſo-— 
Now here's a meſs of friends, and (gentlemen) / 
Becauſe time's glaſs ſhall not be running long, 
I' quicken it with a pretty tale. | 
Good la bo wet... 5. 
In theſe bad days, where vice does ſo excel. 
Sir Adam Appleton. 

Begin, fir Alexander. OY 

Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Laſt day I met . 


An aged man, upon whoſe head was ſcor'd 
A debt of juſt ſo many years as theſe, , 
Which I owe to my grave; the man you all know. 
ara 
is name ou, ſir. 

r Alexander Mengrave. 
Nay, you ſhall pardon me; J 
But when he ſaw me (with a ſigh that break, 
Or ſeem'd to break his heart-ſtrings), thus he ſpake: 
Oh, my good knight, ſays he (and then his eyes 
Were richer even by that which made them poor, 
They had ſpent ſo many tears they had no more.) 
Oh, fir, ſays he, you know it, for you have ſeen 
Bleſſings to rain upon mine houſe and me: 
Fortune (who ſlaves men) was my flave : her wheel 
Hath ſpun me golden threads ; for, I thank heaven, 
I ne er had but one cauſe to curſe my ſtars, 
I aſk'd him then, what that one cauſe might be. 


Omnes. 

So, ſir * 4 ; 

Sir Alexander N engrave. 
He paus'd : and as we often ſee, _ 
A ſea ſo much becalm'd, there can be found 
No wrinkle on his brow, his waves being drown'd 
In their own rage; but when th' imperious wind 
Uſe ſtrange inviſible tyranny to ſhake 
Both heaven's and earth's foundation at their noiſe, 
The ſeas, ſwelling with wrath to part that fray, 
Vor. VI. | B 
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P they. 
Even ſo this good old man was by my queſtion 
Stir'd up to roughneſs; you might fee his gall 
Now even in's eyes: then gtew he fantaſtical. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
Fantaſtical ! ha, a. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Yes; and talk oddly. . 
Pray, ſir, proceed: 


How did this old man end? 
Sir Alexander N engrave. 

, fir, thus: 
He left his wild fit to read o'er his cards ; 
Yet then (though age caſt ſnow on all his hair) 
He joy d, becauſe (ſays he) the God of gold 
Has been to me no niggard ; that diſeaſe 
(Of which all old men ficken) avarice 
Never infected me. | 


Laxton. 

He means not himſelf, I'm ſure. 
Sir Alexander M engrave. 
For like a lamp, 

Fed with continual oil, I ſpend and throw 
My light to all that need it, yet have till 
Enough to ſerve myſelf; oh but (quoth he) 
Tho — dew fall thus on this aged tree, 
I have a ſon, that's like a wedge, doth cleave 


My very heart root. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
Had he ſuch a ſon ? 
Now I do ſmell a fox ſtrongly; | 


Sir Alexander Wengrawve. , | 


Let's ſee : no, maſter Greenewit is not yet 


So mellow in years as he; but as like Sebaſtian, 


| Juſt like my ſon Sebaſtian—ſuch another. 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 


How finely like a fencer my father fetches his by-blows to 
me! but, if I beat you not at your own weapon of ſubtilt 


= - 
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Sir Alexander Wengrave, | 
This ſon (faith he) that ſhould be 
The column and main arch unto my houſe, 
The crutch unto my age, becomes a whirlwind 


Shaking the firm foundation. 
Sir Adam Appleton. 


7 Well ſhot, old Adam Bell. | 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
No city monſter neither, no igal, 
But ſparing, wary, civil, and (tho' wiveleſs) 
An excellent huſband ; and ſuch-a traveller, 
He has more tongues in his head than ſome have teeth. 
I have but two in mine. | . 
So ſparing and ſo wary ; J 
What — or vex his father ſo ? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Oh, a woman ! 
Sebaftian Mengrave. 
A fleſh-fly, that can vex any man. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
A ſcurvy woman, 
On whom the paſſionate old man ſwore he doated: 
A creature (faith he) nature hath brought forth 
To mock the ſex of woman.—It is a thing 
One knows not how to name, her birth began 
Ere ſhe was all made, *Tis woman more than man, 
Man more than woman, and (which to none can hap) 
. The ſun gives her two ſhadows to one ſhape ; 
Nay more, let this ſtrange thing, walk, ſtand, or ſit, 
No blazing ſtar draws more eyes after it. 
Sir Davy Dapper . 
A monſter, tis ſome monſter. 


7 Well ſhot, old Adam Bell] For an account of this celebrated archer 
and outlaw, ſee Dr. Percy's Religues of Antient Poetry, vol. III. p. 143. 
B 2 Sir 
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Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


She's a varlet. . | 
Sebaftian Wengrave. 
Now is my cue to briſtle, f 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


A naughty pack. 


Sebaſtian Wengr Me. 
Tis falſe. 


_ Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
ps  Stbaflian Wengrave. 


'Tis falſe, 

ur Alexander Wengrave, 
What's falſe ? I ſay ſhe's nought. 
I fay that tongue 


That dares ſpeak ſo (but yours) ſticks in the throat 
Of a rank villain, ſet yourſelf aſide.— 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
So fir, what then? 3 
Sebaſtian Me. 

Any here elſe had ed, | 12 

I think I ſhall fit you 
8 Sir Alexander Wengrave. 


Lye? 


ir Davy - 
Doth this concern him ? _— 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Ah, firrah boy! 
Is your blood heated ? boils it ? are you ſtung ? 
I'll pierce you deeper yet: oh, my dear friends, 
I am that wretched father; this that ſon, 
That ſees his ruin, yet headlong on doth run, 
Sir Adam Appleton, 
Will you love ſuch a poiſon? 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
Fye, fye. 
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Sebaftian Wengrave. T 


Y* are all mad. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

Th' art ſick at heart, yet feel'ſt it not: of all theſe, 
What gentleman (but thou) knowing his diſeaſe 
Mortal would ſhun the cure ! oh maſter Greenewit, 
Would you to ſuch an idol bow ? 


Greenewit, 
Not I, ſir. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Here's maſter Laxton ; has he mind to a woman 
As thou haſt ? 
Laxton. 2 


Sir Alexander Nergrave. 


Laxton, 

Their good parts are ſo rare, their bad ſo common, 
I will have nought to do with any woman. 

Str Davy Dapper - 
*Tis well done, maſter Laxton. 
Sir Alexander Nengrave. 

Oh, thou cruel boy! 
Thou wouldſt with luſt an old man's life deſtroy: 
Becauſe thou ſee'ſt I'm half way in my grave, 
Thou ſhovel'ſt duſt upon me: would thou mighteſt have 
Thy wiſh, moſt wicked, moſt unnatural! 

Sir Davy Dapper. 

Why, fir, tis thought fir Guy Fitz-allard's daughter 

Shall wed your ſon Sebaſtian, 
Sir Alexander We ENgTAVE, 

Sir Davy Dapper, 
I have upon my knees woo'd this fond boy 
To take that virtuous maiden, 

Hark you! a word, fir. 
You on your knees have curſt that virtuous maiden, 
And me for loving ber; yet do you now 


B 3 Thus 


No, not I, ſir. 


Sir, I know it. 


* 5 
l = 
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Thus *® baffle me to my face: wear not your knees 
In ſuch intreaties, give me Firz-allard's daughter. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 7 | 
Pll give thee rats-bane rather. | [ Afide, 
Schaſtian N. engr Ae. 
Well, then you know 
What diſh I mean to feed upon. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Hark, gentlemen ! 1 
He ſwears to have this cut - purſe drab, to ſpite my gall, 


Omnes. 

Maſter Sebaſtian, 

| Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
I am deaf to you all. 

I'm fo bewitch'd, ſo bound to my defires, 

Tears, prayers, threats, nothing can quench out thoſe fires 
That burn within me. ; [Exit Sebaſtian, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Her blood ſhall quench it then ; 
Loſe him not, oh diſſuade him, gentlemen, 
Sir Davy Dapper . | 
He ſhall be wean'd, I warrant you. a 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Before his eyes 
Lay down his ſhame, my grief, his miſeries, 
8 Omnnes. 
No more, no more, away! [ Exeunt all but Sir Alexander 
r Alexander Wengrave, © 
I waſh a Negro, | | 
Lofing both pains and coſt : but take thy flight, [ 
I' be moſt near thee, when I'm leaſt in ſight, 
Wild buck, I'll hunt thee breathleſs, thou ſhalt run on, 
But I will turn thee when I'm not thought upon. 


Enter Ralph Trapdoor. 
Now, ſirrah, what are you? leave your ape's tricks and ſpeak, 


| Ralph Trapdoor. 
A letter from my captain to your worſhip. 


* baffle] See Note 7 to The Muſes's Looking Glaſs vol. IX. p. to. 
ir 
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Sir Alexander Wengrave. - | 
Oh, oh; roms - + to prefer thee into my ſervice, © | 
rapdoor. | : 
To be a ſhifter under your worſhip's noſe of a clean tren- 
cher, when there's a bit upon t. Att 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Troth, honeſt fellow humh— ha —let me ſee. 
This knave ſhall be the axe'to hew that down 
At which I ſtumble ; he has a face that promiſeth 
Much of a villain : I will grind his wit, 
And, if the edge prove fine, make uſe of it. 
Come hither, ; canſt thou be ſecret ? ha! 
= Ralph Tr apdoor . ; 
As two crafty attornies plotting the undoing of their clients, 
| Sir Alexander ave. 
Did'ſt never, as thou haſt walkt about this town, 
Hear of a wench call'd Moll, mad merry Moll ? 
Moll Cut-purſe, fir? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
The fame ; doſt thou know her then ? a 
Ralph Trapdoor. | 
As well as I know *twill rain upon Simon and Jude's dap 
next: I will ſift all the taverns !'th* city, and drink half pots 
with all the watermen at th' bankſide, but, if you will, fir, 1'l 


find her out. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
That faſk is eaſy ; do't then, hold thy hand up. 
What's this ? is't burnt ? _ 
R r apdoor, 
No, fir, no; alittle 4 with making fire- works. 
Sir Alexander Mengrave. 
There's money, you! it „ _ being ſpent, fetch more. 


＋ 
Oh, fir, that all the poor ſoldiers in England had ſuch & 
leader ! For fetching, no water-ſpaniel is like me. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. a 
This wench we ſpeak of ſtrays ſo from her kind, 
Nature repents ſhe made her. *Tis a Mermaid 
Has toll'd my fon to ſhi * | | 
4 


24 THE ROARING GIRL. 
Ralph Trapdoor. 


Tl! cut her comb for you. 

. | Str Alexander Wengrave. 
III tell out gold for thee then : hunt her forth, 

Caſt out a line hung full of filver hooks 
To catch her to thy company: deep ſpendings - 
May draw her that's moſt chaſte to a man's boſom. 

| Ralph Trapdoor. | | 

The gingling of golden bells, and a good fool with a hobby- 
horſe, will draw all the whores 1'th* town to dance in a 


morris. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Or rather, for that's beſt, (they ſay ſometimes 
She goes in breeches) follow her as her man. 
| Ralph Trapdoor. 
And when her breeches are off, ſhe ſhall follow me. 
125 Alexander N engraves | 
Beat all thy brains to ſerve her. 
Zounds, fir, as country wenches beat cream, till butter 
comes. | a 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Play thou the ſubtle ſpider ; weave fine nets 
To inſnare her very .; ** EIS 
| | * . R ＋ apdoor. ; 
Her life ? # | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Yes; ſuck E 


Her heart · blood if thou canſt; twiſt thou but cords 
To catch her, I'll find law to hang her up. 
Ralph Trapdoor. 
Spoke like a worſhipful bencher. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

9 Trace all her ſteps : at this ſhe-fox's den 
Watch what lambs enter: let me play the ſhepherd 
To fave their throats from bleeding, and cut hers, 


S Trace all her ſteps:] i. e. follow all her ſteps, See Note 26 te 
George a Greene, vol. III. p. 46. | 


; '  Ralb 
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R . 


This is the“ goll ſhall 
Sir 23 We engrave. 


Be firm, and gain me 
Ever thine own. This done, I entertain thee: 


How is thy name ? 
Ralph Trapdeor. 
My name, fir, is Ral 1 Trapdoor, honeſt Ralph. 
ar Kue Wengrave. 
Trapdoor, be me thy name, a dangerous =_y 
For her to venture on, but unto me— - 


Ralph Trapdoor. 
As faſt as your ſoal to Lack boot or ſhoe, ſir, 


Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

Hence then, be little ſeen here as thou canſt ; 

T'll ſtill be at thine elbow. * 
A 

The trapdoor's 00 1 Do 
Moll, if you budge y'are gone: this me ſhall crown, 
A Roaring Boy, the Roaring Girl puts down. 

Sir Alexander Wengrave, | 


God-a-mercy, loſe no time, | | [ Zxeunt. 


The three ſhops open in a rank : the firſt an al s ſhop : the 
next a Feather ſhop: the third a Sempſter's bop: Miſtreſs 
Gallipot in the 400 Miftreſs Ti e-yard in the next, Maſter 
Openwork and his Wife in the third; to them enter Laxton, 
Goſhawk, and Greenewit. 

N. Argſi Openwork. 
Gentlemen, what ist — l what is't you buy ? ſee 
fine bands and rutfs, fine lawns, fine cambricks ; what is't you 
lack, gentlemen ? what is't you buy? 


Laxton. 
Yonder's the ſhop. 
Is that ſhe, 
10 gl] i. e. hand. See Note 17 to The Mayor «f W vol. 


XI. p. 163. 
Laxton, 


- g 
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8 Laxion. 
Peace. 
. Greenewit, 
She that minces tobacco. 
Laxton. 


Ay: ſhe's a gentlewoman born I can tell you, tho! it be 
her hard fortune now to ſhread Indian por-berbs. - 
Oh, fir, *tis many a good woman's fortune, when her huſ- 
band turns bankrout, to begin with pipes and ſet up again. 
xton, 
And indeed the raiſing of the woman is the lifting up of the 
man's head at all times; if one flouriſh, t'other will bud as 


faſh I warrant. ye. 
; __ Goſharrk, | 
Come, th'art familiarly acquainted there, I grope that. 


. axton, ; 
And you grope no better i'th' dark, you may chance lie th" 
ditch when y'are drunk. 
| Goſhauwkh, 
Go, th'art a myſtical letcher. 
| Laxtons 2 
I will not deny but my credit may take up an ounce of 


ſmoak. 
_—_ Gabat. 


take up an ell of pure ſmock; away ga, tis the cloſeſt + 
ſtriker. Life I think he commits venery forty foot deep, no 
man's aware on't. H like a palpable ſmockſter, go to work fo 

with the tricks of art, that I'm as apparently ſeen 
IF as a naked boy in a vial; and were it not for a gitt of trea- 
chery that I have in me to betray my friend where he puts 
moſt truſt in me (waſs yonder he is too—) and by his injury 
to make good my acceſs to her, I ſhould appear as defective 
in courting, as a farmer's ſon the firſt day of his feather, that 
doth nothing at court but woo the hangings and glaſs win- 
dows for a month together, and ſome broken waiting woman 
for ever after, I find thoſe imperfections in my venery, that 


IT as a naked boy in a vial;] I ſuppeſe he means an abortion prey 
ſerved in ſpirits. 8. | 
| 5 | were's 


— — — —— — 
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. not for flattery and falſhood, I ſhould want diſcourſe 
and ws pray and he that wants 121 women 
is worthy to be kick d out at bed's feet. He not ſee 


me yet. 
Greene<wit, 
Troch, this is finely ſhred. 


Oh, women are the beſt mincers. 
Thad been a good * a cook's wife, fir. 
t . 

But *twill ſerve generally, like the front of a new Alma- 
nack, as thus : calculated for the meridian of cook's wives, 
but generally for all Inn, { 

Areſi Gallipot. 
Nay, you ſhall ha't, fir, I have fill'd it for you. 


[ She puts it to the fire, 
| Laxton, 
The pipe's in a good hand, and I wiſh mige always ſo. 
Greenewrt. 
But not to be us'd o' that faſhion, 
Laxton. 


O pardon me, fir, I underſtand no french. 
I pray be cover'd: Jack, a pipe of rich ſmoak. 
| Goſhawk 


Rich ſmoak ! that's ſix - pence a pipe, ist? 
Greenwit, 
'To me, ſweet lady ? 
Miſtreſ; Gallipot. 
Be not forgetful; reſpe& my credit ; ſeem ſtrange ; 
Art and wit makes a fool of ſuſpicion :—pray be wary. 
Laxton. 


Puſh, I warrant you ;—come, how is't gallants ? 
Greenewit, 
Pure and excellent, 


Laxton. 

I thought *twas good, you were grown ſo ſilent; you are 
like thoſe that love not to talk at victuals, tho? they make 
a worſe noiſe 1'th noſe than a common fidler's prentice, and 


diſcourſe 
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diſcourſe a whole ſupper with ſuuſſling; I muſt ſpeak a word 


with you anon. 
% MIO Caliper. 
Make your way wiſely then. 
Oh, what elſe, ſir ; he's perfection itſelf, full of manners, 
But not an acre of ground belonging to 'em. 
| renecuit. — 
Ay, and full of form; h'as ne'er a good ſtool in's chamber. 
Goat. . 
But above all, religious: he prayeth daily upon elder 
brothers. 


Greenewit, 
And valiant above meaſure; he'as run three ſtreets from a 
ſcrjeant. ; 


Laxton, ENDS 
Puh, puh. [Ae Blows tobacco in their faces. 
Greenezvit, Goſhawk, 
Oh, puh, ho, ho. | 
Lax tones 


So, ſo. 
What's the matter now, fir ? * 
IG Laxton. 

I proteſt Pm in extreme want of money; if you can ſupply 
me now with any means, you do me the greateſt pleaſure, 
next to the bounty of your love, as ever poor gentlemaa taſted. 

© Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
What's the ſum would pleaſure ye, fir ? | - 
Though you deſerve nothing leſs at my hands, 
Laxton. 

Why, *tis but for want of opportunity thou know'lt ; 
I put her off with opportunity ſtill: by this light I hate her, 
but for -means to keep me in faſhion with gallants; for what 
I rake from her, I ſpend upon other wenches; * bear her in 
hand ſtill; ſhe has wit enough to rob her huſband, and I ways 
enough to conſume the money: why, how now? what the 
C:112- cough ? 


12 bear ber in hand] Zee Note 109 to Ram-Alley, vol. V. p. 441» 
: * . Goſhawk, 
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| | . Goſhawk, 
Thou haſt the cowardlieſt trick to come before a man's face, 
and ſtrangle him ere he be aware; I could find in my heart to 


make a quarrel in earneſt, 
Larton. | 
Pox, and thou do'ſt, thou know'ſt I never uſe to fight with 
my friends, thou'll but loſe thy labour in't. 
Jack Dapper ! ; | 
Enter Jack Dapper and his man Gull, 
Greenewit, 
' Monſieur Dapper, I dive down to your ancles, 
8 tlemen 3 iar ſalut 
Ave In A lar ljalute. 
£ tp Goſhawk. 


He were ill to make a lawyer; he diſpatches three at once, 
| 8 ton. 


80 well ſaid: but is this of this ſame tobacco, miſtreſs 


Gallipot? 
| * Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
The ſame you had at firſt, fir. 
95 Laxton, 
I wiſh it no better: this will ſerve to *3 drink at my chamber, 
Shall we taſte a pipe on't ? | 
, g ton. b ; 
Not of this by my troth, gentlemen, I have ſworn before 
ou. | 
g Goſhawk. 
What not Jack Dapper ? | 
Laxton, x 
Pardon me, ſweet Jack, I'm ſorry I made ſuch a rafh cu 
but fooliſh oaths muſt ſtand : where art going, Jack? 
Jack Dapper * Þ 
Faith to buy one feather. 
Laxton, 


One feather ! the fool's peculiar Rill, 


13 drink at my chambers] See Note 31 to Second Part of Harb Where, 


vol. III. p. 455. 


Jui 


2 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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ö 
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ack Dapper 0 
Gull. 7 
Gull, 
Maſter. : 
Tack Dapper. 


Here's three half-pence for your ordinary, boy ; Da” 
an hour hence in Paul's. 3 


How ! three ſingle half-pence; life, this will ſcarce ſerve a 
man in ſauce, a halporth of muſtard, a halportt of oil, and a 
halporth of vinegar, what's left then for the pickle herring : 
this ſhews like ſmall beer Ith* morning after a great ſurfeit of 
wine o'er night: he could ſpend his three pounds laſt night in 
a ſupper amongſt girls and brave baudy- houſe boys: I thought 
his pockerscackel'd not for nothing; theſe are the eggs of three 
pounds, I'll go ſup em up preſently. [Exit Gull, 

Laxton. | 
Eight, nine, ten angels; good wench i'faĩth, and one that 
loves darkneſs well, ſhe puts out a candle with the beſt tricks 
of any drugſter's wife in England: but that which mads her 
I rail upon opportunity ſtill, and take no notice-on't. The 
other night ſhe would needs lead me into a room with a can- 
dle in her hand to ſhew me a naked picture, where no ſooner 
entered,» but the candle was ſent of an errand : now I not in- 
trending to underſtand her, bnt, like a puny at the inns of ve- 
nery, call'd for another light innocently, thus reward I all her 
cunning with fimple | miſtaking. I know ſhe coſens her 
huſband to keep me, and I'll keep her honeſt as long as I can, 
to make the poor man ſome part of amends : an honeſt mind 
of a whoremaſter ! how think you amongſt you? what! a 
freſh pipe ? draw in a third man. 8 
| Gef 
No you're a hoarder, you ingroſs by th' ounces. 
| [ At the Feather ſhop now. 
Jack Dapper. | a 


Miſtreſs Tilt yard. 

What feather is't you'd have, fir ? 
Theſe are moſt worn and moſt in faſhion, 
Amongſt the beaver gallants, the ſtone riders, 


Pub, I like it not. 


The 
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The private ſtage's audience, the twelve penny ſtool gentle- 


men; , 
T can inform you tis the general feather. 
Jact Dapper. | 
And therefore I miſlike it, tell me of general. 
Now a continual Simon and Jude's rain 
Beat all your feathers as flat down as pancakes, 
Shew me a — ſpangled feather. - 
Mifireſs Tilt-yar 
Oh, to go a feaſting with, ' 
You'd have it for a *5 hench boy, you ſhall. 
[At the Sempfler”s ſhop now. 
| Maſter Openwork. 
Maſs I had quite forgot, 
His Honour's tootman was here laſt night, wife, 
Ha' you done with my — ſnirt. 
h Miſtreſs Operwork. 
What's that to you, fir ? 4 | 
I was this morning at his Honour's lodging, 
Ere ſuch a ſnake as you crept out of your ſhell, 


* Maſter Openwork. 
Oh, *twas well done, good wife. 
Mijtrss Openwork. 
I hold it better, fir, than if you had don't yourſelf. 
| Mafter Openwork. 
Nay, fo ſay I: but is the Counteſs's ſmock almoſt done, 
6 mouſe ? 1 
| Miſtreſs Opercvork, 
Here lies the cambrick, fir ; but wants I fear me. 
| Mafter Open tuorł. 


Ill refolve you of that preſently. 


14 the twelve penny flool gentlemen) Dr. Percy is of opinion, that one 
ſailling was the general price of what is now called the Pit. See Reliques 

Ancient Poetry, vol. I. p. 141. 

— bench boy] See Note 13 to The Muſe's Looking-Glaſs, vol. IX. 
p. 187. 


16 mouſe] Mouſe was formerly a word of endearment. In Every Man 


in his Humour, A. 2. S. 2. Mrs. Kitely calls her huſband Mzſ; ; or, as 
I think, it thould be written Mus, the Latin word for mouſe, 
| Miſtreſs 
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3 Miſtreſs Open work. 

Heyday ! oh, audacious groom! 
Dare you preſume to noble women's linen??? 
Keep you your yard to meaſure ſhepherd's holland, 
I welt confine you, I ſee that, [At the Tobacco ſhop AOW, 

What ſay you to this geer? | 

j Laxton. 

I dare the arrant'ſt critick in tobacco 

To lay one fault upon't. 


Enter Moll, in a freefe jerkin and a black iI ſaveguard, 
Laxton. + 


Life! yonder's Moll, 
Moll! which Moll ? 
Honeſt Moll. 
Laxton. 
Pr'ythee lets call her—Moll. 


Moll, Moll; piſt Moll, 

Moll. 
How, now! what's the matter ? 
A pipe of good tobacco, _ > 


a 0 


J cannot flay, 
; Goſhawk., | 
Nay, Moll, puh, pr'ythee _ but one word ?'faith, 


| Hg Well, what is't ? 
6 Greenewit, 


Pr'ythee come hither, ſirrah. 
5 . Laxton. 

" *Heart, I would give but too much money to be nibbling 

with that wench ; life, ſhe has the Spirit of four great pariſhes, 


17 ſave guard] Sec Note 5 te The Merry Devil of Edmonton, vol. v. 
p· 254. 


and 
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and a voice that will drown all the City: Methinks a brave 
Captain might get all his ſoldiers upon her, and ne'er be behold- 
ing to a company of Mile-end milk ſops, if he could come 
on, and come off quick enough: Such a Moll were a mari- 
bone before an Italian ; he would — bona roba, till his ribs 
were nothing but bone. I'll lay hard fiege to her; money is 
that Aqua fortis, that eats into many a maidenhead, where the 
walls are fleſh and blood, PH ever pierce through with a 
golden augre. N 

Goſhawk, i 
Now thy judgment, Moll ? is't not 
y judg = good 


Yes *faith, *tis very good tobacco: How do you fell an 
ounce? farewel. God b'y you, Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Goſhawk 


Why, Moll, Moll. 
Mol. 


I cannot ſtay now faith; I am going to buy a fliag-ruff; 
the ſhop will be ſhut in preſently, 
Goſhawh. 
Tis the maddeſt fantaſtical girl I never knew ſo much 


fleſh and ſo much nimbleneſs put rogether, 
Laxton 


She ſlips from one company to another, like a fat eel be- 

tween a Dutchman's fingers :—T'll watch my time for her, 
M Gallipot, 

Some will not ſtick to ſay ſhe's a man, 

And ſome both man and woman, 
Laxton. 

That were excellent ; ſhe might firſt cuckold the huſband, 

and then make him do as much for the wife. 


The Featber-ſbop again. 

| | Moll. 

Save you; how does miſtreſs Tilt-yard ? 
ack Dapper. 
Moll. 7 * 
Moll. 
— Dapper. 
oL, VI. C Fack 


„ 
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| E D 
How doſt, Moll? GAN) Hal 
Mol. 


Tl tell thee by and by, I go but to the next ſhop. 
| Fack Dapper. | 
Thou ſhalt find me here this hour about a feather 
| Moll. 
1 Nay, and a feather hold you in play a whole hour, a gooſe 
| . ay Ur, a g 
. will laſt you all the days of your lite, Let me. fee a good 


ruff, The 8. ere . 
5 Maſter Opentuorł. : * "RP 
Miſtreſs Mary, that ſhalt thou i'faith, and the beſt in the 
| ſhop. | 


| Miftreſs Opervork. 

How now ! greetings! love terms with a pox between 
you ! have I found out one of your haunts ? I ſend you for 
Lolland, and you're 1'th' the low countries with a miſchief. 
I'm ferv'd with good ware by th' ſhift, that makes it lie dead 
| ſo long upon my hands; I were as good ſhut up ſhop, for 
3 when I open it 1 take nothing. | 
| Mafter Operwork. : 

Nay, and you fall a ringing once, the devil cannot ſtop 
vou; Þ'll out of the belfry as faſt as I can— Moll. 

Get you from my ſhop. 

y * 


| MiAreſs Openwork. 
Tu fell ye nothing; I 17 ye my houſe and ſhop. 
; oll | 


I come to buy. 


You, goody Openwork, you that prick out a poor living, 
And ſew many a bawdy ſkin-coat together, N 
Thou private pandreſs between ſhirt and ſmock, 

I wiſh thee for a minute but a man : 
Thou ſhouldſt never uſe more ſhapes, but as th' art 
I pity my revenge: now my ſpleen's up, 


Enter a fellow with a long rapier by his fide, 


I would not mock it willingly—-ha, be thankful ; 
Now I forgive thee, 


Miftrefs 
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Miftreſi Operwork. 
Marry hang thee, I never _ forgiveneſs in my life. 
O. a 
' You goodman ſwines face. 
Fellow. 
What, will you murder me ? 
Moll. 
Vou remember, ſlave, how you abus d me other night in 
a tavern. | | ks 
Fellow. 


Not I by this light. | 
T a Moll. 


No, but by candle-light you did: you have tricks to ſave 
your oaths : reſervations have you? and I have reſerved ſome- 
what for you, —as you like that, call for more; you know the 


n, 
ago *gn Fellow. 


Pox an't, had I brought any company along with me to 
have borne witneſs on't, *twold ne'er have griev'd me; but 
to be ſtruck and nobody by, *tis my ill fortune ſtill: why, 
tread upon a worm, they ſay twill turn tail; but indeed a 
gentleman ſhould have more manners. [ Exit Fellow, 

Laxton. 

Gallantly performed i'faith, Moll, and manfully; I love 
thee for ever for't: baſe rogue! had he offer'd but the leaſt 
counter-butf, by this hand I was prepared for him. 

| Moll. 

You prepared for him! why ſhould you be prepared for 

him? was he any more than a man? 


Laxton. 
No, nor ſo much by a yard and a handful, London mea- 
ure. 

Moll. 


Why do you ſpeak this then? do you think I cannot ride 

a ſtone horſe, unleſs one lead him by th' ſnaffle ? 
Laxton. 

Yes, and fit him bravely ; I know thou canſt, Moll: *twas | 
but an honeſt miſtake through love, and I'll make amends; 
for't any way: pr'ythee, ſweet plump Moll, When ſhall thou 
and I go out a town together? | 

C 2 Moll, 


14 
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; 
g * 


Moll, 
Whither, to Tyburn pr'ythee 
- Laxton. 


» Maſs that's out a town indeed: thou hang'ſt o man 

jeſts upon thy friends ſtill, I mean honeſtly to e 

Staines, or Ware. 1 8 | 
Moll, 


What to do there? 


Laxton. | ; | 
Nothing but be merry and he together: I'll hire a coach 
with four horſes, | | 


I thopght twould be. a beaſtily journey; you may leave 
out one well; three horſes will ſerve, it I play. the jade my- 


ſelf. 
: Laxton. 

Nay, puſh, th'art ſuch another kicking wench ; pr'ythee 
be kind and lets meet. 1 | | 


"Tis bard but we ſhall meer, fir. 
| 7 Laxton. ol 
Nay, but appoint the place then; there's ten angels. in 
fair gold, Moll: you ſee J do not trifle with you; do but ſay 
thou will meet me, and Fil om a coach ready for thee, 
0 I. 


Why here's my hand, I'll meet you, fir. 
Laxton. 
Oh gcod gold—the place, ſweet Moll? 


| Moll. 
It ſhall be your appointment. 


Laxton. 
Somewhat near Holborn, Moll. 
Moll, 


In Gray's-Inn- fields then. 


Laxton. 
A match. 
Moll. 
II meet you there. | 
Laxton.. 
The hour? 


Moll. 


THE ROARING GIII. 5 


Moll. 
Three. 
ogh ee ſop at Brantford 
That will be time enough to ſup at Brentford. 


Openwork, | | 
I am of ſuch a nature, fir, I cannot endure the houſe when 
ſhe ſcolds, $h' has a tongue will be heard further in a ſtill 
morning than Saint Antling's-bell: ſhe rails upon me for for- 
reign wenching, that I being a freeman muſt needs keep a 
whore i'th* ſuburbs, and ſeek to 1mpoveriſh the liberties : 
when-we fall out, I trouble you ſtill to make all whole with 


my wife. | 
- Gohawk. | 

No trouble at all; *tis a pleafure to me to join things 
together. wo” | 

Go thy ways; I do this but to try thy honeſty, Goſhawk, 
[ The Feather-ſhop, 

Fark Dapper. 
How lik'ſt thou this, Moll? 
Moll. | 


Oh ſingularly, you're fitted now for a bunch : he looks for 
all the world with thoſe ſpangled feathers like 4 noblemants 
bedpoſt : the purity of your wench would I fain try; the 
ſeems like Kent unconquered, and I believe as many wiles 
are in -her—oh, the gallants of theſe times are ſhallow let- 
chers, they put not their courtſhip home enough to a wench: 
'tis impoſſible to know what woman is thoroughly honeſt, 
becauſe ſhe's neꝰ er thoroughly tried; I am of that certain 
belief there are more queans in this town of their own making, 
than of any man's provoking : where lies the flackneſs then ? 
many a poor ſoul would down, and there's nobody will puſh 
them : 

Women are courted, but ne'er ſoundly try'd, 
As many walk in ſpurs that never ride. The Sempſter's ſhop, 
Miſtreſs Operrwork, | 
Oh, abominable ! 
Goſharwvkh. 


Nay, morel tell you in private, he keeps a whore 1'th* ſuburbs. 
C 3 Mifireſs 
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Miftr 9 nawwork, 
O ſpittle dealing! I —2 him a gentlewoman born. 
Pll ſhew you mine arms when you pleaſe, fir. 8 
„ N 51 Goſhawk. 
Thad rather ſee your legs, and begin that way. 
Miſtreſs Openwork, | 
| . *Tis well known he took me from a lady's ſervice, where I 


was well beloved of the ſteward. I had my Latin tongue, 


.and a ſpice of the French, before I came to him; and now 
doth he keep a ſuburbian whore under my noſtrils ? | 
There's ways enough to cry quit with him ; heark in thine 
ear. | 
Miſtreſi Operwork, 
There's a friend worth a million, 
Pl fi . — | 
Il try one ſpear againſt your chaſtity, miſtreſs Tiltyar 
Though it prove too ſhort by the burgh | 7 G 


Enter Ralph Trapdoor. 


Trapdoor, a 

Maſs, here the is. 3 | 
I'm bound already to ſerve her, tho' it be but a fluttiſh trick. 
Bleſs my hopeful young miſtreſs with long life and great 
limbs; ſend her the upper hand of all bailifts, and their hun- 
gry adherents. BY 8 | 
: 1 Moll. 

How now, what art thou? 
. Ralph Trapdoor. | £ 

A poor ebbing. gentleman, that wauld gladly wait for the 
young flood of your ſervice. 

Moll. 

My ſervice ! what ſhould move. you to offer your ſervice to 


me, fir? 


Ralph Trapdoor. 
The love I bear to your heroick ſpirit and maſculine wo- 
manhood. _ 
Moll. 5 C 


So, fir, put caſe we ſhould retain you to us, what parts are 
there in you for a gentlewoman's ſervice ? | 
| | | Ralph 
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| Kalb Trapdoor, 75 k 

Of two kinds, right worſhipful: moveable, and im- 

moveable ; moveable to run of errands, and immoveable to 
nnd when you have coration to 95 mas. 7 


What ſtrength have you ? 
Tr 


apdoor. 
Strength, miſtreſs Moll? I haye gone up into a ſteeple, and 
ſtaid the great bell as it has been ringing; mm windmill 


going. [ Molls trips up his heels 3 he falls, 
Moll. 
And never ſtruck down yourſelf, 
Raſph Trapdoor. 


Stood as upright as I do at this preſent. 


0 
Come, I pardon you for this, it ſhall be no diſgrace to 
you: I have ſtruck up the heels of the high Germans ſize 


ere now, what, not itand ? 
; Ralph Trapdoor . 


I am of that nature where I love, I'll be at my miſtreſs? 
foot to do her ſervice. 
Moll, 


Why, well faid ; but ſay your miſtreſs ſhould receive injury, 
have you the ſpirit of fighting in you ? durſt you ſecond her? 


alph Trapabor. 
Life, I have kept a bridge myſelf, and drove ſeven at a time 
before me. 
Moll, 


Aye? 
Ralph Trapdoor . 
Bat they were all Lincolnſhire bullocks by my troth. [ 4/de. 
Moll. 


Well, meet me in Gray's-inn-fields, between three and 
four this afternqon; and upon better conſideration we'll retain 
vou. ; 


1 * 8 
I humbly thank your good miſtreſsſhip; 
I'll crack your neck for this kindneſs, [Exit Trapdoor. 
Laxton, 8 


Remember three, * {Moll meets Laxton. 
C4 Moll, 
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: Moll. 
Nay, if I fail you, hang me. 
8 Laxton. "> 
Good wench, I'faith. 1 [then Openworks 
Who's this? _ 2 
er Opentuorł. 
Tis I, Moll. 
Moll. 
Pr'ythee tend thy ſhop and prevent baſtards, 
: Maſter Openwork. 
We'll have a pint of the ſame wine 'faith, Moll. 
[ The bell rings. 
Goſhawk. 


Hark, the bell rings! come, gentlemen, 
Jack Dapper, where ſhall's all munch ? 
Jack Dapper. 


J am for Parker's ordinary. 
Laxtlon. 

He's a good queſt to them, he deſerves his board; 
He draws all the gentlemen 1n a term time thither : _ 
We'll be your followers, Jack ; lead the way ; 

Lock yau, by my faith, the fool has feathered his neſt well. 
| | [Exeunt Gallants, 


Enter Mgfter Gallipot, Mafter Tiltyard, and Servants with 
Water Spaniels and a duck; 


"Maſter Tiltyard. | 
Come, ſhut up your ſhops ; where's maſter Openwork ? 
Miftrgs Gall: ts 
Nay, aſk not me, maſter Tiltyard, 
Mafter Tithard, 
Where's his water-dog, puh — piſthur — hur- piſt. 
g Maſter Gallipot. 
Come, wenches, come, we're going all to Hogſdon. 
Miftreſs Gallipot. 
To Hogſdon, huſband7 
Maſter Gall pot. 
Ay, to Hogſdon, pigſny. 


Miſtreſs 
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Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Im not ready, huſband, [Spits in the dog's month, 
Maſter Gallipot. 
Faith, that's well—hum—piſt—piſt. 
Come, miſtreſs Openwork, you are ſo long— 
Miſtre/s Openwork. 
I have no joy of my life, maiter Gallipot. 
Mater Gallipot. | 
Puſh, let your boy lead his water ſpaniel along, and we'll 
ſhow you the braveſt ſport “ at parlous pond, ' he trug, he 
trug, he trug; here's the beſt duck in England, except my 
wiſe; he, he, he, fetch, fetch; come, lec's away: 
Ot all the year this is the ſportful'it day. I Exeunt. 


Enter Sebaſtian /olus. 


Sebaſtian, 
If a man have a free will, where ſhould the uſe 
More perfect ſhine than in his will to love? 
All creatures have their liberty in that, 


Enter Sir Alexander, and Iiflens to him. 


Tho' elſe kept under ſervile yoke and fear; 

The very bond-flave has his freedom there. 
Amongſt a world of creatures voic'd and ſilent, 
Muſt my deſires wear fetters ?—yea, are you 

So near? then I muſt break with my heart's truth; 
Meet grief at a back way—well: why ſuppoſe, 
The two-leav'd tongues of flander or of truth 
Pronounce Moll loathſome: if before my love 


* 


15 at parlous pond,] This I imagine is the ſame place now called 
prerleſs pool. It is fituated near Old-ftreet road, and was formerly a 
ſpring that, over-flowing its banks, cauſed a very dangerous pond, which, 
from the number of perſons who loſt their lives there, obtained the name 
of Perilous Pool. To prevent theſe accidents, it was in a manner filled 
up until the year 1743, when it was incloſed, and converted into a 
bathing place. 

» Hey, trug, trug. trug, &c.] I ſuppoſe Trug is the name of the 
ſpaniel whom he is ſending into the water to hunt ducks ; or elſe that 
he means to ſay trudge, trudge. 8. 


She 
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She appear fair, what injury have I ? 

I have the thing I like : in all things elſe 

Mine own eyes guide me, and I find 'em proſper, 
Life, what ſhould ail it now ? I know thac man 
Ne'er truly loves, if he gainſay't he lyes, 

That winks and marries with his father's eyes. 
Il keep mine own wide open. 


Euter Moll, and a Porter wvith à wiol on his back. 


£ Sir Alexander N. engrave. 
Here's brave wilfulneſs ! 
A made match, here ſhe comes, they met a purpoſe. 


Porter, 
Muſt I carry this great fiddle to your chamber, miſtreſs 
Mary ? 
Moll. 


Fiddle, goodman hog-rubber ! ſome of theſe porters bear 
ſo much for others, they have no time to carry wit for them- 
ſelves, | | 

Porter, 
To your own chamber, miſtreſs Mary ? 
Moll. 

Who'll hear an aſs ſpeak ? whither elſe, goodman pageant- 

bearer ? jhey're people of the worit memorics. [ Exit Porter, 
; Sebaftian i engrave. 
Why, *twere too great a burihen, love, to have them carry 
things in their minds, and a'their backs, together, 
1 ; Moll. 
Pardon me, fir, I thought not you ſo near, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


— 


So, ſo, ſo. | 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
I would be nearer to thee, and 1h that faſhion 
That makes the beſt part of all creatures honeſt, 
No otherwiſe I with it. 

Moll. 


Sir, I am fo poor to requite you, you muſt Jook for nothing 
but thanks of me: I have no humour to marry, I love to lie 
aboth ſides ath' bed myſelf ; and again o'th' other fide, a wife 


5 <0 
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vou know ought to be. obedient; but I fear me I am too 
heothrony to obey, therefore Till ne'er go about it. I love 
you ſo well, fir, tor your good will, I'd be loath you ſhould 
t your bargain after; and therefore we'll ne'er come 
together at firſt ; I have the head now of myſelf, and am man 
enough for a woman? marriage is but a chopping and chang- 
ing; where a maiden loſes one head, and has a worſe i'th' 


place, 
| Sir Alexander Nengrave. 

The moſt comfortableſt anſwer from a Roaring Girl, that 
ever mine ears drunk hs 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 

This were enough now to affright a tool for ever from thee, 
when 'tis the muſick that I love thee for. 

| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

There's a boy ſpoils all again. 

Moll. 


Believe it, fir, I am not of that diſdainful temper, but 1 
could love you faithfully, 

| Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

A pox on you for that word. I like you not now, 
Yare a cunning roarer I ſee that already. 

| Moll. 

But ſleep upon this once more, ſir; you may chance ſhift 
a mind to-morrow ; be not too haſty to wrong yourſelf; never 
while you live, ſir, take a wife running, many have run out 
at heels that have don't: you ſee, fir, I ſpeak againſt myſelf; 
and if every woman would deal with their ſuiter ſo honeſtly, 
poor younger brothers would not be ſo often gull'd with old 
cozening widows, that turn ofer all their wealth in truſt to 
ſome kinſman, and make the poor gentleman work hard for a 
penſion ; fare you well, fir. 
| | Sebaſtian Wengrave. 

Nay, pr'ythee, one word more. 

Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
How do I wrong this girl! ſhe puts him off ſtill. 
; | Moll. 


Think upon this in cold blood, fir : you make as much 
haſte as if you were a going upon a ſturgeon voyage. Take 
deliberation, 


ee ROARING GIikk 
_ deliberation, fir coor F eerenh going to 


20 Virginia. 
| Sebaſtian Mengrave. 
Aud fo we parted, my too curſed fate! 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
| She is but cunning, gives him longer time in't. 


| Enter a Taylor. 


Taylor. 
Miſtreſs Moll, miſtreſs Moll: ſo ho, ho, ſo, ho. 
Moll. 
There, boys there, boy ; what doſt thou go a hawking after 
me with a red clout on thy finger? 
T aylor. 
I forgot to take meaſure on you for your new breeches. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Hoyda, breeches ! what will he marry a monſter with two 
trinkers ! what age is this? if the wife go in breeches, the 
man mult wear long coats like a fool, 


What fidling's here! would not the old — have ſerv d 
your turn? a 


You change the faſhio 1 ſ: 1 have th t 

ou C 10n ; you ou ve the 

Dutch flop, miſtreſs Mary. of 8 — 
2 


Why, fir, I ſo ſtill. 
= Taylor. 

Your breeches then will take up a yard more. 
Moll. 

Well, pray look it be put in then. 
Taylor. 

It ſhall ſtand round and full I warrant you. 
Moll. 

Pray make em eafy enough. 
Taylor. 

I know my fault now, ** was ſomewhat ſtiff Letween 


the legs, I'll make theſe open enough I warrant you. 


20. Virgina. ] Great efforts were uſed about this time to ſettle Virginia. 
Sir 


THE ROARING GIRL, 45 
Sir Alexander Weagrave. | 
Here's good geer towards, I have brought up wy ſon to 
marry a Dutch flop, and a French doublet; a codpoice, 
daughter. , þ 
Taylr. 


So, I have ne as far as I can go. 
98 | Mall. 


Why then farewell, 
If you go preſently to your chamber, miſtreſs Mary, 
ſend — the meaſure of 2 by ſome honeſt wn 
2 


Well, fir, Ill fend it * preſently. [Exit Moll. 


So you had need, it is a luſty one; both of them would 
make any porter's back ach in England, [Exit Taylor. 
Sebaſtian Wengrawe. 

I have examined the beſt part of man, 

Reaſon and judgment ; and in love they tell me, 
They leave me uncontroul'd; he that is ſway d 
By an unfeeling blood, paſt heat of love, 
His ſpring time, muſt needs err, bis watch ne'er goes right 
That ſets his diall by a ruſty clock. | 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
So, and which is that ruſty clock, fir, you? 
. Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
The clock at Ludgate, fir, it ne'er goes true. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

But thou goeſt falſer : not thy father's cares 
Can keep thee right; when that inſenſible work 
Obeys the workman's art, lets off the hour, 
And ſtops again when time is ſatisfied : 

But thou run'ſt on, and judgment, thy. main wheel, 
Beats by all ſtops, as if the work would break, 
Begun with long pains for a minute's ruin: 
Much like a ſuffering man brought up with care ; 
Art laſt bequeath'd to ſhame and a ſhort prayer. 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
I taſte you bitterer than I can deſerve, ſir. 


3 Sir 
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x Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
Who has bewitch'd thee, ſon ? what devil or drug 
Has wrought upon the weakneſs of thy blood, £7, 
And betray'd all her hopes to ruinous tolly ? 
Oh, wake from drowſy and enchanted ſhame, 
Wherein thy ſoul fits with a golden dream 
Flatter'd and poiſoned ; I am old, my fon ; 
Oh, let me prevail quickly ! 
For I have weightier buſineſs of mine own 
Than to chide thee: I muſt not to my grave, 
As a drunkard to his bed, whereon he lies 
Only to ſleep, and never cares to riſe: 26h 
Let me diſpatch in time, come no more near her, 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Not honeſtly ? not in the way ot marriage ? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
What ſay'ſt thou? marriage? in what place? the Seſſions- 
houſe? and who ſhall give the bride, pr'ythee? an indite- 
ment? 
ü Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Sir, now ye take part with the world to wrong her. 
5 Sir Alexander Wengrave. = 
Why, would'ſt thou fain marry to be pointed at ? 
Alas! the number's great, do not o'erburden't, 
Why as good marry a beacon on a hill, 
Which all the country fix their eyes upon, 
As her thy folly doats on. If thou long'ſt . 
To have the ſtory of -thy infamous fortunes 
Serve for diſcourſe in ordinaries and taverns, 
Th'art in the way: or to confound thy name, 
Keep on, thou cauſt not miſs it: or to ftrike 
Thy wretched father to untimely coldneſs, 
Keep the left hand till, it will bring thee to't. 
Yet if no tears wrung from thy father's eyes, 
Nor ſighs that flye in ſparkles, from his ſorrows, 
Had power to alter what 1s wilful in thee, 
Methinks her very name ſhould fright thee from her, 
And never trouble me. | 
, Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Why, is the name of Moll ſo fatal, fir ? 
Sir 
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Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Many one, fir, where ſuſpect is entered ; 
For ſeek all London from one end to tother, 
More whores of that name, than of any ten other. 

_ - Sebaſtian Wengrave, | 
What's that to her? let thoſe bluſh for themſelves 
Can any guilt in others condemn her ? 
I've — to love her: let all ſtorms oppoſe me, 
That ever beat againſt the breaſt of man, 
Nothing but death's black tempeſt ſhall divide us. 
Sir Alexander I engrave. 
Oh, folly that can dote on nought but ſhame! 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. Ky 
Put cafe, a wanton itch runs through one name 
More then another, is that name the worſe, 
Where honeſty ſits poſſeſt in't ? it ſhould rather 
Appear more excellent, and deſerve more praiſe, 
When through foul miſts a brightneſs it can raiſe, 
Why there are of the devils, honeſt gentlemen, 
And well deſcended, keep an open houſe, 
And ſome of the good man's that are errant knaves, 
He hates unworthily, that by rote contemns, 
For the name neither ſaves, nor yet condemns z 
And for her honeſty, I have made ſuch proof on't, 
In ſeveral forms, ſo nearly watcht her ways, 
I will maintain that ſtrict, againſt an army, 
Excepting you, my father : here's her worſt, 
Sh' has a bold ſpirit that mingles with mankind, 
But nothing elſe comes near it: and oftentimes 
Through her apparel ſomewhat ſhames her birth, 
But ſhe is looſe in nothing but in mirth: 
Would all Molls were no worſe! 
Sir Aiexander Nengrave. 
This way I toil in vain, and ** give but aim 
To infamy and ruin: he will fall, 
My blefſing cannot ſtay him: ail my joys 
Stand at the brink of a devouring flood, 
And will be wilfuily ſwallowed : wilfully. 
But why fo vain ? let all theſe tears be loſt, 


Fll purſue her to ſhame, and fo all's eroſt. [ Exit Sir Alexander, 


21 five but aim] Sce Note 23 to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 277. 


— 


Ii 
is 
| 

| 

| 
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| Sebaſtian Wengrave. | a 
He is gone with ſome ſtrange purpoſe, whoſe eſſect 
Will hurt me little if he ſhoot fo wide, "HS. 


To think I lere fo blindly: I but feed 


His heart to this match, to draw on th' other, 
Wherein my joy fits with a full wifh crown'd, 
Only his mood excepted, which muſt change 


By oppoſite policies, courſes indirect ; 


Plain dealing in this world takes no effect. 
This mad girl Fl acquaint with my intent, 
Get her aſſiſtance, make my fortunes known, 
Twixt lover's hearts, ſhe's a fit inſtrument, 
And has the art to help them to their own: 
By her advice, for in that craft ſhe's wiſe, 


My love and I may meet, fpite of all ſpies. [ Exit Sebaſtian, 
Enter Lax ton in Gray's-1nn-fields <vith the Coachman. 


Laxton. 
Coachman. 
Coachman. 
Here, ſir. 5 
La on. 


There's a teſter more; pr'y thee drive thy coach to the 
hither end of Marybone- park, a fit place for Moll to get in. 
a Coachiman. 
Mary bone - park, fir ? 
-  Laxton, 
Ay, it's in our way, thou know'ſt, 


. Coachman. 
It ſhall be done, ſir. 
Laxton, 
Coachman. - 
Coachman, 
Anon, fir, 
Laxton. 


22 Are we fitted with good phrampel jades ? 
Coachman, 


22 Are we fitted with god phrampe! 2 Phrampel in this place 
7 


Mr. Steevens conſiders as the word frampold, uſed by Shakſpeare, in 
The 
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| Coachman. - 
The beſt in Smithfield I warrant you, fir 
Loxton. | WY 
May we faſely take the = hand of any coacht vel - 
vet cap. or hatiry jacket? for they keep a vile ſwaggering 
in coaches now-a-days ; the highways are ſtopt with them. 
| vachman. 
My life for yours, and baffle em too, fir,—why, they are 
the ſame jades believe it, fir, that have drawn all your famous 
whores to Ware. 


Laxton. 
Nay, then they know their buſineſs, they need no more 
inſtructions. | 
Coachman, 


They're ſo us'd to ſuch journies, fir, I never uſe whip to 

em; tor if they catch but the ſcent of a wench once, they 

run like devils. [ Exit Coachman with his whip, 
* Laxton. | 

Fine Cerberus ! that rogue will have the ſtart of a thou- 
ſand ones ; for whilſt others trot a foot, he'll ride prancing 
to hell upon a coach- horſe. 

Stay, tis now about the hour of her appointment, but yet I 
The clock \ ſee her not. Hark! what's this ? one, two, three, 
firikes three, | three by the clock at Savoy; this is the hour, and 
Gray's-Inn- fields the place, ſhe ſwore ſhe'd meet me : ha, 
yonder's two Inns-a-court men with one wench, but that's 
not ſhe, they walk toward Iſlington out of my way; I ſee 
none yet dreſt like her; I muſt look for a ſhag ruff, a freeze 
jerken, a ſhort ſword, and a *3 ſafeguard, or I get none: why, 
Moll, pr'ythee make haſte, or the Coachman will curſe u 


anon, | 


The Merry Wives of Windſor, A. 2. S. 2. but differently ſpelt. See his 

note 9 paſſage. Phrampel here appears to fignify fiery or mettleſoms ; 
and the word as uſed by Shakſpeare and the other writers, quoted by 
Mr. Steevens, ſeems generally to denote ſomething wild, extravagant, or 
irregular, * 


23 ſafeguard,] See p. 34. 
[ 
Vo L. VI. D Enter 


1 
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Enter Moll, like a man. 

Oh, here's my gentleman: if they would keep their days 
as well with their Mercers, as their hours with their harlots, 
no bankrupt would give ſeven icere pound for a ſerjeants 
place; for would you know a catchpole nightly derived, the 
corruption of a citizen, is the generation of a ſerjeant : how 

his eye hawks for venery ! come, you are ready, fir ? 


Laxton, 
Ready, for what, fir ? 
Moll, 
Do you aſk that now, fir? why was this meeting pointed ? 
Laxton. 


I thought you miſtook me, fir: 
You ſeem to be ſome young barriſter, 
I have no ſuit in law—all my land's ſold, | 
I praiſe heaven for't; rhas rid me of much trouble. 


Moll. | 
Then I muſt wake you, fir ; where ſtands the coach ? 
8 TLaxton. 5 
Whoſe this? Moll: honeſt Moll? 

Moll. "BIR 
So young, and purblind ? you're an old wanton in your eyes, 
I fee that, | : 

Laxton. 


Th'art admirably ſuited tor the three pigeons at Brent- 
ford; I'll ſwear I Knew thee not. | 
| Moll, | 
T'll ſwear you did not: but you ſhall know me now. 
Laxton. 


No not here, we ſhall be ſpy'd faith; the coach is better, 


come. . i 
; 4 Moll, 
Stay. 


24 the three pigeons at Brentford,) This Inn was afterwards kept by 
John; Lowen, the celebrated Player. Ses Dialegue on Plays and Players, 


vol. XI 6 
Laxton. 
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Laxton. 
What wilt thou untruſs a point, Moll? | 
11 and dratus. 


"2: mand here's the point that I untruſs, *thas but one tag, tw ill | 
ſerve though to tie up a rugue's tongue, 


tons 
Hor! | ; 
Moll. | 
There's the gold with which you hir'd your hackney, here 
her pace; 


She racks hard, and perhaps your bones will feel it : 
Ten angels of mine own, I've put to thine, win em, and 


wear em. 
Laxton. 
Hold, Moll; miſtreſs Mary. 
Moll, 


Draw, or I'll ſerve an execution on thee, 

Shall lay thee up till doomſday. 
| Laxton. 
Draw upon a woman! why, what doſt thean, Moll ? 
| oll, 

To teach thy baſe thoughts manners : th'art one of thoſe 
That thinks each woman thy fond flexible whore; 
If ſhe but caſt a liberal eye upon thee, 
Turn back her head, ſhe's thine ; or amongſt company 
By chance drink firſt to thee, then ſhe's quite gone, 
There is no means to help her : nay for a need, 
Wilt ſwear unto thy credulous ſellow letchers, 
That th'art more in favour with à lady at firſt fight 
Than her monkey all her life time. 
How many of our ſex, by ſuch as thou, 
Have their good thoughts paid with a blaſted name 
That never deſerved looſly, or did trip 
In path of whoredom, beyond cup and lip! 
But for the ſtain of conſcience, and of ſoul, 
Better had women fall into the hands 
Of an act ſilent, than a bragging nothing, 
There is no mercy in't—what durſt move you, fir, 


To think me whoriſh ? a name which I'd tear out 
| D 2 From 
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From the *5 high German's throat, if it lay ** leiger there 
To diſpatch privy ſlanders againſt me. | i EF 
In thee I defy all men, their worſt hates, | 

And their beſt flatteries, all their golden witchcrafts, 
With which they intangle the poor ſpirits of fools, 
Diſtreſſed needle-women, and trade-fall'n wives. 

Fiſh that muſt needs bite, or themſelves be bitten, 
Such hungry things as theſe may ſoon be took 

With a worm faſtened on a golden hock. 

[Thoſe are the letcher's food, his prey, he watches 
For quarrelling / wedlocks, and poor ſhifting ſiſters ; 
*Tis the beſt fiſh he takes: but why, good fiſherman, 
Am I thought meat for you, that never yet 
Had angling rod caſt towards me? cauſe you'll ſay 
I'm given to ſport, I'm often merry, jeſt : 

Had mirth no kindred in the world but luſt ? 

O ſhame take all her friends then ! but how'er 

Thou and the baſer world cenſure my life, 

Fil ſend em word by thee, and write ſo much 

Upon thy breaſt, cauſe thou ſhalt bear'r in mind, 

Tell them 'twere baſe to yield where I have conquer d; 


FE. ! oe IR 8 ] vG.⸗ Ee  os—£© | 


25 bigh German's throat] This man is taken notice of before in this play. 
He ſeems to have been noted for his extraordinary ſtrength, and is pro- 
| pably the ſame perſon mentioned in The Curtaine Drawer of the World, 
| 2612, 4to. p. 27. Aſke but this Curtaine Drawer and he will tell you, 
« that few there are, and thoſe eſcape very hardly like the bird out of 
« the ſnare, like the German out of Wood-ſtreet, or thoſe that commit 
& murder, or like him chat eſcapes the hangman from the tree of exc- 
« cution.“ | | „ 
26 Jjeger] i. e. reſident ambaſſador, : 
27 ewedlocks,)] i. e. wives. So, in The Poetaſter, A. 4. 8. 3. © Which 
« of theſe is thy wed/ock, Menelaus ?" ; 
The Devil is an Aſs, A. 2. J. 3. 
„you do ſee, good wedlock, 
&« How I directed him?“ 
Marſton's Paraſitafter, A. 2. S. 1.— but to lie with one's brother's 
* wedlock, O my, dear Herode tis vile and uncommon luſt !” 
Churchyard's Challenge, 1593, p. 233: 
« My wedlocke now, not hearing of theſe newes, 
« Made no haſt home, till I was ore the ſhewes.” | 
So Matrim:nium is uſed, as Mr. Sympſen obſerves, for Uxor, more than 
ence, by Juſtia, | 


— 


I ſeorn 
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I ſcorn to proſtitute myſelf to a man ; 
I that can proſtitute a man to me; 


And ſo I greet thee. 
Hear me. | 
Moll. 


/ 3 
Would the ſpirits of all my ſlanders v ere ca pt in thins, 
That I might vex an army at one iim! + 129) 


I do repent me, hold! Fs [Tho fight. 
You'll die the better Chriſtian then. 
| Laxton, 


I do confeſs I have wrong'd thee, Moll. 
| Moll, 


Confeſſion is but poor amends for wrong, 
Unleſs a rope would follow. 


Laxton. 
I aſk thee pardon. 
Moll. 
I'm your hir'd whore, fir. 
Fre | 
I urſe an 0 
OE Moll. 
Both are mine, and now at my diſpoſing. 
8 ” Laxton. 
my life. 
1 Moll. 
I ſcorn to ſtrike thee baſely. 
Laxton. 


Spoke like a noble girl i' faith. 
Heart, I think I fight with a familiar, or the Ghoſt of a fencer. 
She has wounded me gallantly ; call you this a leteherous viſage ? 
Here's blood would have ſerv'd me this ſeven years in broken 
heads and cut fingers; and it now runs all out together. Pox 
athe three pigeons ! I would the coach were here now to carry 
me to the — [Exit Laxton. 

Moll. 

If I could meet my enemies one by one thus, 

I might make pretty ſhift with them in time; 
D 3 And 
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And make them know, ſhe that has wit, and ſpirit, 1 
May ſcorn to live beholding to her body for meat: 
Or for apparel like your common dame, 

That makes ſhame get her cloaths do cover ſhame. 

Baſe is that mind, that kneels unto her body, 

As if a huſband ſtood in awe on's wite, 

My ſpirit ſhall be miſtreſs of this hou'e 

As long as I have time in't. Oh, 


Enter Trapdoor. 


Here comes my man that would be: 'tis his hour, 
Faith, a good u ell- ſet fellow, ir his ſpirit 
Be anſwerable *® to his umbles ; he walks ſtiff, 
But whether he will ſtand to't ſtifly, there's the point; 
Has a good calt for't; and ye ſhall have many a woman 
Chooſe him the means to make her head, by his calf: 
J do not know their tricks in't; faith he ſeems 
A man without; Ill try what he is within. 
Trapdoor, | 

She told me Gray's-Inn- fields twist three and four; 
Pl fit her miſtreſsſnip with a piece of ſervice : 3 
I'm hir'd to rid the town of one mad girl. [She juftles him. 
What a pox ails you, fir ? | 

Mall. 


He begins like a gentleman, 
„ . | 
Heart, is the field fo narrow, or your exe · ſight ? 
Lite, he comes back again, [ She comes towards him. 
Moll, 


Was this ſpoke to me, fir ? 
Trapdoor. 


Moll. 
Trapdbor. 


% % 


I cannot tell, fir. 
Go, y'are a coxcoub. 
Coxcomb! 


23 jo his umbles] i. e. his infide. Unbles are the entrails of a deer, 
So, in Holingſhed's Chronicle, vol. I. p. 204. — the keeper hath the 

664 Kin, head, umb les, chine, and {houlders,” 8. | 
| Moll 
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Moll. 
Yare a ſlave, L 
255 n Trabdbor. 
I hope there's law for you, fir. 
* a Moll. 
Ves, do you ſee, ſir. 4 [Turns his bat. 


7 | 
Heart, this is no good dealing: pray let me know what 
houſe you are of. 1 | 
Olts 


One of the Temple, fir. [ Philips bim. 


Tr L 


Maſs ſo me thinks, 
Moll. 


And yet ſometime I lie about Chick- lane. 
Trapdoor. 
I like you the worſe, becauſe you ſhift your lodging ſo often; 
Til not meddle with you tor that trick, fir. 
Moll, 
A good ſhift; but it ſhall not ſerve your turn. 
Trapdoor. 
You'll give me leave to paſs about my buſineſs, fir ? 
Moll. | 
Your buſineſs! I'll make you wait on me before I have done, 
and glad to ſerve me too, | | 
Trapdoor. 
How, ſir! ſerve you? not if there were no more men in 


England, 
Moll. 


But if there were no more women in England, 
I hope you'd wait upon your miſtreſs then ? 


Trapdoor, 
Miſtreſs ! 5 
| Moll. 
Oh, you are a try'd ſpirit at a puſh, fir! 
vg Wine, 


What would your worſhip have me do? 
Moll. 


Yeu a fighter ! | 
D 4 Trapdoor. 


> 
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a 


| Tr 
es I * heaven; I * beter grace —_ more n 
e tans tt - -- 
ys T rapdoor. : 


Life, had been a beaſtly. part of me to have drawn m my 
weapons upon my miſtreſs; all the world would have cry'd 
ſhame of me for that, 1 | 4 

oll, - 23 


Why, but you knew me not. 
Trapoor. 
Do not ſay ſv, miſtreſs : I knew you by your wide ſtraddle, 
as well as if I had been in your belly. 
Moll. 


Well, we ſhall try you further; th* mean time we give; YOu 


enter tainment. 
; T rapdoor, 
Thank your good miſtreſsſhip. 
Moll. 


How many ſuits have you ? 
Trapdoor, 
No more ſuits than backe, miſtreſs. 
Moll, 
Well, if you deſerve, I caſt off this, next week, 
And you may creep into't. 
Trapdoor. 


Thank your good worſhip. 
© Mall, 
Come follow me to 8. Thomas Apoſtles ; 
I'll put a livery cloak upon your back, the firſt thing I do. 
rapdoor. 


I follow my dear miſtreſs, | [ Excunt omnes. 


Enter Myfireft Gallipot as from ſupper, ber buſband after her. 
Mafler Gallipot, 
What, Pru ; Nay, ſweet Prudence. 
Mero Galli * 
What a pruing TM =: I think the baby would have a 
teat 
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reat *9 it kyes ſo; be not ſo fond of me, leave your City 

_—— . you to ſee how like a calf you come 

dleating after me. | | - 
Maftcr Gallipot. 

Nay, honey Pru! how does your riſing up before all the 

table ſhew ? and flinging from my friends ſo uncivily ? fie, 


Pru, fie, come. 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Then up and ride i'faith. 
Mafter Gall pot. | 


Up and ride! nay, my pretty Pru; that's far, from my 

thought, duck : why, 39 mouſe; thy mind is nibbling at ſume- 
thing: what ist ? what lies upon thy ſtomach? | 

Mifireſs Gallipot. 

Such an aſs as you: hoyda, y'are beſt turn midwife, or 
phyſician: y'are an apothecary already, but In none of your 

drugs. N . 


* 


Mafter Gallipot. , 
Thou art a ſweet drug, ſweeteſt Pru, and the more thou art 
pounded, the more precious, 


MP}trefs Gallipot. 
Mult you be prying into a woman's ſecrets; ſay ye? 
|  Mgfter Gallipot. 
Woman's ſecrets ? 
Mifrrefi Gallipot. 


What? I cannot have a qualm come upon me but your 
teeth water, till your noſe hang over it, go 
Mafler Gallipot. 
It is my love, dear wite, 
M. ferqſi Gallipot. 

Your love! your love is all words: give me deeds : I can- 
not abide a man that's too fond over ime. ſo cookith ; thou duſt 
not know how to handle a woman in her kiad. 

Mafter Gallipot. 

No, Pru? why, I hope I have handled 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 

Handle a fool's head of your own—fih—fih. 


29 it kyes ſo] i. e. cries. She imitates the jargon talked by nurſes ts 
infants. 8. Y 


30 mooſe] See Note 16, p- 31. 


3 Maſter 


} 
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| Mafter Gallipot, MY 

Ha, ba, tis ſuch a waſp: it does me good now to have her 
fling me, little rogue! | 

| | Miftreſi Gallipot. 

Now fie, how you vex me! I cannot abide theſe 3" apron 
- huſbands; fuch cotqueans: you overdo your things, the y 


become you ſcurvily. 
Maſter Gallipot. 


Upon my life ſhe breeds: heaven knows how I have ſtrain'd 
myſelf to pleaſe her night and day: I wonder why we citizens 
ſhould get children ſo fretful and untoward in the breeding, 
their fathers being for the moſt part as gentle as milch kine: 
ſhall I leave thee, my Pru? | on 


Mfrs Gallipot. 
Fie, fie, fie, 
Thou ſhalt not be vext. no more, pretty kind rogue; take 
no cold, ſweet Pru. [Exit Maſter Gallipot. 
M:frreſs Gallipot. 


As your wit has done: now, Maſter Laxton, ſhew your 
head ; what pews from you? would any huſband ſuſpect that 
a woman crying, Buy any ſcurvy-gra/s, ſhould bring love- 
letters amongſt her herbs to his wife ? pretty trick! fine con- 
veyance ! had jealouſy a thouſand eyes, a filly woman with 
ſcurvy-graſs blinds them all; Laxton with bays crown I thy 
wit tor this, it deferves praiſe. : | | 
This makes me aſſect thee-more, this proves thee wiſe. 

Lack, what poor ſhitt is love forc'd to deviſe ? To the point. 


She reads the letter. 


O, foveet Creature—(a ſweet beginning) pardon my long abſence, 
for thou Halt. ſhortly be poſſefſed with my preſence; though Demo- 
| <vas falſe to Phillis, I will be to thee as Pan-du-rus <vas 
10 Creſ-fida : though Aincas made an aſs of Dido, I will die 


to thee ere I do ſo; O, fiveetrſt creature, make much of me, for 
0 man beneath the fikver moon ſhall make more of a woman than 


21 apron huſbands] i. e. hufoands who follow their wives as if tied to 
their apron ſtrings. 8. , $4 
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1 ds of thee: farniſh me therefore aun thirty pounds ; you muſt | 
do it of neceſſity for me; I languiſh till I ſee ſonve comfort come 
from thee ; proteſting not to die in thy debt, but rather to live 
fo, as hitberto I have and will, ; 

Thy true Laxton ever. 


Alas, poor gentleman ! troth I pity him; 
How ſhall I raife this money? thirty pounds! 
"Tis thirty ſure, a 3 before an o, 

I know his threes too well; my childbed-linen, 
Shall I pawn that for him? then if my mark 

Be known, I am undone; it may be thought 

My huſband's bankrout : which way ſhall I turn ? 
Laxton, what with my own fears, and thy wants, 
I'm like a needle twixt two adamants. 


Enter 1Mafter Gallipot haſtily. 
Maffer Gallipot. ; 6 
Nay, nay, wife, the women are all up: ha! how? reading 
a letter? I ſmell a gooſe, a couple of capons, and a gammon 
of bacon, from her mother out of the country, I hold wy 


lite — ſteal— Mifren G 
all pot. 
O, beſhrew your heart! 2 11 
What letter's that ? I'll fee ir. [ She tears the letter. 
Miſires Gallipot. | 
Oh, would thou had'ſt no eyes to ſee the downfal of me and 
thyiclf ! I'm for ever, for ever Pm undone, of 
Maſter Galli pot. 
What ails my Pru? what paper's that thou tear'ſt ? 
Miytreſ; Gallipot. 
Would I could tear 
My very heart in pieces: for my ſoul 
Lies on the rack ot ſhame, that tortures me 
Beyond a woman's — 
3 Maſter Gallipet. 
What means this? 8 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Had you no other vengeance to throw down, 
But even in heighth of all my joys ? 


Mfr 
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Dear woman. 150 A Liter | 
| : res Gallipot. 
When the full ſea of pleaſure and content ſeem'd to flow 
Mafter Gallipot. 


As thou defireſt to keep me out ot Bedlam, tell what trou- 
bles thee : is not thy child at nurſe fallen fick, or deaq 
On, no. * 

Mafler Gallipot. 
Heavens bleſs me! are my barns and houſes 
Vonder at Hockly-hole conſum'd with fire? 
I can build more, 1 hs 
N . 
| "Tis worſe, tis worſe. - 8 
My factor broke, or is the Jonas ſunk ? 
. Would all we had were ſwallowed in the waves, 
Rather then both ſhould be the ſcorn of ſlaves, - 85 
6 Maficr Galli pot. ] 
I'm at my wit's end. 
. , _ Mifrreſ5 Gallipot. 
20 Oh, my dear 1 * 
M uere once I thought myſelf a fixed ſtar, 
Plac'd only in the heaven. of thine arms, 
I fear now I ſhall prove a wanderer; 
Oh, Laxton, Laxton, is it then my fate 
To be by thee o'erthrown! 
To Maſter Galli pot. 
- Defend me, wiſdom, 
From falling iuto frenzy, on my knees: 
Sweet Pru, ſpeak, what's that Laxton who ſo heavy lies on thy 


boſom ? 
Miftreſs Gallipot. 


I ſhal! run mad for company then: ſpeak to me, 
Tm Gallipot thy huſband—Pru—why, Pru! Ls 
: L Art 


J ſhall ſure run mad. 
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Art fick in conſcience for ſome villaindus deed 
Thou wert about to act; didſt mean to rob me? 
Tuſh, I forgive thee : haſt thou on my bed 
Thruſt my ſoft pillow under another's head? 
Ti wink at all faults, Pru; *las that's no more, 
Than what ſome neighbours near thee have done before, 
Sweet honey Pru ! what's that Laxton? | | 


Miſtreſi Gallipot. 
Oh. „ 
Maſter Galli pot. 
Out with him. 
Mifreſi Galli pot. 
Oh he's born to be my undoer, 


This hand which thou call'ſt thine, to him was given, 
To him was I made ſure 1'th' fight of heaven. 
Mafier Gallipot. 
I never heard this 1210 
> Ar es Galli ts 
Yes, yes, before 12 
J was to thee contracted, to him I ſwore: 
Since laſt I ſaw him twelve months three times told 
The moon hath drawn through her light ſilver bow, 
For o'er the ſeas he went, and it was aid, 
(But rumour hes) that he in France was dead. 
But he's alive; vh, he's alive, he ſent 
That letter to me, which in rage I rent; 
Swearing with oaths moſt damnably to have me, 
Or tear me from this boſom : oh heavens, ſave me! 
Mafter Galli pot. | 
My heart will break—ſham'd aud undone for ever! 
Miſtreſs Gallipot, 
So black a day (poor wretch !) went o'er thee never, 
| Maſter Gallipot. 
If thou ſhould'ſt wreſtle with him at the law, 
Th'art ſure to fall: no odd flight ? no prevention? 
I'll tell him th'art with child. 5 


Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Umh. | A 


Maſter Gallipot. 
5 Or give out-one of my men was ta en abed with thee. . . 


Marg 
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Vuh, umh. 
Maſter Gall: por. 
Before I loſe thee, my dear *. 
17 drive it to that puſh. 
N fireſs Gallipor. 
Worſe, and worſe till, 


You embrace a miſchief, to prevent an in. 
Maſter Gallipot. 


Pi buy thee of him, ſtop bis mouth with gold, 

Think® thou *twill do. 
Mi iftreſs Gallipot, 

Oh me heavens ! grant it would 
Yet now my ſenſes are ſet more in tune, 
He writ, as I remember in his letter, 
Thar he in riding up and down had ſpent, 
(Ere he could find me) thirty pounds ; ſend that, 


Stand not on thirty with him. 
Maſter Gallipot, 
Forty, Pru ; ſay thou the word, tis done: we venture lives 
for wealth, but mult do more to keep our wives: thirty or 


forty Pru ? f 
ref Ga liþot. 
Thirty, good ſweet, 
Of an ill bargain let's ſave what we can, 
I'll pay it him with my tears; he was a man 
When firſt I knew him, of a meek ſpirit, 


All goodneſs is not yet dry'd up I bo 
A , Maſter Gall: RE” 


He ſhall have thirty pound, let that ſtop all : 


Love's ſweets taſte beſt, when we have-drunk down gall. 
ad Mafter Tilt-yard, and his Wi ife, Maſter Goſhawk, and 


Mrd Openwork. 
God's-ſo ! our friends; ; come, come, ſmooth your check: 


After a ſtorm the face of heaven looks fleek. 


Maſter Tilt-yard: 
Did I not tell you-theſe turiles were together ? 
MV. i/trefs Tilt-, ard, 


How doſt thou, firrah? why, filter Gallipot ? 
Mereſi 


THE 22 ans. a 


4 N 


Is your wife ill, 6 8 
Maſſer Calpe. 
Yes indeed, la, fir, very ill, very ill, never worſe. 
refs Tilt-yard. 
How her head burns ! feel how her pulſes work. 
Mifires Opearwork. 
Siſter, lie down a little, that always 
Miſtreſs Tilt ard. 
In good ſadneſs I find beſt eaſe in that too: 
Has ſhe laid ſome hot thing to her ſtomach ? 
Miftreſs Gallipot. 
No, but I will lay ſomething anon. 
Mafter Tiltyard. 
Come, _ fools, you trouble her; ſhall's go, Maſter- 


Goſhawk ? 
; Maſter Goſhawlk. 
Yes, ſweet Maiſter Tiltyard ; firrab, Roſamond, I bold my 
life Gallipot hath _—_— Mo 7 
reſs Oper vori. 
She has a horrible high colour indeed. 
Mafter Gaſbatul. 
We ſhall have your face painted with the fame ted ſoon 
at night, when your huſband comes from his rubbers in a 
falſe alley ; thou wilt n eve me that his bowls run with 


a wrong bias. * 


reſi 
It cannot fink into — that he feeds upon ſtale mutton 
abroad, having better and freſher at home. 
Maſter G 
What if I brag thee where thou ſhalt ſee him fiand at 


rack and manger 


I'll ſadd e 
| ſaddle him in's kind, and 1212 
Mater Gabon. * 


Shall thou and I ride our — then? 
Miſirgſi Oten wor. 
Here's my hand. 


6 Mer 
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| Maſter Goſhawk. | 
No more; come, Maſter Tilt-yard, ſhall we leap into the 
. wich our women, and amble home? _ 
Maſter Tilt-yard. | 
Yes, yes; come, wife. 
Miftre/s Tiltyard, 
In troth, ſiſter, I hope you will do well for all this, 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
3 dare I ſhall ; farewel, good ſiſter : ſweet Maſter Guthawk, 
-» Mafterr Gallipot. 
Welcome, brother, moſt kindly welcome, fir. 
_ Ones, 
Thanks, fir, for our good cheer, 
{ Exeunt all but Galli pot and bis 2 2 
Maſter Gallipot. 
It ſhall be ſo, becauſe a cratty knave 
Shall not out-reach me, nor walk by my door 
With my wife arm in arm, as *twere his whore, 
Vil give him a golden coxcomb, thirty pound : 
'Tuſh, Pru, what's thirty pound ? ſweet duck, look cheery 
M:ftrejs Gallipot, © 
Thou art worthy of my heart, thou buy 1 it dearly, 


Enter Laxton muſficd. 


Laxtone 
Vas light! the tide s againſt me, a pox « of your 8 
oh for ſome gliſter to ſęt him going; tis one of Hercu 
labours, to tread one of theſe city hens, becaufe their cocks 
are ſtill crowing over them; there's no ming tail here, I 


muſt On. 
Miprreſs Gallipot. 
Oh, huſband, ſee he comes ! 


Mafter Gallipot. * 
Let me deal with him. : 
Tow 
Bleſs you, fir. | 
F Moſer Galliper 
Be you bleſt too, ry u come in 
yo yo Peace. 


Have you any good pudding tobacco, fir ? 


U 


Miſtreſs 
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Miſtreſs G 15 „ * : 
Oh, pick no quarrels, gentle fir, my huſband 


Ts not a man of weapon, as you are, 
He knows all, I have open'd all before him, 


Concerning you. 
Laxton. 
Zounds! has ſhe ſhown my letters ? 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 


Suppoſe my caſe were yours, what would you do ? 
At ſuch a pinch, ſuch batteries, ſuch aſſaults, 
Of father, mother, kindred, to diſſolve | 
The knot you tied, and to be bound to' him ; 
How could you ſhift this ſtorm off? 


Laxton, 
If I know hang me. 
Beſides a ſtory ef your death was read 
Each minute to me, 
Laxton. 


© What a pox means this riddling ? 
Maſter Gallipot. 
Be wiſe, fir, let not you and I be toſt 
On lawyer's pens; they have ſharp nibs, and draw 
Men's very heat blood from them: what need you, fir, 
To beat the drum of my wite's infamy, | 
And call your friends together, fir, to prove 
Your precontract, when fh*has confeſt it ? 
Laxton. 
Umh, fir,—has ſhe confeſt it ? 
Maffer Gallipot. 
Sh'has faith to me, fir, upon your letter ſending. 
5 — Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
I have, I have. 
| Laxton. 
Tf I let this iron cool, call me flave. 
Do you hear, you dame Prudence? think'ſt thou, vile woman 
Pl! take theſe blows and wink? | 
Miftre/s Galli pot. 


Upon my knees. 
Laxton. 
Out, impudence ! 


Voi.. VI. E Mater 
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Good fir. i 4 
Lax tons, 


You goatiſh ſlaves, 5 
No wild fowl to cut up but mine? 


Maſter Galli pot. 
Alas, ſir, 2 


You make her fleſh to tremble, fright her not, 
She ſhall do reaſon, and what's fit. 
N Laxton. 
Pl have thee, wert thou more common 
Than an hoſpital, and more diſeaſed. — 
 Mafter Gallipot. 
But one word, good fir. 


So, fir, | 
Mafter Gallipot. F 

I married her, have lain with her, and got 
Two children on her body; think but on that 
Have you ſo beggarly an appetite, 
When I upon a dainty diſh have fed 
To dine upon my ſcraps, my leavings? ha, ſir? 
Do I come near you now, fir? 

. Laxton.. 
By lady you touch me, 
| Maſter Gallipot. 


Would not you ſcorn to wear my cloaths, fir * 
ton. 


Right, fir, 
Maſter Gailipot. | 

Then pray, fir, wear not her, for ſhe's a garment 
So fitting for my body, I am loth 
Another ſhould put it on, you will undo both. 
Your letter (as ſhe ſaid) complained you had ſpent, 
In queſt of her, ſome thirty pound, Fil pay it; 
Shall that, fir, ſtop this gap up *twixt you two 2 

| ton. a 

Well, if I ſwallow this wrong, let her thank you: 
The money being paid, fir, I am gone: 
Farewel: oh women! happy's he truſts none. 


Laxton, 


Mrs. 


wb 


43. 
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Mifreſt Gallipot. 
Diſpatch him hence, ſweet huſband. 
Yes, dear wife : pray, fir, come 1n ; ere maſter Laxton part, 
Thou ſhalt in wine drink to him. 5 
Exit. 


2 7 90 Gallipot. 
With all my heart; —how doſt thou like my wit? 
Laxton. 


Rarely, that wile, ö 
By which the ſerpent did the firſt woman beguile, 
Did ever ſince all women's boſoms fill; 
Vare apple - eaters all, deceivers ſtill, [Exeunt, 


Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave: Sir Davy Dapper, Sir Adam 
Appleton at one door, and Trapdoor at another door, 


Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Out with your tale, fir Davy, to fir Adam, 
A knave is in mine eye deep in my debt. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
Nay: if he be a knave, fir, hold him faſt, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 1 
Speak ſoftly; what egg is there hatching now? 
| Trapabor. 5 
A duck's egg, ſir, a duck that has eaten a frog; I have 
crackt the ſhell, and ſome villainy or other will peep out pre- 
ſently : the duck that fits is the 3* bouncing Ramp (that Roar- 
ing Girl my miſtreſs) ; the drake that muſt tread is your fon 


Sebaſtian, E 
Be quick, 
Trapdoor. 
As the tongue of an oyſter wench. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
And fee thy news be true. 
Trapdoor. | 


As a barber's every ſaturday- night - mad Mol 
32 bouncing Ramp] Sce Note 60 to Gammer Gurton's Needle, vol. IL. 
E 2 Sir 
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Ah Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Muſt be let in withoyt knocking at your back gate. 
W Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

d Trapdoor. 


Your chamber will be made baudy. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Good, 
Trapdoor. 
She comes in a ſhirt of male. 
bas, Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
How ſhirt of male? 
Trapdoor. | 
Yes, fir, or a male ſhirt, that's to ſay in man's apparet. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
To my ſon? 
Trapdoor. 


Cloſe to your ſon : your ſon and her moon will be in con- 
junction, if all Almanacks lie not; her black faveguard is 
turned into a deep flop, the holes of her upper body to button- 
holes, her waiſtcoat to a doublet, her placket to the ancient 
ſeat of a codpiece, and you ſhall take them both with ſtanding 
collers. 
| Sir Alexander Wengravo. 
Art ſure of this ? 
Trapabor. 

As every throng is ſure of a pick- pocket, as ſure as a whore 
is of the clients all Michaelmas Term, and of the pox after 

the Term. 


Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
The time of their tilting 5 8 
V * 
Three. _ 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
The day ? 
Trapdoor. 


This. 
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Away; ply it, watch her, 


Trapdoor, 53 
As the devil doth for the death of a bawd ; I'll watch her, 


do you catch her, | | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
She's faſt : here weave thou the nets ; hark ! 


Trapdoor 


They are made. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
I told them thou didſt owe me money; hold it up: maintain't, 
A - 
Stifly ; as a puritan does cantention— * 
For I owe thee not the value of a halt- penny halter. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Thou ſbalt be hang'd in't ere thou ſcape fo, 
Varlet, I'll make thee look through a grate. 
7 


rAP . 
I'll do't preſently, through a tavern grate ; drawer : piſh, 


Exit Tra I, 
Has the knave vext you, fir ? 
Sir Alexander M engrave. 
Aſkt him my money, 
He ſwears my ſon receiv'd it : oh, that boy 
Will ne'er leave heaping ſorrows on my heart, 
Till he has broke it quite, 


: Sir Adam Appleton. 
Is he ſtill wild ? pie 


Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
As is a Ruſſian bear. 
Sir Adam Appleton. 
oe oo has lefr 
ts old haunt with that bagga 
Sir — Wi FIT AU, 
Worſe ſtill and worſe. 
He lays on me his ſhape, I on him my curſe. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
My ſon, Jack Dapper, then ſhall run with him, 
All in one paſture. | 
E 3 Nur 
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Sir Adam Appleton, 
Proves your ſon bad too, fir ? 
| Sir Davy Dapper. 
As villainy can make him: your Sebaſtian 
Doats but on one drab, mine on a thouſand, 
33 A noiſe of fidlers, tobacco, wine, and a whore, 
A mercer that will tet him take up more, 
Dice, and a water-ſpaniel with a duek : oh, | 
Bring him a bed: with theſe, when his purſe gingles, 
Roaring boys follow at's tail, fencers and *+ ningles, 
(Beaſts Adam ne'er gave name to) theſe horſe-leeches ſuch 
My ſon, he being drawn dry, they all live on ſmoak. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Tobacco ? 


þ4 


Sir Day Dapper 0 
Right, but J have in my brain 
A windmill going that ſhall grind to duſt 
The follies of my ſon, and make him wiſe, 
Or a ſtark fool: pray lend me your advice. 
," g ; Both. 


That ſhall you, good fir Davy. i 
Sir Day Dapper . 

Here's the ſprindge 
I have ſet to catch this woodcock in: an action 
In a falſe name (unknown to him) is entered 
Pth* Counter, to arreſt Jack Dapper. 


Both, 
Ha, ha, he. 


Str Davy Da . , 
Think you the Counter es freak him ? 
Sir Adam Appleton. 
Break him ? 


Yes, and break's heart too, if he lie there long. 


Sir Dawy Dapper. 
Til make him ſing a counter-tenor ſure, 


33 4 miſe of fidlers,] See Note 76 to The Ordinary, vol. X. p. 276. 
34 ningles, This word is to be found as often in our ancient Plays 
as ingle, to which it ſeems to be ſynonymous. An explanation of it is in 
Blount's Gloſſographia, | f | 
| Sir 
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Sir Adam Appleton. 
No way to tame him like it ; there he ſhall learn, 
What money is indeed, and how to ſpend it. 
Sir Davy Dapper . 
He's bridled there, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
Aye, yet knows not how to mend it, 
Bedlam cures not more madmen in a year, 
Than one of the Counters does; men pay more dear 
There for their wit than any where: a Counter! 
Why, tis an univerſity, who not ſees ? 
As ſcholars there, ſo here men take degrees, 
And follow the ſame ſtudies (all alike). 
Scholars 4earn firſt Logick and Rhetorick ; 
So does a priſoner ; with fine honied ſpeech 
At's firſt coming in he doth perſuade, beſeech, 
He may be lodg'd with one that is not itchy; 
To lie in a clean chamber, in ſheets not lowly ; 
But when he has no money, then does he try, 
By ſubtle logick, and quaint ſophiſtry, 
To make the keepers truſt him, 
(Sir Adam Appleton. 


Sir Alexander Mengrave. , 
Then he's a graduate. 
Str Dawy Dapper. 
Say they truſt him nor. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
35 Then is be held a freſhman and a ſot, 
And never ſhall commence ; but. being till barr*d, 
Be expulſt from the maſter's ſide, to th* two-penny ward, 
36 Or elſe i'th' hole, beg plac't. 


Say they do. 


a 


35 Then is be held a freſhman and a ſot, 
And never ſhall commence ] The ſpeaker is here employing terms 
in uſe only at the Univerfity, Every one is acquainted with the Cam- 
bridge commencement. See, however, Mr. Tyrwhitt's Note on the Second 
Part ot Aing Henry IV. vol. V. p. 561. edit. 1778. 8. x1 

36 Or elſe i'th* hole, beg place.] The quarto reads beg plac't. 8. 

For an account of that part of the Counter — The Hole, Tee 
Fennor's Compter”s Commonwealth, to. 1617. p. 79. 

E 4 3 


— _ — — enact oe wave 


Sir Davy ſend your fon to Woodſtreet college, 
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Sir Adam Appleton. 
When then I pray proceeds a priſoner ? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
When money being the theme, 
He can diſpute with his hard creditor's hearts, 
And get out clear, he's then a maſter-of arts : 


A gentleman can no where get more knowledge, 
| Sir Davy Dapper. 
There gallants ſtudy hard. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
True: to get money. 
| Sir Davy Dapper. 
Lies byth' heels Yfaith ; thanks, thanks; I have ſent 
For a couple of bears ſhall paw him. 


Enter Serjeant Curtilax, and Teoman Hanger. 


| Sir Adam Appleton. 
Who comes yonder ? 75 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
They look like 37 puttocks ; theſe ſhould be they. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
I know 'em, they are officers; fir, we'll leave you, 
| Sir Davy Dapper. 
My good knights. 
Leave me; you ſee I'm _—_—— with ſpirits. 
oth, | 
Fare you well, fir. *[ Excunt Sir Alexander and Sir Adam, 


Serjeant Curtilax. 
This old muzzle chops ſhould be he 


By the fellow's deſcription : Save you, fir. 


Sir Davy Dapper. * 
Come hither you mad varlets; did not my man tell you I 
watch'd here for you ? 
Serjeant Curtilax. 
One in a blue coat, ſir, told us, that in this place an old 
gentieman would watch for us; a thing contrary to our oath, 
tor we are to watch for every wicked member in a City. 


37 5 — buzzards. So Shak ſpeare, 
« Who finds the partridge in the puttoct 
4 But, &c, 8. K — 


I Sir 
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| Sir Davy 
You'll watch then for ten thou 


honeſty ? | 
Serjcant Curtilax. 

Serjeant Curtilax I, fir. 

An excellent name for a ſerjeant, Curtilax. 
Serjeants indeed are weapons ef the law ; 
When prodigal ruffians far in debt are grown, 
Should not you cut them, citizens were o'erthrown. 

Thou dwell hereby in Holborn, Curtilax ? 
Serjcant Curtilax. 
That's my circuit, fir ; I conjure molt in that circle, 
Sir Day Dapper. 
And what young toward u help is this? 
Yeoman Hanger. 
Of the ſame litter; his ye»man, fir ; my name's Hanger. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
Yeoman Hanger, | 


One pair of ſhears ſure cut out both your coats, | 
You have two names moſt dangerous to men's throats ; 
You two are villainous loads on gentlemen's backs: 
Dear ware, this Hanger and this Curtilax. 

We are as other men are, fir; I cannot ſee but he who 
makes a ſhow of honeſly and religion, if his claws can faſten 
to his liking, he draws blood ; all that live in the world are 
but great fiſh and little fiſh, and feed upon one another: ſome 
eat up whole men, a ſerjeant cares but for the ſhoulder of a 
man: they call us knaves and curs; but many times he that 
ſets us on worries more lambs one year than we do in ſeven. 

Sir Davy Dapper. 
Spoke like a noble Cerberus ! is the action entered? 
Teoman Hanger. ä 
His name is entered in the book of unbelievers. 


| Sir Davy D rs 
What book's that ? "et 


ſand : what's thy name, 


eant Curtilax, 
The book where all priſoners“ names ſtand; and not one 


amongſt forty, when he comes in, believes to come ont in haſte. 
Sir 


* 
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Sir Davy Dapper. 
Be as dogged to him as your office allows you to be. 
Both. 
O, fir! | 
| Sir Davy Dapper. 
You know the unthrift Jack Dapper. 
| Serjeant Curtilax. | 
Ay, Ay, fir, that Gull? as well as I know my yeoman. 
Sir Davy Dapper. 
And you know his father too, Sir Davy Dapper ? 
Serjeant Curtilax. | 


As damn'd a uſurer as ever was among Jews; if he we 


Cure his father's ſkin would yield him any money, he would 


when he dies flea it off, and fell it to cover drums for children 


at Bartholomew fair, 
bir Davy Dapper. 

What toads are theſe to ſpit poiſon on a man to his face? 
do you ſee (my honeſt raſcals)? yonder grey- hound is the dog 
he hunts with ; out of that Tavern Jack Dapper will ſally, 
fa, ſa; give the counter; on, a1 upon him. 

| Both, A 

We'll charge him upon the back, ſir. 

Sir Davy Dapper. | | 

Take no bail, put mace enough into his caudle; double 
your files, traverſe your ground, | 


Both. 
Brave, ſir. s . 
We Sir Davy Dafper. 
Cry arm, arm, arm. 
N ae ee Both. 
Thus, ſir. a 
Sir Davy Dapper. 


There, boy ; there, boy; away: look to your prey, my true 
Engliſh wolves, and ſo I vaniſh. [Exit Sir Davy Dapper. 
| Serjeant Curtilax, 
Some warden of the ſerjeants begat this old fellow upon my 
life : ſtand cloſe, 


Yeoman Hanger. 
Shall the ambuſcado lie in one place? 
7 Serjeant Curtilax. 

No; nook thou yonder. 


Enter 
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Euter Moll and Trapdoor. 


Moll, 
Ralph, | 
Tr d 


What ſays my brave Captain male and female? 


0 


This Holborn is ſuch a wrangling ſtreet, 


7 . 

That's becauſe Lawyers walk to and fro in't, _ p 

Mol. TI 

Here's ſuch juſtling, as if every one we met were drunk and 
reel'd. 

7 


, rapdoor, 
Stand, miſtreſs! do you not ſmell carrion ? 
Moll, 

Carrion ! no, yet I ſpy ravens. 

Trapdoor. 

Some poor wind-ſhaken gallant will anon fall into fore la- 
bour, and theſe men-midwives muſt bring him to bed th"? 
counter ; there all thoſe that are great with child with debts 
lie in. 


Moll. 
Stand up. 
| Trapdoor, 
Like your new May-pole, 
Yeoman Hanger, 
Whiſt, whew. 
Serjeant Curtilax, 
Hump, no. 
Moll, 


Peeping ? it ſhall go hard, huntſmen, but I'll ſpoil your 
game : they look for all the world like two infected malt-men 
coming muffled up in their cloaks in a froſty morning to 


London. 
Tr 


A courſe, Captain, ; a bear comes to the ſtake. 


Enter Jack Dapper and Gull, 


Moll. | 
It ſhould be fo, for the dogs ſtruggle to be let looſe, 
| | Yeoman 
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. comas Hanger. 
Whew. 
Serjeant Cartilax, 
Hemp. | 
Hark, Trapdoor, follow your leader. | 
7, ack Dapper . 
Gull, 
Gull, 
Maſter. Jad 
| ac, Dapper . 
Did'ſt ever fec ſuch an aſs as ö am, boy ? 
Gull, 


No by my troth, fir, to loſe all your money, yet have falſe 
dice of your own : why tis as I ſaw a great fellow uſed t other 


day ; he had a fair ſword and buckler, and yer a butcher dry 
beat him with a cudgel. 


Both. 
| — ſerjeant fly; fly, maſter Dapper, you'll be arreſted 
elſe. | 
Fack Dapper, - 


Run, Gull, and draw. 
Gull 


Run, maſter, , Gull follows you. {Exit Dapper and Gull. 
Serjeant Curtilax. 

I know you well enough; you're but a whore to hang upon 
any man. > 
Noll. 

Whores then are like ſerjeants; ſo now hang you; draw, 
rogue, but ſtrike not: for a broken pate they'll keep their 
beds, and recover twenty marks damages. 
OE Serjeant Curtilax. 
Vou ſhall pay for this reſcue ; run down Shoe-lane and meet 


him. Trapdeor 
Fe 4 : 
Shu, 1s this a reſcue, gentlemen, or no ? 
| Moll. 
Reſcue! a pox on 'em; Trapdoor, let's away; 
Pm glad I have done perfect one good work to-day : 
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If any gentleman be in ſcrivener's bands, | 
Send but for Moll, ſhe'll bail him by theſe hands, { Exerat, 


Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave jolus. 


Str Alexander Wengrave. 
Unhappy in the follies of a fon, 
Led againſt judgment, ſenſe, obedience, 
And all the powers of nobleneſs and wit, 


Enter Trapdoor. 
Oh wretched father ! _ will ſhe come ? 
rapdoor. 

In man's apparel, ſir; I am in her heart now, 

And ſhare in all her ſecrets. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Peace, peace, peace. 
Here take 3* my German watch, hang't up in ſight, 
That I may ſee her hang in Engliſh for't. 

Tr apdoor . 

I warrant you for that now, next Seſſions rids her, fir : 

This watch will bring her in better than a hundred conſtables. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

Good Trapdoor, ſayſt thou fo ? thou cheer'ſt my heart 
After a ſtorm of ſorrow—my gold chain too, 
Here take a hundred marks 1n yellow links. 

| Trapdoor. 

That will do well to bring the watch to light, fir. 

And worth a thouſand of your Headborough's lanthorns. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Place that a'the 39 Court cup-board, let it lie 

Full in the view of her thief-whoriſh eye. 
| Trabdoor. 

She cannot miſs it, ſir; I ſee't ſo plain, that I could teal 

myſelf. | 


33 my German watch] Clock and watch-making had their origin id 
(ermany. See Note to Love's Labour Loſt, A. 3. S. 1. S. | 
See alſo Note 38 to A Mad World my Maſters, vol. V. p. 366. 
39 Court cup-board | Sec Note 25 to The Honeſt hore, vol. III. p. 28a. 
[ 


Ser 
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Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Perhaps thou ſhalt too, 
That or ſomething as weighty ; what ſhe leaves, 
Thou ſhalt come cloſely in, and filch away, 
And all the weight upon her back I'll lay. 
Trapdoor. 
You cannot aſſure that, ſir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
No; what ** lets it? | 
} Trapdoor. 

Being a ſtout girl, perhaps ſhe'll deſire preſſing ;. 

Then all the weight muſt he upon her belly. 
| Sir Alcxander Wengrave, 

Belly or back I care not. fo I've one. 

 Trapdoor. 

You're of my mind for that, fir. 

Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

Hang up my ruff-band with the diamond at it; 
It may be ſhe'il like that beſt. 

| Trapdoor, 

It's well for her, that ſhe muſt have her choice; he thinks: 
nothing too good for her: if you hold on this mind a little 
longer, it ſhall be the firit work I do to turn thief myſelf; 
*twould do a man good to be hang'd when he is ſo well pro- 


vided for. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, | 
So, well ſaid; all hangs grell; would ſhe hung ſo too! 
The ſight would pleaſe me more, than all their gliſterings: 
Oh that my myſteries to ſuch ſtreights ſhould run, 


That I muſt rob myſelf to bleſs my ſon ! [ Zxcunt. 
Enter Sebaſtian Wengrave, <vizh Mary Fitz-allard Ie a Page, 
and Moll. 


Sebaſtian Wengrave, 
Thou haſt done me a kind office, without touch 
Either of fin or ſhame; our loves are honeſt. 


Moll, 
Pd fcorn to make ſuch ſhift to bring you together elſe, 
49 Js it] i. e. hinders it, 
5 Sebaſlian 
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Sebaſtian Mengrave. 
Now have I time and opportunity - © - ”. + 
Without all fear to bid thee welcome. LVs. 
. Mary Fit · allard. © 
Never with more defire _ oY venture. 


How ſtrange this ſhews, one man to kiſs another! 
| Sebaſtian Wengrave, 

T'd kiſs ſuch men to chuſe, Moll ; 
Methinks a woman's. lip * well in a doublet. 
Many an old madam has the better fortune then 
Whole breath's grew ſtale before the fathion came; 
If that will help 'em, as you think *twill do, 
They'll learn in time to pluck on the hoſe too. 

x. Sebaſtian Wengrave. 

The older they wax, Moll, troth I ſpeak ſeriouſly, 
As ſome have a conceit their drink taſtes better 
In an outlandiſh cup than in our own ; 
Jo methinks every kiſs ſhe gives me now 
In this ſtrange form is worth a pair of two, 
Here we are ſafe, and furtheſt from the eye 
Ot all ſuſpicion ; this is my father's chamber; 
Upon which floor he never ſteps till night, 
Here he miſtruſts me not, nor I his coming, 
At mine own chamber he till pries unto me. 
My freedom is not there at mine own finding; 
Still check'd and curb'd, here he ſhall miſs his purpoſe. 
| Moll. 


And what's your buſineſs now, you have your mind, fi 
At your great ſuit I promis'd you to come, 
I pitied her for name's-ſake, that a Moll 
Svould be ſo croſt in love, when there's ſo many, 
That owes nine lays apiece, and not ſo little: 
My taylor fitted her, how like you his work ? 

. debaſiian Wengrave. 

So well, no art can mend it, for this purpoſe ; 
But to thy wit and help we're chief in debt, 
And mult live ſtill beholding. 


Aol. 
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Moll. 
Any honeſt pity 


Pm willing t to beſtow upon poor ring-doves, 
Sebaftian * 


Vil offer no worſe play. 
Moll. 
Nay, and- you ſhould, fir, | 


1 ſhould draw firſt and Ae the quicker man. 


aftian Wengrave. 

Hold, there ſhall need no weapon at this meeting 
But cauſe thou ſhalt not loſe thy fury idle, | 
Here take this viol, run upon the guts, 

And end thy- quarrel finging, 5 


Like a ſwan- above bridge; 
For look you here's the bridge, and here am TI, 


Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Hold on, ſweet Moll. 
Mary Fitz- allardl. 


I've heard her much de; fir, for one that was ne'er 


taught. 
| Mot. 
Im much beholding to em; well, ſince you'll needs put 


together, fir, Ill play my part as well as I can: it half nefer 
be ſaid I came into a a s chamber, — let his inſtru- 


ment hang. by the wa 
Sebaſtean We: 


Why, well ſaid, Moll, i fanh; TE been a ſhame for that 
gentleman then that would have let it hung ſtill, and ne'er 


offered thee it. 
Moll. 


There it ſhould have been ſtill then for Moll; for though 
the world judge impudently of me, I ne' er came into that 
chamber yet, where I took down the inſtrument myſelf. 


Sebaſtian Wengrave, 


Piſh, let em prate abroad; th'art here where thou art 
known and lev'd; there be a thouſand cloſe dames that will 
call the viol an unmannerly inſtrument for a woman, and 
theretore talk broadly of thee ; hen you ſhall have them fit 


wider to a worle quality. 


KT 
- 


= | - * 930 
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| Moll. 
| Puſh I ever fall aſleep and think vat of en, fir and _ 


I dream, 
| Sebaftian Nes 
Pr.ythee, let's hear thy dream, > - 


The SONG. 


Moll, 1 dream thert is @ mi Are, 
'- And ſbe lays out the money, | | 
She goes unto her fifters, | | ” 
never comes at any. | | | 


Enter Sir Alexander behind them. 
She ſays ſhe went ** to th* Burſſe for patterns, | 
You ſhall find her at Saint Kathern's, a 
And comes home with never a penny, 
Sebaſtian N engrave. 
That's a free miſtreſs, i faith. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave 
Ay, ay, ay, like her that 1 * * one of chine own chooſing. 
But ſhall I dream again ? 


Here comes a «vench will brow; ye, 
Her courage Was ſo great, 
She lay wwith one o the navy, 
Her huſband lying the fleet. 
Zet oft cuith him ſhe caveF'd, 
I wonder what ſhe ails : 
Her huſband”s ſhip lay graveld, 
When ber's could hoift up ſails ; 
Yet ſhe began like all my foes, 
To call whore firft : for ſo do tho „ 
A pox of all falſe tails ! 
Sebaſtian We engraVee 
Marry, amen ſay I. ; 
Sir Alexander Mengrave. | . 
So fay I too. 84 
41 to th' burſe for patterns, ] The burſe is the Exchange. Bourſe F. 


Over this building, in the time of Middleton, were many ſhops Where 
women's finery was ſold. 8. 


Vol. VI. F _” 
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Mall. 

Hang up the viol now, fir: all this while I was in a 
dream, one ſhall lie rudely then ; but being awake, I keep my 
legs together; a watch, what's a clock here? 

Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Now, now, ſhe's trapt. 

Moll 


Between one and two; nay, then I care not: a watch and 
a muſician are Couſen-germans 1a one thing, they muſt both 
keep time well, or there's no goodneſs in em; the one elſe 
deſerves to be daſh'd againſt a wall, and tother to have his 
brains knock'd out with a fiddle caſe, What! a looſe chain 
and a dangling diamond ? 
Here were a brave booty for an evening-thief now: 
There's many a younger brother would be glad 
To look twice in at a window for't, 
And wriggle in and out, like an eel in a ſand-bag. 
Oh, if men's ſecret youthful faults ſhould judge 'em, 
*Twould be the generab'ſt execution, 
That e er was ſeen in England! there would be but few left to 
ſing the ballets, there would be ſo much work: moſt of pur 
brokers would be choſen for hangmen; a good day for them: 
they might renew their wardrobe of free coſt then. 

Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
This is the roaring wench muſt do us good. 
Mary Fitz-allard. 

No poiſon, fir, but ferves us for fome uſe, which is con- 


firm'd in her. ' 
; Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Peace, peace ; foot, I did =_ him ſure, where'er he be. 
Who did you hear? 
Sebaſtian Wengrave, 
My father; *twas like a fight of his; I muſt be wary. 
Sir Alexander Mengrave. 
No! wilt not be? am I alone fo wretched 
That nothing takes? I'll put him to his plunge for't. 
P | Sebaſtian Wengrave, 
Life! here he comes, —ſir, I beleech you take it, 
Your way of teaching does ſo much conteat me, 
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Til make it four pound; here's forty ſhillipgs, fir. 
I thiok I name it right; help me, good Moll — 
Forty in hand, 3 | 


Sir, you ſhall pardon me; 
T have more of the meaneſt ſcholar I can teach: 
This pays me more*than you have offered yet. 
$ Sebaſtian, Wengrave. 
At the next quarter, 
When I receive the means my fatber lows me, 
You ſhall have tother forty. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
This were well now, | 
Wer't to a man, whoſe ſorrows had blind eyes; 
But mine behold his follies and untruths, 
With two clear glaſſes—how now ? 
Sebaſtian Wengrave, 


Sir, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
What's he there ? | 


Sebaftian Wengrave. 
You're come in good time, fir, Ive a ſuit to you; 
Id crave your preſent kindneſs, 


15 


Sir Alexander Wengrave.. 
What, is he there ? 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
A gentleman, a muſician, fir; one of excellent fipgering, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Ay, I think fo, I wonder how they ſcapt her. 
Has the moſt delicate ſtroke, fir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
A ſtroke indeed, I feel it at my heart, 
Sebaſtian we. 
Puts down all your famous muſicians. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Ay, a whore may put down a hundred of em. 
Sehaftian Wengrave. 


Forty ſhillings is the agreement, fir, between us: 
Now, fir, my preſent ——_ mounts but to half on't. 
2 


Sir 
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Sir Alexander Mengrave. 
And he ſtands upon the whole? | 
Sebaſtian Wengrave, | 
Ay, indeed does he, fir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
And will do ſtill: he'll ne'er be in other tale. 
Sehaftian Wengrave. 
Therefore I'd ſtop his mouth, fir, and I could. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Hum, true; there is no other way indeed, 
His folly hardens, ſhame muſt needs ſucceed. 
Now, fir, I underſtand you profeſs muſick. 
Moll. 


I am a poor ſervant to that liberal ſcience, fir, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Where is it you teach? 
Moll. 


Right againſt Clifford's-Inn. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Hum, that's a fit place for it: you Go many ſcholars ? 


Moll. = 
| And ſome of worth, whom I may call my maſterss 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
| * true, a company of whoremaiters; you teach to ſing 
. too 
Moll, 
Marry, do I, fir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
T think you'll find an apt ſcholar of my 985 eſpecially for 
prick-ſong. 
Moll. 
I have much _ of him. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
IJ am forry for't, I have the leſs for that: you can * = 
leſſon r? 
Mall. 


At firſt ſight, fir. 
Sir Alexander Wan grave. 


There's a thing called the Witch: can you play that? | 
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Moll. © 
I would be ſorry any one ſhould mend me in't. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave.. | ; 

Ay, I believe thee, thou haſt ſo bewitcht my ſon, 
No care will mend the work that thou haſt done. 
I have bethought myſelf, ſince my art fails, 
T'll make her policy the art to trap her. 
Here are four angels markt with holes in them 
Fit for his crackt companions : gold he will give her; 
Theſe will I make induction to her ruin, 
And rid ſhame from my houſe, grief from my heart. 
Here, ſon, in what you take content and pleaſure, 
Want ſhall not curb you ; pay the gentleman 
His latter half in gold. 

Sebaſtian N. engraVve, 


3 


I thank you, fir. 
| Sir Alexander Wengrave, 

Oh, may the operation on't, end three ! 

In her, life; ſhame, in him; and grief, in me. 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 

Faith thou ſhalt have em; tis my father's gift: 
Never was man beguil'd _ __ ſhift, 

He that can take me for a male muſician, 
I cannot chooſe but make him my inſtrument, 
And play upon him. | [ Exeunt omucs, 


Enter Miftre/; Gallipot, and Mifreſs Openwork. 


Miftreſs Gallipot. | 
Is then that bird of yours (maſter Goſhawk) ſo wild ? 
Mzfreſs Operwork. 
A Goſhawk ? a #? Tuc ; all for prey: he angles for fiſh, 
but he loves fleſh better. 
Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Ist poſſible his ſmooth face ſhould have wrinkles in't, and | 
we not ſee them; | 


42 Pattock ;] See Note 37, p. 72. 
F 3 


Mitre 
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| Miftreſs Operwork. 
Poſſible! why have 4.4 many bandſome legs in filk 
ſtockings villainous ſplay-feet, for all their #4 great roſes ? 
Troth, ſuräh, thou fayft true. 
Miftreſs Operwork. . 
Didſt never ſee an archer (as thou haſt walk'd by Bunhill) 
look aſquint when he drew his bow? | 
| Miſtroi Gallipot. 5 
Yes, when his arrows have fline toward Iſlington, his eyes 
have ſhot clean contrary towards Pimlico. | 
ſtreſs Operework. | 1 
For all the world ſo does maſter Goſhawk double with me. 
Miſtreſs Gallipor. | 
Oh fie upon him ; if he double once he's not for me, 
Miyftrefs Operwork. 
Becauſe Goſhawk goes in a ſhag-ruff band, with a face 
ſticking up in't, which ſhows like an agget ſet in “ a cramp 
ring, he thinks Pm in love with him, 


43 fill focting:] Among the other extravagances of the times, that of 
filk ſtockings ſeems to have been one which gave great offence to the 
rigid and preciſe. Stubbes, in The Anatomie of Abuſes, to. 1596, p. 37. 
ſays, „ Then have they Neyther fockes Ii. e. ſtockings] to theſe gay 
4c hoſen, not of cloth (though never ſo fine) for that is thought too baſe, 
ce but of Jarnſey, Worſted, Crewell, Silke, Thred, and ſuch like, or els at 
the leaſt of the fineſt yarne that can be got, and ſo curiouſly knit 
ts with open ſeame downe the ſegge, with quirkes and clockes about the 
ce anckles, and ſometime (haplie) interlaced with gold or filver threds, 
4 as is woonderfull to beholde, And to ſuch impudent infolency and 
« ſhameful] outrage it is now grewne, that every one almoſt, though 
* otherwiſe verie poore, having ſcarce fourtie ſhillings of wages by the 
« yeare, will not ſticke to have two or three paire of theſe filke nether 
« ſtockes, or els of the fineſt yarne that may be got, though the price of 
« them bg a royal or twenty ſhillings or more, as commonly it is, for 
« how can they be leſſe, when as the very knitting of them is worth a 
“ noble or a royall, and ſome much more. The time hath bene, when 
one might have clothed all his body wel, from top to toe, for leſſe than 
« a paire of theſe nether ſtocks will coſt.” | 

44 great roſes] i. e. roſes anciently worn in ſhoes, See Note on Hamlet, 
vol. X. p. 303. edit. 1778. . dey 

45 a cramp ring] See Note 62 to The Ordinary, vol. X. p. 250. 
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Las! I think he takes his mark amiſs in thee. 
Mfg Opetrwort, | 
He has by often beating into me made me believe that my 
huſbatid kept a whore. Fr 


 Miftvfs Gallipor. 


Swore to me, that my huſband this very morning went in a 
boat with a tilt over it, to the Three Pigeons at Brenttord, and 
his punk with him 1 = 

itre Pot. 
That were wholeſome. * 
Miftrefs Openwork, 

I believ'd it; fell a ſwearing at him, curſing of hatlots ; 

made me ready to hoiſt up fail, and be there as ſoon as he, 


NM. pot. 
K hing Gatier 
Miſtreſs Operwork, 


And for that voyage Goſhawk comes hither incontinently ; 
but, ſirrah, this water- ſpaniel dives after no duck but me; his 


is having me at Brentford, to make me uack. 
_ 5 Mitreſs Galli pot. IR 


Mziftreſs Openwork. 

Sure of it! my poor innocent Openwork came in 481 
was poking my ruff; preſently hit I him i'th' teeth with the 
Three Pigeons : he forſwore all, I up and opened all; and now 
ſtands he (in ſhop hard by) like “ a muſket on areſt, to hit 
Goſhawk !th' eye, when he comes to fetch me to the boat. 


Mr 


46 4. I was poling my ruf] See Note 24 to The Honeſt Whore, vol. III, 
p. 280. 
E 47 a muſket en a reſt} The following extract from an ingenious 
and, I believe, noble author, as quoted in the Life of Roger Aſcham, 
will explaia the above allufion : „The firſt muyſters were very heavy, 
t and could not be fired without a reſt ; they had match-locks, and barrels 
« of a wide bore, that carried a large ball and charge of powder, and d 
«execution at a greater diſtance. | 
F 4 « The . 


Very good, 


Art ſure of it? 


"| 
Fs 
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Miſtreſs Gallipot. 
Such another lame gelding offered to carry me through thick 
and thin (Laxton, ſirrah); but I am rid of him now. 
Miftreſs Operwork. | 
Happy i is the woman can be ay of them all; las what are 
your whiſking gallants to our huſbands, weigh them nightly 


man for man ? 
Miftre efs 5 Gallipot, 

Troth, mere ſhallow things. 

| Mifrreſs Operwork. 

Idle ſimple things, running heads; and yet let them run 
over us never ſo faſt, we ſhop-keepers (when all's done) are 
ſure to have them in our purſnets at length; and when they 
are in, Lord what fimple animals they are ! Then they hang 
the head, 


« The uſketeers on a march carried 4 their reſts and ammunition, 
& and had boys to bear their muſkets after them, for which they were al- 
&« lowed great additional pay. 

“They were very flow in loading, not only by reaſon of the unwieldi- 
ve neſs of the pieces, and becauſe they carried the powder and balls 1275 


4 rate, but from the time it took to prepare and adjuſt the match; 


« that their fire was not near fo briſk as ours is now. Afterwards a 
„ lighter kind of match-lock muſket came into uſe, and they carried 
cc their ammunition in bandeliers, which were broad belts that came over 
“e the ſhoulder, eath containing a charge of powder; the balls they car- 
« ried looſe in a pouch; and they had alſo a priming born by their 
« fide. 

« The old Engliſh writers called thoſe large muſkets calivers : the 
4% harquebuze was a lighter piece, that could be fired without a reſt. 


% The match-lock was fired by a match fixed by a kind of tongs in the 
e ſerpentine or cock, which, by pulling the trigger, was brought dawn 


“e with great quickneſs upon the priming in the pan; over which there 
« was a ſliding cover, which was drawn back by the hand juſt at the 
ce time of firing. There was a great deal of nicety and care required to 
« fit the match properly to the cock, ſo as to come down exactly true on 
cc the priming, to blow «the aſhes from the coal, and to guard the pan 


4 from the ſparks that fell from it. A great deal af time was alſo loſt in 


ce taking it out of the cock, and returning it between the fingers of the 


| © Jeft hand every time that the piece Was fired; and wet weather often 


rendered the matches uſeleſs,” 


Mifireſs 
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Miſtreſs Callipot. e 


Then they droop. | "6 
Then they write letters. | 
Then they cog. 
| Miftreſs Operwork, 8 
Then deal they under hand with us, and we muſt ingle 
with our huſbands abed; and we muſt ſwear they are our 
cozens, and able to do us a pleaſure at Court. , 
M. reſs Galli pot. ] 
And yet when we have done our beſt, all's but put inte 
48 a riven difh, we are but frump'd at and libel'd upon. 
Miftre/s Operwork, 
Oh, if it were the good Lord's will, there were a law made, 
no citizen ſhould truſt any of them all! 


Enter Goſhawk. 


Miftreſs Gallipot. 
Huſh, firrah, Goſhawk. 
Gaſbatul. 
How now, are you ready? | 
Mi/ireſs Operwork. 
Nay, are you ready? a little thing you ſee makes us 
ready. | 
Goſhawh., 


Us? why, muſt ſhe make one 'th' voyage? 
Miſereſi Openwork. 

Oh by any means! do I know how my huſband will handle 

me? 
Goſbatul. | 

Foot, how ſhall I find water to keep theſe two mills go- 
ing? Well, ſince you'll needs be clapt under hatches, if I fail 
not with you both' #? till all ſplit, hang me up at the main 
vard and duck me: it's but liquoring them both ſoundly, and 


48 a riven diſh] i. e. a broken diſh, 

49 till all ſplit] This expreſſion occurs in many old Plays. See the |, 
Notes of Dr. Farmer, Mr. Steevens, and Mr. Malone, on Midſummer 
Night's Dream, A. 1. 8. 2. F 
then 
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then you ſhall ſee their cork-keels fly up high, like two ſwans 
when their tails are above water, and their lony necks under 
water, diving to catch gudgeons: come, come, oars ſtand 
ready; the tide's with us; on with thoſe falſe Faces ; blow 
winds, and thou ſhalt rake thy huſband caſting out his net to 
catch freſh ſalmon at Brentford, 
22 Galli Fol. 1 
I believe you'll eat of a cod's head of your own dreſſing, 
before you reach half way thither. | 
Goſhawh. 
So, ſo, follow cloſe; pin as you go. 


Enter Laxton muffled. 


| Laxton. 
Do you hear ? 
188 517%. Gallipor. 
Yes, I thank my ears. 
Laxton. | 
I muſt have a bout with your *Potticariſhip, 
FR has : 205 4 — 
what weapon? 
m wi 
* Mitre 9 Gallipot, 
No. 
| Laxton., 
No? you ſhall. 


Miftrefs Galliot. 
Shall? away, ſouc ſturgeon ! half fiſh, half fleſh, 


Laxton. 
> gib, are you ſpitting? I'll cut your tail pus- cat for 
is. 
2 Galli pot. 
— poor Laxton, I think thy Fails cut already : your 
worſt, 
Laxton., 
If I do not—— [Exit Laxton. 
Goſhawt, 


Come, have you done ? 


7 Enter 
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Enter Mater Openwork. 


S foot, Roſamond, your huſband, | 
Vie Cera. 
How now * ſweet maſter Goſhawk, none more welcome, 
I have wanted your embracements: when friends meet, 
The muſick of the ſpheres ſounds not more ſweet, 
Than does their conterence ; who is this ? Roſamond ; 


Wife: how now, fiſter ? 


f you love 1 N 
Silence, if you love me. 

Mafter Openwork. 
Why maſk'd? _ 

Miſtreſs Openwork, 


Does a maſk grieve you, fir ? 
Mafter Openwork., 


It does. 151 F . 
ft reſs Opencuor 
Then y' are beſt get you a mumming. 
Go/ſharwk, 


S'foot, you'll ſpoil all. | 
Mifrreſs Gallipot. 
May not we cover our bare faces with maſks, 
As well as you cover your bald heads with hats? 
Maſter Operrwork. x 
No maſks; why, th'are thieves to beauty, that rob eyes 
Of admiration in which true love lies. 
Why are maſks worn ? why good ? or, why deſired ? 
Unleſs by their gay covers wits are fired 
To read the wild'ſt looks; many bad faces, 
(Becauſe rich gems are treaſured up in caſes) 
Paſs by their priviledge current; but as caves 
Damn miſer's gold, ſo maſks are beauties graves, 
Men ne'er meet women with ſuch muffled eyes, 
But they curſe her, that firſt did maſks deviſe, 
And ſwear it was ſome beldam. Come, off with't. 
* £92 EN MPres Openmzork, 
] will not. 1 
Mafier 


50 Your two flags were advanc'd ; the 


= 


— —O—————-> > rw ——— FREE ³˙ — 
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| Mafter Operrwork. 
Gocd Go maſk'd are jewels kept by ſpins ; 
Hide none but bad ones, for they poiſon men's ſights; 
875 then as ſhop-keepers do their broidered ſtuff, 
owl - light) fine wares cannot be open enough. 
hee (ſweet Roſe) come ſtrike this ſail, 


Miſtreſs Operwork. 
Sail ? ED 


Mafter Operwork, 
Ha? yes, wife, ſirike fail, for ſtorms are in thine eyes: 
MPtreſs Operwork. 
Th'are here, fir, in my brows, if any riſe, 
Mafter Openwork, 
Ha, brows (what ſays ſhe, friend) ? pray tell me why 
ds, 
Come, what's the Comedy ? 
Miſtreſs Openwork. 
5t Weſtward hoe. 
Mafter Openwork. 
How r 


NV. 225 Openwork. 2 
*Tis Weſtward hoe, ſhe ſays. 


Goſhawk. 
Are you both mad ? 
MiPfireſs O . | 
Is't Market-day at Brentford, and your ware not ſent up 
Maſter Opercyork, 
What market-day ? what ware ? 


Miſtreſs Openwork, 


A pye with three pigeons int; tis drawn, and fas your 


cutting up. 
Goſhawk, 
As you — my credit. 


50 Your two flags] Alluding to the flags which were placed formerly 
on * a. of play-houſes. See Note 5 to 4 Mad World my Maſters, 
vol. 

51 Wflward hoe] This is the title of a Comedy written by Thomas 
nar and John Webſter, printed in 4to, 1607. 

Mafeer 
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Mafter Operwork. | 


Art mad? _ 
Yes, letcherous.goat 3 baboon. 2 
Maſter Operwork. 
Baboon ? then toſs 5er a blanket. 
N. ＋ eſs Openwwor 4. 
Do I it well? | 
| Miftreſs Gallipot. 
Rarely. 5 
Goſharvk, 
Belike, fir, ſhe's not well; beſt leave her. 
Muſter Opencuorł. 
No; 


I'll ſtand the ſtorm now, how fierce ſo e' er it blow. 
| Miſtreſ: Operwork. 
Did I for this loſe all my friends ? refuſe 
Rich hopes, and golden fortunes, to be made 
52 A ſtale to a common whore ? 
| Mafter Operwork. 
This does amaze 2 
Miſtreſs Opemwork. 
Oh, God, oh, God, feed at reverſion now ? 
A ſtrumpet's leaving? 


Roſamond ! 
Goſhawhk. | 
I ſweat: would I lay in 53 Cold Harbour! 


Mero Operwork, 
Thou haſt ſtruck ten thouſand daggers through my heart. 


Mafter Open<work. 


52 A ſtale to a common whore] See the Notes of Mr. Steevens, and 
Mr. Collins, to The Comedy of Errors, A. 2. S. 1. 

53 Cold Harbour] Cold Harbour 1s in the pariſh of Alhallows the 
Leſs. Ir was formerly a large houſe, which, in the year 1485, Richard 
the Third granted to the Heralds. Ir afterwards came into the poſſeſſion 
of Cuthbert Toaffal, Biſhop of Durham, from whom it was conveyed as 
is ſuppoſed to the Earl of Shrewſbury. After continuing ſome time in 
__ family, it was pulled down, and a number of houles built on the 


Mater 
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Not I, by heaven ! + =. 
90 
Go, devil, go g that which thou en by, damns thee. 
S'heart will you _ uu. 
r 5 Openwork. 
Why ſtay you here? the ſtar, by which | you ſail, ſhines 


yonder above Chelſea ; you loſe your ſhore, if this moon 18 


ſeek out your li bt whore. 
po 1 Mafter Openwork. 
? 


Miſtreſs Gall; ts 
Puſh z your Weſtern pug. * 


Zounds ! _— i 
refs Operwork. 
With whom you tilted in a pair of oars this very morn» 


ing. 
Mafter Openwork. 


= Mitreſe Opernort, 

re Operrwor, 
At Brentford, fir. FE” RPE ON 

or” . 
Rack not my patience : Maſter Goſhawk, ſome ſlave has 
buzzed this into her, has he not? I run a tilt in Brentford 
with a woman? *tis a lye. What old bawd tells thee this ? 


S'death, tis a lye. 
22 


Tis one to thy face ſhall fallt all t all that 1 ſpeak, 
Ud'foul, do but name that raſcal. | 
Mitre Operwork, N 


No, ſir, I will not. 
Goſhawk. 


thee there irl ﬀ— then! ; 
* : * Miprep Opemvork, 


Siſter, know you this varlet ? 
Mfreſi Gallipot. 


| Yeu. 
| | Maſter 


— 25 moe — _s a foams .. . u. 
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Maler Qurcuor i. 
Swear true, 


Is there a rogue ſo low damud? a ſecond Judas ? a common 
hangman, cutting a man's throat, does it to his face ? bite 
me behind my back? a cur dog ? ſwear if you know this hell- 


_ Mifreſs Gallpot 
reſs Y 
In truth I do. | 
Maſter Operwork. 
His name? 


Mifrreſs Gallipot. 

Not for the world; 

To have you to ſtab him. 
| Goſbewk, 

Oh, brave girls! worth gold! 

A word, honeſt maſter Goaſhawk. {Draws out his feword, 

What do you mean, fir? 

Mafter Operwork. 

Keep off, and if the devil can give a name to this new 
fury, holla it through my ear, or wrap it up in ſome hid cha- 
racter : 5*T'll ride to Oxford, and watch out mine eyes, but I'll 
hear the brazen head ſpeak : or elſe ſhew me but one hair of 
his head or beard, that I may ſample it; if the fiend I meet 
(in mine own houſe) Pl kill him :—the ſtreet, 

Or at the church-door :—there—(cauſe he ſeeks to untie 
The knot God faſtens) he deſerves molt to die. 


54 Pl! ride to Oxford, and watch out mine eyes, but P'Il hear the brauen 
bead ſpeak:) We have here an allufion to an idle ſtory very current of 
a brazen head, which was ſaid to have been made by the celebrated Friar 
Bacon, with the aſſiſtance of Friar Bungay. Theſe two learned Friars 
are ſuppoſed to have been employed no leſs than ſeven years in framing 
it; and the information they were to receive from it was, Whether it 
might not be poſſible to build a wall of braſs round this iſland ? They were, 
however, diſappointed in their expected intelligence; for neglecting the 
time at which the head was to ſpeak, they loſt the opportunity of — 
ing the anſwer diſtinctly; and thus their labour being vain, and the 
head in a manner uſeleſs, it was demoliſhed. See alſo Robert Green's 


Hiftorie of Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay, 1630» 
Mipreſs 
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Miſtreſs Operwork. 
My huſband titles — 
Mafier Open work. 
Maſter Goſhawk, pray, fir, 
Swear to me, that you know him, or know him not, 


Who makes me at Brentford to take up a peticoat beſides my 


wife's. 1 


Gebbætul. 

By heaven that man I know not. 
Miftreſs Openwork. 
Come, come, you lye. 

Goſhawk, 

Will you not have all out ? 

By heaven I know no man beneath the moon 
Should do you wrong; but if I had his name, 
I'd print it in text letters. 

M: iftreſs Openwork, 

Print thine own then, 

Did'ſt not thou ſwear to me he kept his whore ; 
Miftreſ Gallipot. 

And that in finful Brentford they would commit 
That which our lips did water at, fir, —ha ? 
Miſtreſs Openwork. 

Thou ſpider, that haſt woven thy cunning web 
In mine own houſe t'inſnare me: haſt not thou 
Suck'd nouriſhment even underneath this roof, 
And turned it all to poiſon ? ſpitting it 
On thy friend's face (my Imſband) ? he as 'twere nig 
Only to leave him ugly to mine eyes, 

That they might glance on thee, 
Mi Nr eſs Gatl: Hol. 


Speak, are theſe lies ? 
Goſbatul. 


Mine own ſhame me contounds. 
Mfireſs Operrwork, 
No more, he's ſtung ; 
Who'd think that in one body there could dwell 
Deformity and beauty (heaven and hell) ? 
Goodneſs I fee is but outſide, we all ſer, 
In rings of gold, ſtos es that be counterteit: 


I thought you none. Goſhawk, 


* * 


1 " * 
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Goſhawh, - 


Pardon me. | | 
Mafter Operwork. 
Truth I do. 
This blemiſh grows in nature, not in you 
For man's creation ſticks even moles in ſcorn 
On faireſt cheeks ; wife, nothing is perfect born, 
Miftr efs Openwor E. 
I thought you had been born perfect. 
Mafter Operwork. 
What's this whole world but a gilt rotten pill? 
For at the heart lies the old core ſtill. 
P11 tell you, maſter Goſhawk ; 55 aye in your eye 
I have ſeen wanton fire; and then, to try 
The ſoundneſs of my judgment, I told you, 
I kept a whore, made you believe 'twas true, 
Only to feel how your pulſe beat; but find, 
The world can hardly yield a perfect friend. 
Come, come, a trick of youth, and *tis forgiven, 
This rub put by, our love ſhall run more even. 


: Miſtreſs Openwork, * 
You'll deal upon men's wives no more? 
Goſhaxvk, 
No:—you teach me a trick for that. 
Troth do not, they'll o'er-reach thee, 
Mafter O "rk. 
Make my houſe yours, fir, ſtill. ' 
| Goſharwwk. 
No. ? 


I fay you ſhall : 
Seeing (thus beſieg'd) it holds out, twill never fall. 


Enter Maſter Gallipot, and Greenewit /ike a Sumner, Laxton 
muffled aloof off. 


Omnnes, 


Maſter Galli pot. 


How now ? 


With me, fir? 


. 35 
aye] i. e. even. The quarto has J. 
Vo L. VI . G Greene: it, 
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Greenewit, , 
You, fir. I have gone ſnafling up and down by yout door 
this hour to watch for you. | 
What's the matter, huſband ?-. 
| : 7 Greenewit. | 
I have caught a cold in my head, fir, by fitting vp 
late in the Roſe tavern; but I hope you underſtand my ſpeech. 
; Maſter Gallipot. 
So, fir. 
Greenewtt. 


I cite you by the name of Hippocrates Gallipot, and you 
by the name of Prudence Gallipot, to appear upon Craftino, 
do you ſee, Craſtino ſaucti Dunſiani (this Eaſter Term) in 


Bow Church. 
Maſter Galli pot. 
Where, ſir? what ſays he? 
Greenew!t, 


Bow: Bow Church, to anſwer to a libel of precontract on 
the part and behalf of the ſaid Prudence and another; y'are 
beſt, ſir, take a copy of the citation, tis but twelve-pence.- 

| Onmnes. 
A citation ! 
\ Maſter Gall:ipor, 
You pocky-noſed raſcal, what ſlave fees you to this? 
Laxton., | 
Slave! I have nothing to do with you ; do you hear, fir ? 
Goſharvh. 
Laxton, is't not ?*—what fagary is this? 
Maſter Gallipot. 

Truſt me, I thought, fir, this ſtorm long ago had been full 
laid, when (if you be remembered) I paid you the laſt fifteen 
pounds, beſides the thirty you had firit=for then you ſwore. 

Laxton, 

Toſh, tuſh, fir, oaths, — 

Truth, yet I'm loth to vex you—tell you what; 
Make up the money TI had an hundred pounds, 
And take your belly full of her. 

Maſt er Gallipot. 


An hundred pounds ? 
| Ag 


EE ROARING Gif, oy 
Miſtreſs Galliper. | 
+ What! a hundred pounds ? 71228 what! a hun - 
dred pounds ? | | 
Mafter Gall por. 
Sweet Pru, be calm; the gentleman offers thus: 
If I will make the moneys that are pa 


A hundred pormds, he will drfcharge all courts, 
And give his bond never to vex us more, 


Miftrefs Galli pot. ; 
A hundred pounds? Las! take, fir, but threefcore : 
Do you ſeek my undoing ? 
8 puſs, for ſpitti 
T'll not bate one fix-pence==I'Ml maul you, puſs, for ſpitti 
Miſs Callpor, N 
Do thy worſt: 
Will fourſcore ſtop thy mouth? 
Laxton. 
58 Miſtreſs Gall 
Nre F. 
Ware a flave: : 4 


Thou cheat, P} now tear money from thy throat; 
Huſband, lay hold on yonder tawny- coat. 
Greeneruit. OR = © LEON 
Nay, gentlemen, feeing your women are fo hot, 55 I muſt 
loſe my hair in their company I ſee, 
Miſtreſs Operrivork, 
His hair ſheds off, and yet he ſpsaks not ſo much in the 
noſe as he did before, 
Goſparrk, 


He has had the better Chirurgion, maſter Greenewit 7 is 
your wit ſo raw as to play no betrer a part than a Sumners ? 
Maſter Gallifot. 
I pray, who plays a 55 knack io know an honeſt man in this 
company? | 


$5 Lauft loſe my bair, &c.] Alluding to the conſequences of lewdneſs, 
= of which in the firſt appearance of the diſeaſe in Europe was the loſs 
or hair. | 

5% a knack to know an hong man] The name of an ancient anonymous 


Comedy, S. 
G 2 Mfrrefs 
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| Miſtreſs Galli 

Dear huſband, pardon ah did Aitemdie, 
Told thee I was his precontracted wife, | 
When letters came from him for thirty pounds : 
I had no ſhitt but that. | 

Maſter Gallipot. 
A very clean ſhift : but able to make me lowſy : on. 
dy. Miſtreſs Gallipot. | 

Huſband, I pluck'd (when he had tempted me to think well 

of him) 57 Get feathers from thy wings, to make him fly 


more lofty. 
Maſter Gallipot. 
A'the top of you, wite? on. 
M:ftr ef5 Gallipot, 


He having waſted them, comes now for more, 
Ufing me as a ruffian doth his whore, 
Whote ſin keeps him in breath: by heaven! I vow, 
'Thy bed he never wrong'd more than he does now. 

Maſter Gallipot. . 

My bed ! ha, ha, like enough ; a ſhop-board will ſerve to 
have a cuckold's coat cut out upon : of that we'll talk here- 
afier : y*are a villain. 


| Laxton. 
Hear me but ſpeak, fir, you ſhall find me none. 
Omnes., 
Pray, fir, be patient and hear him. 
Maſter Gallipot. 
I am muzzled for biting, fir ; uſe me how you will, 
: Laxton, 
The firſt hour that your wife was in my eye, 
Myſelf with other gentlemen fitting by, 
(In your ſhop) taſting ſmoak, and ſpeech being uſed, 
That men who have taireſt wives are moſt abuſed, 
And hardly ſcap'd the horn; your wife maintain'd 
That only ſuch ſpots in City dames were ſtain'd, 
Juſtly, but by men's flanders : for her own part, 
She vow'd that you had ſo much of her heart, 
No man by all bis wit, by any wile, 


57 Get feathers] So the quarts. Get, however, ſeems ſuperfluous. 8. 
n Never 
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Nerer ſo fine ſpun, ſhould yourſelf beguile 


Of what in her was yours. 
Maſter Gallipot. | 
Vet, Pru, ris well: play out 55 your game at Iriſh, fir : who 


wins ? 
Mitreſs Overcwork. 
The trial is when the comes to bearing: 
Laxton. 

I ſcorn'd one woman thus ſhould brave all men, 
And (which more vex'd me) a ſhe-citizen. 
Therefore I laid ſiege to ker, out ſhe held, 

Gave many a brave repulſe, and me compell'd 

With ſhame to ſound retreat to my hot luſt: 

Then, ſeeing all baſe deſires rak'd up in duſt, 

And that to tempt her modeſt ears, I ſwore 

Ne'er to preſume again: ſhe ſaid, her eye 

Would ever give me welcome honeſtly ; 

And (fince I was a gentleman) if it run low, 

She would my ſtate relieve, not to o'erthrow 

Your own and hers : did fo; then ſeeing I wrought 

Upon her meekneſs, me ſhe ſet at nought: 

And yet to try if I could turn that tide, 

You ſee what ſtream I ſtrove with; but, fir, I ſwear, 

By heaven, and by thoſe hopes men lay up there, 

I neither have, nor had a baſe intent 

To wrong your bed ; what's done, is merriment : 

Your gold I pay back with this intereſt, 

When I had molt power to do't I wrong'd you leaſt, 
Mafter Gallipot, 

If this no gullery be, fir, - 


No, no, on my life. 
Mafter Galli pos. 
Then, fir, I am beholden (not to you, wife), 


But, maſter Laxton, to your want of doing ill, 
0 


53 your game at Triſh] Iriſh is a game which differs very ſlightly 
from Back-Gammon. The manner of playing it is deſcribed in The 
Compleat Gameſter, 1680, p. 10g. | : 

| G 3 Which 
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Which it ſeems you have not: gentlemen, 
Tarry and dine here all. 
Aa er Operwork, 
Brother, we have a —4 | 5 
As good as yours, to furniſn out a feaſt. | 
after Caltha. 
0 We'll crown our table with it: wife, brag no more 
Of holding out: who moſt brags is moſt whore. ¶ Eæeunt omnes. 


Enter Jack Dapper, Moll, Sir Beautious Ganymed, and Sir 
Thomas Long. | 


Fack Dapper, 
But pr'ythee, Maſter Captain Jack, be plain and perfpi- 
cuous with me; was jt your Megg of Weſtminſter's courage, 
that reſcued me from the 59 Poultry puttocks indeed : | 


Noi, 

The valour of my wit, I enſure you, fir, fetch'd you off 
bravely, when you were i'the forlorn hope among thoſe 
deſperates, Sir utjious Ganymed here, and fir Thomas 
Long, heard that cuckoo (my man Trapdoor) ſing the note of 
your ranſom from captivity. + 

Sir Bequtious Ganymed, 

Uds fo, Moll; where's that Trapdoor ? 


oll, 
Hang'd I think by this time; a juſtice in this town, (that 
ſpeaks nothing but make a mittimus, away with him to 
Newgate”) uſed that rogue like a fire-work to run upon a line 
betwixt him and me, | 
Omnnes. 


Mol. 

Marry, to lay trains of villainy to blow up my life ; I ſmelt 
the powder, ſpy'd what “ linſtock gave fire to ſhoat againſt 
the poor captain of the “ Gallifoyſt, and away flid I my man, 


How, how ? 


59 Pogltry pyttocks | See Note 37, p. 72. 
50 linfock] See Note g7 to 7 A of Malta, vol. VIII. p. 300. 
61 Gallyfoy/t ;] See Note 8 to The Parfon's Wedding, vol. XI. 5. 380. 


| like 
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like a * ſhovel-board ſhilling : he ſtruts up and down the 
ſuburbs I think; and eats up whores ; feeds upon a bawd's 
9 Sir Thomas Long. 

Sirrah, Jack Dapper, 

What ſay'ſt, Tom Long? 

Sir Thomas Long. 

Thou hadſt a ſweet fac'd-boy, hail-fellow with thee to your 

little Gull : how is he ſpent ? 


| Fack — 2 

Troth, I whiſtled the poor little buzzard off a my fiſt, becauſe 
when he waited upon me at the ordinaries, the gallants hit 
me i'the teeth ſtill, and faid I look'd like a paiated alderman's 
tomb, and the boy at my elbow like a death's head, Sirrah, 
Jack, MolL Bd 


What ſays my little Dapper ? 
Sir Beantious Ganymed. 
Come, come; walk and talk, walk and talk. 
Fack Dapper. 
Moll and Ill be 1'the midſt. 
| Mall. 
Theſe knights ſhall have ſquires places belike then: well, 


Da what ſay vou? | 
* * Jacl Dapper. 


Sirrah, captain, mad Mary, the gull my own father (Dapper 
Sir Davy) laid theſe London ©3 beot-halers the catch - poles 
in ambuſh to ſet upon me. : 


Onmes. 


62 ſpovel- board /hilling.] A ſbevel-beard ſhilling Mr. Steevens ſuppoſes 
to have been a — of. by me mg uſe of in the play of /bove/- 
board. See Note on Second Part of Xing Henry IV. A. 2. S. 4. and Mr. 
Whalley's Note on Every Mar in bis Humoyr, A. 3. 5. 5. 

63 boot-halers] Cotgrave explains Picoreur to be © A boot-haler (in a 
« friend's country), a ravening or filching ſouldier.” So, in Pierce Peni- 
leſſe, bis Supplication to the Divell, 1592, p. 6. „It were lamentable to 


« tell what miferie the rattes and myce endured in this hard world, 
« how when all ſupply of yiftualls fayled them, they went a Boat-haling 
« one night to Signior Greedineſſe bed-chamber,” 


G 4 Dekker 
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Omnes, _ 2 
Lour facher! ? away Jack. 
Fack Dapper. | 
By the taſſels of this handkercher dis true: and what was 
his warlike ſiratayem, think you? he thought, becauſe a wicker 
cage tames a nightingale, a lowſy priſon could make an aſs 


of me. 
Onnes. 


A naſty plot, 
Fack Dapper. 
Ay : as though a Counter, which is a park in which all 
the wild beaſts of the city run head, by head could tame me. 


Enter the Lord Noland. 


Moll. 
Yonder comes my Lord Noland. 
Omnnes. 
Save you, my lord. 
Lord Noland. 
Well met, gentlemen all: good Sir Beautious 3 Sir 
Thomas Long, and how does maſter Dapper ? 


Fack Dapper. 
Thanks, my lord. 


No toba lord 
o to 000, my lord? 

F Lord Noland, 
No faith, Jack, 


Fack Dapper, 
My Lord Noland, will you go to Pimlico with us? we are 
making a boon voyage to that nappy land of ſpice-cakes, 
15 Lord Nol and, a 
Here's ſuch a merry ging, I could find in my heart to fail 
to the world's end with ſuch company: come, gentlemen, 


let's on, 
Fack Dapper. 5 

Here's moſt amorous weather, my lord. 

Dekker's Belman of Londen, H 3: —“ ſome of theſe Boot-halers are 
« called Termers, and they ply Weſtminſter Hall.” 

Dekker's Belman i. Night-walkes, F 2 i—like Beat-balerszthey forrage up 
* and downe countries, 5 or 6ina company. * 

Omnes 


„ 
% 


— 
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. Omnes, | 
Amorous weather [ They walk. 
| Fack Dapper. | 
Is not amorous a good word ? W Sha 

Enter Trapdoor like a poor Soldier, with a patch o'er one ge; and 
Tear-Cat <vith him, all tatters, 

Trapdoor. | 

Shall we ſet upon the infantry, theſe troops of foot ? Zounds ! 


onder comes Moll, my whoriſh maſter and miſtreſs ; would 
| had her kidnies between my teeth! - 


Tear-Cat. 
I had rather have a cow- heel. 
; Trapdoor; | 
Zounds! I am fo patch'd up, the cannot diſcover me: we'll on, 
| Tae Cat . 
Alla corago then. 
Trapdoor. 


Good your honours and worſhips enlarge the ears of 
commiſeration, and let the ſound of a hoarſe military or 
pipe penetrate your pitiful bowels to extract out of them fo 
many ſmall drops of ſilver as may give a hard ſtray- bed lodge 
ing to a couple of maim'd ſoldiers. | 

ack D . 

Where are you mainf 3 * 

Tear- Cat. 
In both our nether limbs. 
\ Moll. 

Come, come, Dapper, let's give em ſomething : las! 
men! what money have you? by my troth I love a ſoldier 
with my ſoul, | | ; 


Sir Beautious Ganymed, 
Stay, ſtay, where have you ſerv'd ? 
Str Thomas Long. - 
In any part of the Low-countries ? 
N Trapdoor. 

a Not in rr if it _ your manhood ; 
ut in Hungary againſt the Turk at the ſiege of 
ee  D— 

Who ſery'd there with you, firrah ? 


[ | Trapdbor. 
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Trapdoor. 
Hungarians, Moldavians, Valachians, and Tran- 
filvanians, with ſome Sclavonians ; and retiring home, fir, the 
Venetian gallies took us priſoners ; yet freed us, and ſuffered 
us to beg up and down the country. 
Fack Dapper. 
You have ambled all over Italy then ? 
Ty . 
Ob, fir, from Venice to Roma, Vecchio, Bononia, Roma- 
nia, Bolonia, Modena, Piacenza, and Tuſcana; with all her 
cities, as Piſtoia, Valteria, Mountepulchena, Arrezzo, with 
the Siennois, and diverſs others. 
| Moll. 
Mere rogues, put ſpurs to em once more. 
ack Dapper. 
Thou look'ſt like a ſtrange creature, a fat bone. bor, yet 
ſpeak*ſt — what art thou? 


Tear-Cat, : 

Itk mine Here, Ick bin den ruffling — 
Din, braue Soldado, Ick bin dorick all Du 
Guereſen ; Der Shellum das meere Ine Beaſa 
Ine woert gaeb. 
Ick Haag vm firoakes ou tom Cup: 
Daflick Den hundred touzun Diuell halle, 
Frollick mine Here, 


106 


Sir Beantious Ganymed. 

Here, here; let's be rid of their jobbering. 

Moll. 

Not a croſs, Sir Beautious: you baſe rogues, I have taken 
meaſure of you better than a taylor can; and I'll fit you, 28 
you (monſter with one eye) have fitted me. 

Trapdoor. 

Your worſhip will nat abuſe a ſoldier. 


Soldier! thou deſerv't to be hang'd up by that tongue 
which diſhonours fo noble a profeſſion: ſoldier! you © ſkelder- 
ing 


64 feeldering | A cant term generally applicd to a vagrant, and often 


nſed by our ancient Poets. It — to have been particularly _ 
_  priat 
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ing varlet! hold, ſtand, there ſhould be a trapdoor here abouts. 
| | { Pulls off bis patch, 


| Trapdoor, 
The balls of theſe glaſiers of mine (mine eyes) ſhall be ſhot 
up and down in any hot piece of ſervice for my invincible 
miſtreſs, 


1 
I did not think there had been ſuch knavery in black patehes, 


as now I ſee. 
Moll. 


Oh, fir, he hath been brought up in the Iſle of Dogs, and 
can both fawn' like a ſpaniel, and bite like a maſtiff, as he 


finds occaſion, 
Lord Noland. 
What are you, firrab ? a bird of this feather too? 
Tear-Cat, 
A man beaten from the wars, fir. 
| Sir Thomas Long. 
I think fo, for you never ſtood to fight. 
Fack Dapper. 
What's thy name, fellow-ſoldier ? 


priated to thofe vagabonds who wander about under the name of ſoldiers, 
borrowing or begging money. 

8e, in The Pegjaſter, A. I. $.1: An honeſt decayed commander 
1 cannot gelder, cheat, nor be ſeen in a bawdy-houſe, but he thall be 
* ftrait in one of their wormwood comedies.” 

lbig. “ O no; and there was the mad ſteldering captain with the 
velvet arms, money to lay hold on him as he comes down : he that 
« preſſes every man he meets with an oath to lend him money.“ 

Ibid. A. 3. S. 4- © A man may felder ye now and then of half a 
& dozen ſhillings, or ſa.” 

Did. A. 5. S. 3.“ Would I were abroad Heldring for a drachm, &c.“ 

Every Man out of his Humour, Dramatis Perſonæ. Shift. „ A thread 
« hare ſhark ; one that never was a ſoldier, yet lives upon lendings. 
6% His profeſſion is ſteldring and odling, his bank Paul's, and his ware- 
4% houſe Pictliatch.“ 

Dekker's Satiranaſtrix ; “ —come, my dear mandrake, if eldring fall 
be not to decay, thou ſhalt flouriſh,” 

Marmyan's Fine Companion, A. 3. S. 4: 

« or elſe 
$ Wandring abroad 20 ſtelder for a ſhilling 
* Amongſt your bowling alleyes, &c.“ 


Tears 
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: Tear Ca: = 2 
I am call'd, by thoſe that have ſeen my valour, Tear- Cat. 
Ones. | 3 
Tear-Cat ! 
Moll. 


A mere whip-jack, and that is in the commonwealth - of 
rogues a flave, that can talk of ſea-fight, name all your chief 
rates, diſcover more countries to you than either the 
Dutch, Spaniſh, French, or Engliſn, ever found out; yer 
indeed all his ſervice is by land, and that is to rob a fair, er 
ſome ſuch venturous exploit. Tear-Cat ! foot, ſirrah, I have 
ur name, now I remember me, in my book ot horners ; horns 
for the thumb, you know how. | 
Tear-Cat, 

No indeed, captain Moll (for I know you by fight); I am 
no ſuch uipping chriſtian, but a ®5 maunderer upon the pad 
J confeſs; and meeting with honeſt Trapdoor here, whom 
you had caſhierd from bearing arms, out at elbow, under your 
colours, I inſtructed him in the rudiments ot roguery, and by 
my map made him fail over any country you can name, ſa 
that now he can maunder better then myſelf. $7. 

Fack Dapper. 
So then, Trapdoor, thou art turn'd ſoldier now ? 
Trapdoor. 
Alas, fir! now there's no wars, tis the ſafeſt courſe of life 


I could take. 
Moll, 


I hope then you can cant, for by your cudgels, you, firrab, 
are an upright man. 
Trapdoor 


As any walks the highway I aſſure you. 


| Moll. | 
And, Tear-Cat, what are you? a wild rogue, an angler, or 
a ruifler? | 
Tear-Cat. 


Brother to this upright man, fleſh and blood, ruffling Tear- 
Cat is my name; and a ruffler is my ſtile, my title, my profeſſion. 


65 maunderer upon the pad] For an explanation of theſe cant terms, 
ſee the end of the play. | 
: Moll, 


— 8 nne 
g - 2 # « 
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Moll. 
Sirrah, where's your doxy ? halt not with me. 


3. | 
Doxy ! Moll ; what's that ? 
| Moll. 
His wench, 


My doxy? I have by the Salomon a doxy, that carries a 
kinchin mort in her ſlate at her back, beſides my dell and my 
dainty wild dell, with all whom I'll tumble this next dark- 
mans in the ſtrommel; and drink ben baufe, and eat a fat 
gruntling cheat, a cackling cheat, and a quacking cheat. 

Fack Dapper. 


Here's “ old cheating. 
Tr. 


My doxy ſtays for me in a bouſing ken, brave captain. 
Moll. 
He ſays his wench ſtays for him in an alehouſe : 7 you 
are no pure rogues. 


Tear-Cat. 

Pure rogues ! no, we ſcorn to be pure rogues ; but if you 
come to ovr hb ken, or our ſtalling ken, you ſhall find neither 
him nor me a quire cuffin. 

Moll. 
So, ſir, no churl of you. 
Tear - Cat. 
No, but a ben cave, a brave cave, a gentry cuffin. 
\ Lord Noland, 
Call you this canting? 
| Fack Dapper. 
Zounds ! I'll give a ſchoal-matter half a crown a week, 
and teach me this pedler's French, | 
Travdoor. 
Do but ſtrol, fir, half a harveſt with us, fir, and you ſhall 
gabble your belly-tull. 
Moll. 
Come, you rogue, cant with me. 


©6 old cheating | See Note 43 to Lingna, vol. V. p. 163. 
67 you are no pure rogues] See Note 11 to The Mayer of Quinborough, N 
vel. XI. p. 127. | 


Str 
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| | Sir Thottas Long. 

Well faid, Moll cant with her, ſirrab, and you ſhall hive 

money, elſe not a penny. | 


rapdoors 
Tl have a bout if ſhe pleaſe. 
| Moll. 
Th Come on, ſirrah. 
| Trepdoor. 


Ben mort, ſhall you and I heave 2 bough, mill a ken or 
nip a bung, and then we'll couch a hogſhead under the ruffe- 
mans, aud there you ſhalt wap with me, and FH niggle with 


you. | 
Moll. 
Out you damn'd impudent raſcal, 
: Tr apeloor - 


Cut benar whiddes, and hold your fambles and your ſtamps, 
Lord Noland. 


Nay, nay, Moll, why art thou angry? what was his gib- 
beriſh ? _ 
oll, 


Marry this, my lord, ſays he; Ben mort (good wench) 
| ſhall yon and I heave a bough, mill a ken, or nip a bung? 
ſhall you and I rob a houſe, or cut a purſe ? 
| 


: Omnes. 
Very good. 0 


| And then we'll eouch a hogſhead under the ruffemans : 
a And then we'll lie under a hedge. 

| Trapdoor. 

| 


That was my deſire, _ N tis fit a ſoldier ſhould lie. 


3 | } 
| | And there you ſhall wap with me, and I'll niggle with you, 
| and that's all. . 
x Sir Beautions Ganymed, 

| Nay, nay, Moll, what's that wap ? 

| i Fack Dapper. 
bs ' Nay, teach me what nigghng 1s Pd fain be niggling. 

Ott, 


Wapping and nigglivg is all one, the rogue my man can 
ell you. 
Trapdoor. 
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| T, b 
Tis fadoodling : if it lad you. 
Sir Beantions Ganymed. . 
This is excellent, one fit m_— good Moll, 
0 


Come, you rogue, fing with me. 


The SoNnG. 


A gage of ben Rom-bouſe 
In a bouſing ken of Rom-vile. 
Tear-Cat. 
Is Benar than a Caſter, 
Peck, pennam, lay or , 
6 Which we mill — deals eil. 
Oh I wud lib all the lightmans. 
Oh I woud lib all the darkmans, 

By the ſollamon under the Ruffemans, 
By the ſollamon in the Hartmans, | 
Tear-Cat. 

And ſcoure the Quire cramp ring, 
And couch till a pallyard docked my dell, 
So my bouſy nab might ſkew rom bouſe well 
Avaſt to the pad, let us bing, 

Avaſt to the pad, let us bing. 


Omnes. 


Fine knaves i faith. 
| 0 Fack . — 

The grating of ten new cart- Wheels, and the gruntling of 
five hundred hogs coming from Rumford-market, cannot 
make a worſe noiſe than this canting language does in my 
ears; pray, my Lord Noland, let's give theſe ſoldiers their pay. 


Sir Beautious Ganymed. 
Agreed, and let them march. 
Lord Noland, 
Here 7 Moll . 
Moll. 


Now I ſee that you are ſtal'd to the rogue, and are not a- 
ſhamed of your profeſſions, look you: my Lord Noland here 
and theſe gentlemen beſtow upon you two, two boards and a 
half, that's two ſhillings and ſix- pence. 

1 Trapdoor, 


— ——ä—— — 
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Trapdoor. 
Thanks to your lordſhip. 
Tear-Cat. 


Thanks, heroical captain. 
Moll. 
Away. 
Trapdoor. 
We ſhall cut ben whiddes of your maſters and miſtresſhip 
whereloever we come. * 
ll, 


You'!l maintain, ſirrah, the old Juſtice's plot to his bee. 


4 
Elſe trine me on the cheats: hang me. 


Moll. * 
Be ſure you meet me * | 
A 
8 any more maundring Pil do't : follow, brave Tear- 
t. 
Tear 2 Cat . 
Tpre, fequor ; let us go, moule. 
Wy [ Excunt Trapdoor and Tear - Cat. 
Lord Noland. | 
Moll, what was in that canting ſong ? 
Moll. 


Troth, my Lord, only a praiſe of good drink, the only milk 
Which theſe wild beaſts love to ſuck, and thus it was: 


A rich cup of wine, oh it is juice divine, 
More wholeſome for the head, than meat, drink, or bread, 


To fill my drunken pate, with that, Id fir up Jare, 

By the heels wou'd I lie, under a lowſy hedge die, 

Let a flave have a pull at my whore, fo I be full 

Of that precious liquor ; and a parcel " ſuch ituff, my lord, 


Not worth the opening. 
Enter a Cut-purſe very gallant, with four or frve Men after him, 


one ⁊uith a wand, 


Lord Noland, 
What gallant comes yonder ? 
Sir Thomas Long. 
Maſs, I think I know him; tis one of Cumberland. 


Fir 
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| Fin Cut-prrſe. 
Shall ws venture to ſhuffle in amongſt yon heap of gallants, 


and ftrike ? | 

Second — 72 | | ; 
- Tis a queſtion whether there be any ſilver ſhells amongſt 
them, for all their ſattin outſides. | 


Omnes., 

Let's try. 

; * Moll. 

Pox on him, a gallant ? ſhadow me, I know him: *tis one 
that cumbers the land indeed ; if he ſwim near to the ſhore of 
any of your pockets, look to your purſes. 

Mer. 
Is't poflible! 
Moll. 
This brave fellow is no better than a foiſt. 


| Omnnes. 

Foiſt! what's that ? 

Moll. 

A diver with two fingers, a pick-pocket; all his train ſtudy 
the figging law, that's to lay, cutting of purſes and foiſting ; 
one of them 1s a nip ; Ltook hiin once in the twopenny gallery 
at the Fortune: then there's a cloyer, or ſnap, that d 
any new brother in that trade, and ſnaps, will have half in 
any booty, He with the wand is both a ſtale, whoſe office is, 
to face a man in the ſtreets, whilſt ſhells are drawn by another ; 
and then with his black conjuring rod in his hand, he, by the 
nimbleneſs of his eye and jugglin ſtick, will, in cheaping a 
piece of plate at a goldſmith's ſtall, make four or five rings 


mount from the top of his caduceus, and, as if it were at leap- 
frog, they ſkip into his hand preſently. 
Zounds ! we are ſmoak'd. 
Omnes., 


Ha? | 
Second Cut-purſe. 
We are boil'd, pox on her! ſee Moll, the roaring drab ! 


68 af the Fortune] In White Croſs-ftreet. This Play-bouſe bclonged 
to Edward Alleyn, the founder of Dulwich-College. 


Vor. VL H Firft 
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Firft Cut- . | 
All the diſeaſes of ſixteen _— boil her! away. 


Bleſs you, ſir. | | 
Firft Cut-purſe, 
And you, good fir, 
Moll. 


Do'ſt not ken me, man? 


| PFirft Cut-purſes 


| f Moll. 

Heart, there's a Knight, to whom I'm bound for many 
favours, loſt his purſe at the laſt new play ® in the Swan, 
ſeven Angels in't; make it good, you'd beſt ; do you fee ? no 
more, 


No truſt me, fir. 


Firft Cut. purſe. | 
A Synagogue ſhall be call'd Miſtreſs Mary ; diſgrace me 
not; paces palabros, I will n_—_ for you: farewel. [Bxit. 
914. 
Did not I tell you, my lord? 
Lord Noland. 
I wonder how thou cam'ſt to the knowledge of theſe naſty 
villains, | 
| Sir Thomas Long. | 
And why do the foul mouths of the world call thee Moll 
Cut-purſe ? a name, methinks, damn'd and odious, | 
Moll. © 5 
Dare any ſtep forth to my face and lay, 
I have ta'en thee doing ſo, Moll? I muſt confeſs, 
In younger days, when I was apt to ſtray, 
I have ſat amongſt ſuch adders ; ſeen their ſtings, 
As any here might, and in full play-houſes 
Watch'd their quick-diving hands, to bring to ſhame 
Such rogues, and in that ſtream met an ill name: 


When next, my lord, you ſpy any one of thoſe, 


So he be in his art a ſcholar, queſtion him; 


69 jn the Swan] This Play-houſe was ſituated near the Globe and the 
Bear Garden. See the South View of the City, and part of Southwark, 


as it appeared about the year 1599. 
; « * Tempt 


— . TT e —— 
. 2 we | 
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Tempt him with to open the large book 
Of bs cloſe — rap 2 ourſelf ſhall cant 
Better than poor Moll can, and know more laws 
Of cheaters, lifters, nips, foiſts, puggards, curbets, 
With all the devils black guard, than it is fit 
Should be diſcovered to a noble wit. 
I know they have their orders, offices, 
Circuits, and circles, unto which they are bound 
To raiſe their own damnation in. 
ack D . n | 
How do'ſt thou know 27 We 
Noll. | 
As you do, I ſhew it you, they to me ſhow it. 
Suppoſe, my lord, you were in Venice, 
Lord Noland. _ 
Well. | | 
Moll. | 
If ſome Italian pander there would tell 
All the cloſe tricks of curtizans ; would not you 


Hearken to ſuch a fellow ? 
Lord Noland, 
Yes. | 


Moll. 
And here, 
Being come from Venice, to a friend moſt dear 
That were to travel thither, you would proclaim 
Your knowledge in thoſe villanies, to ſave 
Your friend from their quick danger : muſt you have 
A black ill name, becauſe ill things you know? 
Good troth, my lord, I am made Mol Cut-purſe ſo. 
How many are whores, in ſmall ruffs and ſtill looks ? 
How many chaſte, whoſe names fill flander's books ? 
Were all men cuckolds, whom gallants in their ſcorns 
Call ſo, we ſhould not walk for goring horns. 
Perhaps for my mad going ſome reprove me, 
I pleaſe myſelt, and care not elſe who loves nie. 
Omnes, 
A brave mind, Moll, i“faith. 
Sir Thomas Long . 
Come, my lord, ſhall's to the Ordinary ? 
H 2 Lord 


* 
1 
. 
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| Lord Noland, 


Mull. 2 
Good, my lord; let not my name condemn me to you, ot 
to the world: a fencer I hope may be call'd a coward, is he ſo 
for that? If all that have ill names in London were to be 
whipt, and to pay but twelve-pence a- piece io the beagle, 1 

would rather have his office, than a Conſtable's. | 

Fack D rs 

S0 would I, Captain Moll: were a ſweet tickling office 
i faith, [ Exeunt. | 


Enter Sir Alexander Wengrave, Goſhawk, and Greenewit, 
| and others, 
Sir Alexander Vengrave. 
My ſon marry a thief, that impudent girl, 
Whom all the world ſtick their worſt eyes upon? 
| Greenewtt, 
How will your care prevent it? 


Goſhawk, 
Tis impoſſible ! : : 
They marry cloſe, they are gone, but none knows whither. 
LO Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Oh, gentlemen, when has a father's heart-ſtrings 


Ay, 'tis noon ſure, 


Enter a Servant. 


Held out ſo Jong from breaking? now what news, fir ? 
ant, 
They were met upon the water an hour ſince, fir, 
Putting in towards the Sluce. 
Sir Alexander Wengrane, 
The Sluce! come, gentlemen, 
'Tis Lambeth: works againſt us. 
= Greenewtt. 
And that Lambeth joins more mad matches, than your ſix 
wet towns 7e "twixt that and Windſor- bridge, where fares lie 
ſoaking. | | 


70 Theſe I ſhould apprehend to be Fulham, Richmand, Kingfton, 
Hampton, Chertſey, Staines.—The other intermediate towns are, Chelſea, 
Batterſea, Kew, Iſleworth, Twickenham, and Walton. N. 8 

1 ir 
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Sir Alana Wingrave. | 
Delay no time, ſweet gentlemen : to Black Friers, 
We'll take a pair of oars and make after them, 
Enter Trapdoor, 


| Trapdoor. 
Your ſon, and that bold maſculine ramp my miſtreſs, 
Are landed now at the Tower. | 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Hoyda, at Tower ? 
Trapdoor, 
I heard it now reported. 


Sir Alexander We . 
Which way, gentlemen, ſhall I * my care: 
I'm drawn in pieces betwixt deceit and ſhame. 
Enter Sir Guy Fitz- allard. 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 


Sir Alexander, 
You're well met, and moſt rightly ſerved ; 


My daughter was a ſcorn to you. 
Sir Alexander N engrave. 


Sir Guy Fitz- allard. 
A very abject; ſhe poor gentlewoman, 
Vour houſe had been diſhonoured. Give you joy, ſir, 
Of your ſon's Gaſkoyne-bride ; you'll be a grandtather ſhortly 
To a fine crew of roaring ſons and daughters; 
Twill help to ſtock the ſuburbs paſſing well, ſir. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
O! play not with the miſeries of my heart; 
Wounds ſhould be dreſt and heal'd, not vext, or left 
Wide open, to the anguiſh of the patient, 
And ſcorntul air let in: rather let pity 
And advice charitably help to refreſh 'em. 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
Who'd place his charity ſo unworthily, 
Like one that gives alms to a curſing 
Had I but found one fpark of goodneſs in you 
Toward my deferving child, which then grew fond 


Of your ſon's virtues, I had eaſed you now. 
| H 3 Bat 


| Say not ſo, ſir, 
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But I perceive both fire. of youth and goodneſs 
Are rak d up in the aſhes of your age, 
Elſe no ſuch ſhame ſhould have come near your houſe, 
Nor ſuch ignoble ſorrow touch'd your heart. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
If not for worth, for pity's ſake afliſt me. 
„ Greenewit. 
You urge a thing paſt ſenſe ; how can he help you ? 
All his affiſtance is as frail as ours; | | 
Full as uncertain where's the place that holds em. 
One brings us water-news ; then comes another 
With a full-charg'd mouth, like a culverin's voice, 
And he reports the Tower; whoſe ſounds are trueſt ? 
| Goſhawk. 
In vain you flatter him. Sir Alexander 
| Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
I flatter him! gentlemen, you wrong me groſsly. 
Greenewwit, 
He does it well, faith. 
Sir Guy Fita- allard. 
Both news are falſe, | 
Of Tower or water: they took no ſuch way yet, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Oh ſtrange! hear you this, gentlemen ; yet more plunges ? 
Sir Guy Fitz-al/ard. | 
Th'are nearer than you think for, yet more cloſe than if 
they were further off, _ 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
How am I leſt in theſe diſtractions ? 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard, 
For your ſpeeches, gentlemen, | 
In taxing me for raſhne(s; fore you all, 
J will engage wy ſtate to half his wealth, 
Nay, to his ſon's revenues, which are leſs, 
And yet nothing at all, till they come from him; 
That I could (it my will tuck ro my power) 
Prevent this marriage yet, nay baniſh her 
For ever from his thoughts, much more his arms, 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Slack not this goodneſs, rhough you beap upon me 
Mountains of malice and 1evenye hereatter ; 


- p I'd 
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I'd willingly .refign up half my ſtate to him, 
So — — the meaneſt drudge J hire. 
Greenewtt, 
He talks impoſſibilities, and you believe em. 
Sir Guy Fitz- allard. 

I talk no more than I know how to finiſh, 
My fortunes elſe are his that dares ſtake with me. 
The r young gentleman I love and pity ; 
And to keep ſhame from him, (becauſe the ſpring 
Of his affeftion was my daughter's firſt, 
Till his frown blaſted all,) do but eſtate him 
In thoſe poſſeſſions, which your love and care 
Once pointed out for-him, that he may have room 
To entertain fortunes of noble birth, 
Where now his deſperate wants caſt him upon her; 
And if I do not for his own ſake chiefly, 
Rid him of this diſeaſe, that now grows on him, 
Ill forfeit my whole ſtate, before theſe gentlemen. 

| Greenewtt, | 

Troth, but you ſhall not undertake ſuch matches ; 

We'll perſuade ſo much with you. 
Sir Alexander M engrave. 

Here's my ring, 
He will believe this token : fore theſe gentlemen 
I will confirm it fully: all thoſe lands, 
My firſt love lotted him, he ſhall ſtraight poſſeſs 


In that refuſal. 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
If I change it not, change me into a beggar, 


Greenewtt. 
Are you mad, fir? 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
Tis done, | 


| Goſhawk. 
Will you undo yourſelf by doing, | 
And ſhew a prodigal trick in your old days? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
'Tis a match, gentlemen. 
Sir Guy Fitz- allard. 
Ay, ay, ſir, ay. 


H 4 
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I aſk no favour ; truſt to you for none, 
My hope reſts in the goodneſs of your ſon. {Exit Frzallard, 
Greenewit. | 


He holds it up well yet. 


Of an old knight ifaith. 
Sir Alexander Vengrave. 
Curſt be the time I laid his firſt love barren, 
Wilfully barren, that before this hour 
Had ſprung forth fruits, of comfort and of henour | 
He lov'd a virtuous gentlewoman. 


Enter Moll, 
Goſbawk, 
Greenewtt. 
Gſbacul. 


Moll. 
How doſt thou, gallant ? 
| Sir Alexander Mengrave. 
Impudence, where's my — 


Life, here's Moll. 
Jack. 
How doſt thou, Jack? 


Weakneſs, go look him. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Is this your wedding-gown ? 
5 Moll. 
71 The man talks monthly, 
Hot broth and a dark chamber for the knight, 
I ſee he'll be ſtarx-mad at our next meeting. [Exit Moll, 


71 The man talks manthly] i. e. madly ; as if under the influence of the 
moon. The Saxon werds for a lunatic, or madman, are M naV-peoc 
or mona ð-adlic. 8. | 

So a momman was formerly a cant term for a madman, See Dekker's 
Villanics Diſcovered, Sign. F. 

Again, in Ben Jonſon's Devil is an Aſs, A. 1. S. 6.: 

J have a huſband, and a two-legg'd one, 
« But ſuch a moonling as no wit of man 


Or roſes can redeem from being an aſs.” 


Geſhawk 
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Gb M. | 
Why, fir, take comfort now, there's mo Tuch mater, = 
No prieſt will mary her, for a woman, 
Whiles that ſhape's on; and it was never known, 
Tuo men were married and conjoin'd in one: 


Your ſon hath made ſome ſhift to love another. 


Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
Whate'er ſhe be, ſhe has my bleſing with her; 
May they be rich, and fruitful, and receive 
Like comfort to their iſſue, as I rake in them: 
H'as pleas'd me now, marrying not this, 
Through a whole world he could not chuſe amiſs, 
Greene toit. 


Glad y are ſo penitent for your _ ſin, fir. 


Say he ſhould take a wench with her ſmock-dowry, 
No portion with her, but her lips and arms? 

Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

Why, who thrive better, fir ? they have moſt blefling, 
Though other have more wealth, and feaſt repent ; 
Many that want moſt, know the molt content 

GErrene wit. ; 
Say he ſhould marry a kind youthful finner ? 
Cog” e that; any offence but theft and drunken: 
neſs, , 

Nothing but death can wipe away. 
Their ſins are green, even when their heads are grey; 
Nay, I deſpair not now, my heart's cheer'd, gentlemen ; 
No face can come unfortunately to me, 
Now, fir, your news? 


| Servant. 
Your ſon with his fair bride is near at hand. 
Fair may their fortunes be ! 


Here are our friends, ſalute her, gentlemen. 


I 
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43 Greenewit. | 
Now you're * reſolv d, fir, it was never ſhe. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
I find it in the muſick of my heart. 


Enter Moll maſked, in Sebaſtian Wengrave's hand, 
and Fitz-allard. 


See where they come. 
| Geſhawk. 
A proper luſt y preſence, fir. 
5 Sir Alexander Wengrave. 5 
Now has he pleas'd me right; I always counſel'd him 
To chooſe a goodly perſonable creature, 
Juſt of her pitch was my firſt wife his mother, 
Sebaſtian Wengrave. 
Before I dare diſcover my offence, I kneel for pardon. - 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. | 
My heart gave it thee before thy tongue could aſk it ; 
Riſe, thou haſt rais'd my joy to greater height, 
Than to that ſeat where grief dejected it. 
Both welcome to my love, and care for ever ; 
Hide not my happineſs too long, all's pardoned ; 


Ones. 

Heart, who this ? Moll ? 

O my reviving ſhame ! is't I muſt live 
To be ſtruck blind? be it the work of ſorrow, 
Before age take't in hand. 

: Sir Fitz-allard. 

Darkneſs and death ! x 
Have you deceiv'd me thus? did I engage 
My whole eſtate for this? 


[Thy unmaſk her, 


72 reſolv d] i. e. convinc d. It is frequently uſed in this ſenſe by 
Maſſinger and other writers of the times. See alſo Note a3 to Tancred 
and Giſnunda, vol. II. p. 182. 

Sir 
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Sir Alexander M engrade 
| You aſk'd no favour; 2 
And you ſhall find as little: fipce my comforts 
Play falſe with me, I'll be as cruel to thee 
As grief to father's hearts, | 
a Moll. 
Why, what's the matter with you ? 
Leſt too much joy ſhould make your age forgetful, 
Are you too well, too happy? 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
With a vengeance, 
Moll. 


Methinks you ſhould be proud of ſuch a daughter, 
As good a man, as your ſon. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 
O monſtrous impudence |! 
Moll. 
You had no note before, an unmark'd knight, 
Now all the town will take regard on you, 
And all your enemies fear you tor my ſake : . 
You may paſs where you liſt, through crowds moſt thick, 
And come off bravely with your purſe unpick' d: 
You do not know the benefits I bring with me; 
No cheat dares work upon you, with thumb or kaife, 
While y'ave a Roaring Girl to your ſon's wife. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave, 
A devil rampant! | 
Sir Guy Fitx- allard. 
Have you ſo much charity, 
Yet to releaſe me of my laſt raſh bargain ! 
And Pll give in your pledge. | 
Sir A cxander Wengrave. 
No, fir, I ſtand tot, I'll work upon advantage, 
As all miſchiefs do upon me. 
Sir Guy Fitz-allard. 
Content, bear witneſs all then 
His are the lands, and ſo contention ends, 
Here comes your ſon's bride, twixt two noble friends, 


Ent 


1 ̃ ant) a 3 


5 And all my wifhes have a perfect cloſe, 
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Enter the Lord Noland, and Sir Beautious Ganymed, with 
Mary Fitz-allard beteveen them, the Citizens and their Wives 
with them. 

Moll. 


Now are you gull'd as you would be, thank me fort, 
Pd a fore- finger in't. 
Sebaſtian Nengrave. 

Forgive me, father; 

Though there before your eyes my ſorrow feign'd, 
This ſti!l was ſhe, for whom true love complain'd, 
Fir Alexander Wengrave, 

Bleflings eternal, and the joys of angels, 

Begin your peace here, to be ſign'd in heaven! 
How ſhort my ſleep of ſorrow ſeems now to me, 
To this eternity oft boundleſs comforts, 
That finds no want but utterance, and expreſſion ! 
My lord, your office here appears ſo honourably, 
So full of ancient goodneſs, grace, and worthineſs, 
I never took more joy in fight of man, 
Than in your comtortable preſence now, 

| Lord Noland. 

Nor I more delight in doing grace to virtue, 
Than in this worthy gentlewoman your ſon's bride, 
Noble Fitz- allard's daughter, to whoſe honour 
_ modeſt fame I am a ſervant vow'd ; 

is this knight. a 


8 Sir Alexander Wengrave, 


Your foves make my joys proud. 
Bring forth thoſe deeds of land, my care laid ready, 
And which, old knight, thy nobleneſs may challenge, 
Join'd with thy daughter's virtues, whom I prize now 
As dearly as that fleſh I call mine own, 
Forgive me, worthy gentlewoman ; *twas my blindneſs 


| When I rejected thee, I ſaw thee not. 


Sorrow and wiliul raſhneſs grew like films 


Over the eyes of judgment, now fo clear 


J ſee the brighineis of thy worth appear. 
| 8 Mary File- ulla 


Duty and love may. I deſerve in thoſe, 


Sir 
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Sir Alexandes Wengrave. 

That tongue can never err, the ſo ſweet: 
Here, honeſt ſon, receive into thy hands 
The keys of wealth, poſleſſion of thoſe lands, 
Which my firſt care provided; they are thine own, 
Heaven give thee a bleſſing with em! the beſt joys 
That can in worldly ſhapes to man beride, | 
Are fertile lands, and a fair fruitful bride ; 
Ot which I hope thov'rt ſped. 

Sebaſtian Wengrave, 
I hope fo too, fir. 
Moll. 


Father and ſon, I ha' done you ſimple ſervice here. 
Sebaſtian WH "I, Ade. 

For which thou ſhalt not part, Moll, unrequited. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 


Thou art a mad girl, 2 I cannot now condemn ther. 
| oll. 


Condemn me ? troth, and you ſhould, fir, 
I'd make you ſeek out one to hang in my room: 
I'd give you the flip at gallows, and cozen the people, 
Heard you this jeſt, my lord? 
Lord Nolazd. 


Moll. 
He was in fear his ſon would marry me, 
But never dreamt that I would ne'er 
| Lord Noland. 
Why ? thou had'ſt a ſuitor once, Jack ! when. wilt marry * 


Who TI, my lord, Il tell you when, 1'fauth, 


When you ſhall hear, 

Gallants void from ſerjcant's fear, 

Honeſty and truth untlandered, 

Woman man'd, but never pandered, 

Cheats booted, but not coach'd, 
Veſſels older ere they're broach d. | 
If my mind be then not varied, | 


Next day following I'll be married. 


135 


What is it, Jack? 
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IL: © © Lord Noland. 
This ſounds like domeſday. 
Moll. 
Then were marriage beſt ; 


For if I ſhould repent, I were ſoon at reſt. 
; Sir Alexander Wengrave. 


In troth thou art a good wench ; I'm ſorry now, 


The opinion was ſo hard I conceiv'd of thee. 
Some wrongs I've done thee. 


Ent er Trapdoor. 
Trapdaor. 


Is the wind there now? 
is time for me to kneel and confeſs firſt, 
For fear it come too late, and my brains feel it : 


Upon my paws I aſk you pardon, miſtreſs, 
Moll 


Pardon! for what, ſir? whey has your rogueſhip done now? 
r 5 A 


I have been from time to time hir'd to confound you by 


this old gentleman. 


NM. oll, 
How ? 


b Trapdoor, 

Pray forgive him : | 
But may I counſel you, you ſhould never do't, 
Many a ſnare to entrap your” worſhip's life 
Have I laid privily : chains, watches, jewels, 

And when he faw nothing could mount you up, 

Four hollow-hearted angels he then gave you, 

By which he meant to trap you, I to fave you. 
Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

To all which, ſhame and grief in me cry guilty : 
Forgive me now, I caſt the world's eyes trom me, 
And look upon thee freely with mine own: 

I ſee the moſt of many wrongs before thee, 

Caſt from the jaws of envy and her people, 

And nothing toul but that; Il never more 
Condemn by common voice, for that's the whore 


That 


* 
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That deceives man's opinion, mocks his truſt, 
Cozens his love, and makes —* heart unjuſt. 

Here be the Angels, gentlemen, they were giren me; 
As a muſician, I purſue no pity : 
Follow the law, and you can cuck me, ſpare not, 
Hang up my viol by me, and I care not. 

Sir Alexander Wengrave. 

So far I'm ſorry ; I'll thrice double them 
To make thy wrongs amends. | 
Come worthy friends, my honourable lord, 
Sir Beauteous Ganymed, and noble Fitz-allard, 
And you kind gentlewoman, whole ſparkling preſence 
Are glories ſet in marriage, beams of ſociety, 
For all your loves give luſter to my joys, | 
The happineſs of this day ſhall be remembered, 
At the return of every ſmiling ſpring : 
In my time now tis born, and may no ſadneſs 
Sit on the brows of men upon that day, 
But as I ai, ſo all go pleas'd away. 
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A PAINTER, heving . with curious art 
The picture of a woman (every part 

Linn d to the life), hung out. the. piece to ſell : 

People (who paſ5'd along), viewing it well, 

Gave ſeveral werdifts on it; ſome diſpraiſed 

The hair; ſome ſaid the brows too high <were raiſed; 

Some hit her o'er the lips, miſlif*d their colour; 

Some wiſh'd her noſe cuere ſhorter ;, ſome, the eyes fuller ; 

Others ſaid roſes on her cheeks ſhould grotu, 

Swearing they lool d too pale; others cry'd no: 

The <vorkman flill, as fault was found, did mend it, 


I hope to pleaſe all. But this «york being ended, 
Ad bung open at flall; it was ſo vile, 


So monſtrous, and ſo ugly all men did ſmile 

Alt the poor Painter s folly. Such cue doubt 

1s this our Comedy ; ſome perhaps do flout 

The plot, ing, tis too thin, too weak, too mean; 
Some for the perſon will revile- the ſcene, © 

And wonder that a creature of her being 

Should bt the ſubjett of a Poet, ſeeing 

In the world”s eye none <veighs ſo light: others look 
For all thoſe baſe tricks, publiſÞ'd in a book, 

(Foul as his brains they flow'd from) of Cut-purſes, 
Of Nips and Foifts, naſty, obſcene diſcourſes, 

As full of lies, as empty of worth or wit, 

For any honeſt ear or eye unfit. 

And thus, 

If we to every brain (that's humorous) 


C | 


Should 


1 neg ,] 
Should fafbion Scenes, due (with the Painter) ball, 
In firiving to pleaſe all, pleaſe none at all, 
Yet for ſuch faults, as either the writer's wet, ; 
Or negligence of the Actors, do commit; 3 
Both crave your pardons.: if what both have done, 
Cannot full pay your expectation; 
The Roaring Girl herſelf, ſome few days hence, 
Shall on thts flage give larger recompence. 
Which Mirth that you may ſbare in, berſelf does <voe you, 
ebe ee 


Vo . VI. z 


An Explanation 


t 3e 1 


of the cant Words uſed in 
this Play. 


ANGLER) Sometimes called a Hooker, one who beg: in 
the n at the ſame time what he can ſteal 
at night. 


a Deſcription of the Angler, in Greene's Ground- 


"work of Coney-catching, Ato. B. L. N. U. Sigu. B;; and 
Dekkar's Belman of London, 1616, Sign. D. 


ben baufe] I do not find an explanation of Bat in any of 


the canting Gloſſaries ; ben bowſe, which may have been in- 


* 


fi 


tended, is good drink. 


benar ] better . | | 

bing) away. Dekkar, Sign. N. 

Bou ſing ken] an ale-houſe. Dekkar, Sign. M. 3. 

cackling _ a cock, or a capon. Dekkar, Sign. M 3. 
cafter] a cloak. Dekkar, Sign. M 3. | 
cave] or rather cove, The word Cove, or Cofe, or Cuffin, 


onifies a man, a fellow, &c. But differs ſomething in his pro- 


perty according as it meets with other words, So a good 


fellow is called Ben Cofe, &c. Dekkar, « 4 M 3. 


cheats] the Gallows. Dekkar, Sign. N. 

couch a hogſhead] to lie down aſleep. Dekkar, Sign. N. 
curber] See Dekkar's Belman, Sign. G. 5 
cut benar ⁊uhiddes] ſpeak better words, Dekkar, Sign. M 4. 
dariman] the night. Dekkar, Sign. N. | 
dell] a young wench undebauched. 


docked] to dock, is to lie with a woman. Canting Dictionary. 


- doxy] a ſtrumpet. Dekkar's Belman, Sign. E. 


fadoodiing] The explanation of this word is evident from 


Trapdoor's uſe of it, p. 111. 


fambles] hands. Dekkar's Belman, Sign. N. 
figging law] See Dekkar's Belman, Sign. H 2. 
foift] a pick-pocket, Dekkar's Belmar, Sign. H 2. 
gage] a quart pot. Dekkar's Belman, Sign, N. 


Fgentry cuſſin] a Gentleman. 


gruntling cheat] a pig. Dekkar, Sign. M 3. 


hartmani 


1 * 4 
_ hartmans] the ſtocks. Dekkar, Sigu. Nx. 
Heate a Booth] rob a houſe. Dekkar,: Sen N Ore 
lenchen mort] kenchia morts are girls of ac. year or tuo old, 
which the morts their mathers carry at their backs in their 
Hates, which, in the canting tongue, ue raged =" 
Belman, Sign. D 4- 
lay] or more- ip, which dbl butter mill or 
wheys . Dekkar, - 
I ler] a houſe to Vn in. Dekkar, Sign. N. S 4s 
lib all the lightmans] lye all the day. Dekkar, N a 
lib all the Lena,] by ] Je all the night. . Dekkar, ign. N. 
13 1 Benn, — Au A iet. 
ma a compoſition o an 
mill in al in the country. Dekkar, Sign. 1. 
mill a ken] rob a houſe. Dekkar, Sign. N. | 
mort] a woman, or wench. 
nab] a head. Dekkar, Sign. M 3, 
riggle] to company with a woman, Dekkar, Sign. N. 
nip a hung] cut a purſe. Dekkar, Sign. M 3, 
nipping chriſtian] a cut-purſe. 
pad] highway. Canting Difionary. 
palliard] See a Deſcription of a palliard, Dekkar, Sign, 
2. 
um bread. Dekkar, Si M . 
2555 — Dekkar, * N. . 
ge. Dekkar, Si — 2 
* See Mr. 8 Note on De Winter's Tale 
A. 4. 8 . 2. 
cli cheat] a duck, Dekkar, M 
— ofa] a churl. Dekkar, Sign, M 5. 
— vile] London. Dekkar, Sign. N. 
Rom bouſe] wine. Dekkar, Sign. N. 
rufler] See a deſcription of a ruffler, Dekkar's Belman of 
London, Sign. D. 
ruſſmans] woods, or buſhes. Dekkar, Sign. N. 
a ſcour the quire cramp ring] to wear bolts or fetters. Dekkar, 
ign. N. 
Salomon) the beggars oath. Dekkar, Sign. T. 3. 
ſkew] a cup. Dekkar, * N. 
Hate] a ſheet, Dekkar, * ign. N. 


alli 


1 132 J 3 
falling ken) a 1 * A 1 ſtolen ware. Green. 
Ka ewe, Nelke Sign. . Ls 
Dekkar, Sign. 

e man] ' See a deſcription of an upright man. Dekkar's 
71 88 5" Difionery lie with 

explains to a 

E this err the truth of Mr. Sicevens con- 


ere concerning the phraſe euxpen'd widew in Tim of 


2 ] See a deſcription of a wild rogue. Dekkar' 
London, Sign D's. 

— Of Dells, ive nel wil}; and ate 

are ſuch as are born and begotten under a hedge, Dekkar's 


Belnan, Sign. E. 
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TuAEsALTo, the woer. 

Ly$sANDER, his brother. 

Governor of Cyprus, 

Lvcus, ſervant to the widow counteſs 

| An6vus, gentleman-uſher. ' 

Die! Lords, ſuitors to Eupox A, the N er. 
' Hypws, nephew to Tu ARS ALto, aud lon to Ly$ANDER, 
Captain of the watch. 

Two Soldiers. 

Eubon A, the widow counteſs. 

1 wife to LYSANDER. 

STHENTA, © . 

IAnTHE, gentlewoman attending on Evvona. 

Exo, waiting-woman to CYNTHIA. 


THE 


n 


1 | 
3 „ 


* 
Lo 
- 
> 


eweis TEARS. 


ACTUS I „Me , 
Tharſalio ſolus, with a glaſi in his hand making ready, © 


Tharſalio. 
HOU blind imperfect goddeſs that delights 
1 (Like a deep-reaching ſtateſman) to converſe 


Only with fools : jealous of knowing ſpirits ; 

For fear their piercing judgments might diſcover 
Thy inward weakneſs, and deſpiſe thy power ; 
Contemn thee for a goddeſs : thou that lad'it 
Th'unworthy aſs with gold; while worth and merit 


1 «© The plot of Lyſander and Cynthia (ſays Langbaine, p. 65.) is 
* borrowed from Petronius Arbyter's Satyricon, being the ſtory of the 
Matron of Epheſus related by Eamolpus: a ſtory fince handled by 
% ſeveral other pens, as Janus Douſa the Father, in his notes on this 
*« ſtory; and Gabbema, in the laſt edition of Petronius, who obſerves, 
That it was tranſlated into Latin verſe by Remulus, an Antique Gram- 
© marian; that it was tranſlated from the German language into Latin 
and into French rhime by Hebertus, We have it not only in the Seven 
te wiſe Maſters, a book vulgarly known, and which, if I may believe my 
„Author, is a tranſlation of Mcdi:z:, who new-modelled the ftory, and 
< publiſhed his Verſion, under this title Ludus ſeptem Sapientum de Aſtrei 
« regii adoleſcantis, educatione, periculis, &c.; but, alſo, IT have read the ſame 
«ſtory, with little alteration, in the Cento Novelle Antiche di Carlo Gual- 
* teruz2i, Nov. 51, We have it likewiſe much improved, with a Phi- 
loſophical Comment upon it, by a Country man of our own, under the 
title of the Fpheſian Matron, printed in 8vo. Lond, 1669, and others.“ 


I 4 Serve 
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Serve thee for nought: weak Fortune, I renounce 
Thy vain dependance, and convert my duty 

And facrifices of my ſweeteſt thoughts | 

To a more noble deity ; ſole friend to worth, 
And patroneſs of all good ſpirits, Confidence : 
She be my guide, and her's the praiſe of theſe 
My worthy undertakings. | a 


Enter Lyſander, with a glaſs in his hand; Cynthia, Hylus, 
| | and Ero, | A 


Lyſander. 

*Morrow, brother. Not ready yet? 

5 Thar/alto, | 

No; I have ſomewhat of the brother in me: I dare ſay, 
your wife is many times ready, and you not up.—Save you, 
filter; how are you enamoured of my preſence ? How like 


my aſpect ? 
NONE" Cynthia. 


Faith, no worſe than I did laſt week ; the weather has no- 
thing chang'd the grain of your complexion. 
Tharſalio. 

A firm proof tis in grain, and fo are not all complexions. 
A good ſoldier's face, ſiſter. 
Cynthia, 

Made to be worn under a bever. 
Thar/alio. | 
Ay, and *twould ſhew well enough under a maſk too, 


Lyſander, 
So much for the face. 
Tharſalio, 
But is there no object in this ſuit to whet your tongue upon? 
| Lyſander, . 
None: but fortune ſend you well to wear it: for ſhe beſt 


knows how you got it, 
; Tharſalio 


Faith, tis the portion ſhe beſtows upon younger brothers, 
valour and good cloaths. Marry, if you aſk how we come by 
this new ſuit, I muſt take time to anſwer it; for as the ballad 
ſays, in <vritten books I find it, Brother, theſe are the W 

3 0 
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of ſpirit; and I will have it ſaid, for my father's honour, that 


ſome of his children were truly beyotten, 
Not all ? 
Thar rſalio. 


Shall 1 tell you, brother, that I know will rejoice you? 
My former ſuit# have been all ſpenders, this ſhall be a 


ſpeeder. 
2 8 Lyſander. 

A thing to be heartily wiſh'd; but, brother, take heed you 
be not gull'd, be not too forward. | 

 Tharſalio. 

Thad been well for me, it you bad follow'd that counſel : 
you were too forward when you ſtept into the world before 
me, and gull'd me of the land, that my ſpirits and parts were 
indeed born to, | 

| Cynthia, 

May we not have the blefling to know the aim of your 
fortunes ? what coaſt, for heaven's love ? 

Thar/alio. | 

Nay, *tis a project of ſtate : you may ſee the preparation; 
but the defign lies hidden in the breaſts of the wile, | 

Lyſander, 

May we not know't ? 

Tharſalio. 

Not unleſs you'll promiſe me to laugh at it; for without 
your applauſe I'll none. 

C Lyſander. 

The quality of it may be ſuch as a laugh will not be ill 
beſtow'd upon t: pray heaven I call not Arſace ſiſter. | 


Cynthia, 

What! the pand'reſs? ny 

Tharſalio. 

Know you (as who knows not?) the exquiſite lady of the 
palace, the late governor's admired widow, the rich and 
haughty counteſs Eudora? Were not ſhe a jewel worth the 
wearing, it a man knew how to win her ? 

Lyſander. 

How's that ? how's that ? 


Tharſalio. 
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Brother, there is a certain goddeſs call'd Confidence, that 
carries a main ſtroke in honourable preferments, Fortune 
waits upon her ; Cupid is at her back; ſhe ſends them both of 
errands. This deity doth promiſe me much aſſiſtance in this 


OT NT | 
But if this deity ſnould draw you up in a baſket to your 
counteſs's window, and there let you hang for all the wits in 
the town to ſhoot at; how then ? 3 
Tharſalio, | 

If ſhe do, let them ſhoot their bolts and ſpare not : I have 
a little bird in a cage here that ſings me better comfort, What 
ſhould be the bar? You'll fay, I was page to the count her 
huſband. What of that? I have thereby one foot in her fa- 
vour already : ſhe has taken note of my ſpirit, and ſurvey'd m 
good parts, and the picture of them lives in her eye: whic 
lleep, I know, cannot cloſe till ſhe have embrac'd the ſubſtance. 

Lyſander. 

All this favours of the blind goddeſs you ſpeak of. 

| T hur/alio, 

Why ſhould I deſpair, but that Cupid hath one dart in ſtore 
for her great ladyſhip; as well as for any other huge lady, 
whom ſhe hath made ſtoop gallant, to kiſs their worthy fol- 
lowers. In a word, I am aſſured of my ſpeed. Such fair at- 
tempts, led by a brave 1eiolve, are evermore ſeconded by 
fortune, | 

Cynthia, 

But, brother, have I not heard you ſay, your own ears have 
been witneſs to her vows, made ſolemnly to your late lord, in 
memory of him, to pre!erve till death the unſtain'd honour of 
a widow's bed? It nothing elſe, yet that might cool your 
confidence. 

Ne | Tharſalio. 

Tuſn, ſiſter! ſuppoſe you ſhould proteſt with ſolemn oath 
(as perhaps you have done, if ever heaven hears your prayers, 
that you may live to fee my brother nobly enterred) to feed 
only upon fiſh, and not endure the touch of fleſh, during the 
wretched Lent of your miſerable lite; would you believe it, 


brother ? 
I .yſander. 
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| Lyſander. 
I am therein moſt confident, 
Tharſalio, 
Indeed! you had better believe it than try it: but pray, 
ſiſter, tell me (you are a woman) do not. you wives nod your 
heads, and ſmile one upon another, when ye meet abroad ? 
5 Cynthia, 5 


Tharſalio. 

As who ſhould ſay, are not we mad wenches, that can lead 
our blind huſbands thus by the noſes? Do you not 
amongſt yourſelves, how groſsly you abuſe their honeſt credu- 
lities ? How they adore you for ſaints, and you believe it? 
while you adorn their temples, and they believe it not? How 
you vow widow-hood in their life-time, and they believe you; 
when even in the ſight of their breathleſs — ere they be 
fully cold, you join embraces with his groom, or his phyſician, 
and perhaps his poi ſoner; or at leaſt by the next moon (if you 
can expect ſo long) ſolemaly plight new Hymeneal bonds with 
a wild, confident, untamed ruffian? 


Tharſalio, 
And make him the top of his houſe, and ſovereign lord of 
the palace ? As tor example; look you, brother, this gluſs is 


mine — 
Lyſander « 
What of that ? 
Tharſalio. 


While I am with it, it takes impreſſion from my face; but 
can I make it ſo mine, that it ſhall be of no uſe to any other? 
will it not do his office to you, or you, and as well to my groom 
as to myſelf ? Brother, monepolies are cried down. Is it not 
madneſs for me to believe, when I have conquer'd that fort of 
chaſtity, the great counteſs, that if another man of my making 
and metal ſhall aſſault her, her eyes and ears ſhould loſe their 
function, her other parts their uſe; as if nature made her all 
in vain, unleſs ] only had ſtumbled into her quæters ? 


Smile! why ſo? 


As for example— 


2 Cynt hia, 
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Cynthia. 


Brother, I fear me, in your travel you have drunk too much 
of that Italian air, that hath infected the whole maſs of your 
ingenuous nature, dried up in you all ſap of generous diſpo- 
finon, poiſon'd the very eflence of your ſoul, and fo polluted 
your — that whatſoever enters there takes from them 
contagion, and is to your fancy repreſented ag foul and tainted, 
which in itſelf perhaps is ſpotleſs. | 

| Tharſalio. 

No, fiſter, it hath refin'd my ſenſes, and made me fee with 
clear eyes, and to judge of objects as they truly are, not as 
they ſeem ; and through their maſk to diſcern the true face of 
things. It tells me how ſhort-liv'd widows tears are, that their 
weeping is in truth but laughing under a maſk, that they 
movrn in their gowns, and laugh in their fleeves; all which I 
believe as a Delphian oracle, and am reſolv'd to burn in that 
faith. And in that refolution do I march to the great lady. 

Lyſander. | 

You loſe time, brother, in diſcourſe; by this, had you bore 
vp with the lady and clapt her aboard; for I know your con- 
fidence will not dwell long in the ſervice. | 

Tharſalio, 

No; I will perform it in the conqueror's ſtile. Your way 
is, not to win Penelope by ſuit, but by ſurprize. The caſtle's 
carried by a ſudden atiaulr, that would perhaps fit out a twelve- 
month's ſiege. It would be a good breeding to my young 
nephew bere, if he could procure a ſtand at the palace, to ſee 
with what alacrity Ill accoſt her counteſsſhip, in what garb I 
will woo her, with what facility I will win her, 

419 Lyſander. 
It ſhall go hard but we'll hear your entertainment, for your 


confidence ſake. 
| Thar/alio. 


Ard having won her, nephew, this ſweet face, 
Which, all the city ſays, is fo like me, 
Like me ſhall be preferr'd ; for I will wed thee 
To my great widow's daughter and ſole heir, 
The lovely ſpark, the bright Laodice. 
Lyſander, 
A good pleaſant dream bi 
| : Thar/alio, 
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Tharſalio, 
In chis eye I fee 
That fire that ſhall in me inflame the mother, 
And that in this ſhall ſer on fire the daughter. 
It goes, fir, in a blood: believe me, brother, 
Theſe deſtinies go ever in a blood. 
Lyſander. 
Theſe diſeaſes do, brother: take heed of them, 
Fare you well: take heed you be not baffled. 
[ Exeunt Lyſander, oe” Hylus, Ero. Manet Tharſalio. 
ar 


Now thou that art the third blind deity 
That governs earth in all her happineſs, 
The life of all endowments, Confidence; 
Direct and proſper my intention, 
Command thy ſervant deities, Love and Fortune, 
To ſecond my attempts for this great lady, 
Whoſe page I lately was; that ſhe, whoſe board 
I might not fit at, I may board a-bed, 


And under bring, who bore ſo high her head, LExia 
Enter Lyſander and Lycus. 
Lycus. 
Tis miraculous that you tell me, fir: he come to woo. our 
lady miſtreſs for his wife? 
Lyſander . 


'Tis a frenzy he is poſſeſs d with, and will not be cur'd but 
by ſome violent remedy. And you ſhall favour me ſo much to 
make me a ſpectator of the ſcene, But is ſhe (ſay you) already 
acceſſible for ſuitors ? 1 thought ſhe would have ſtood fo ſtifly 
on her widow vow, that ſhe would not endure the fight of a 
ſuitor, 

Lycus, 

Faiih, fir, Penelope could not bar her gates againf her 
woers, but ſhe will ſtill be miſtreſs of herſelf. It is, as you 
know, a certain itch in female blocd, they love to be ſued to; 
but ſhe'll heaken to no ſuitors, 

Lyſander. 
But by yur leave, Lycus, Penelope is not ſo wiſe as her huſ- 
band Ulyſſes ; for he, tearing the jaws of the Syren, ſtopt his 
cars 
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ears with wax againſt her voice. They that fear the addetr's 
ſting, will not come near her hiſſing. Is any ſuitor with her 


now ? | 
| Lycus. 

A Spartan lord, dating himſelf our great viceroy's kinſ- 
man; and two or three other of his country lords, as ſpots in 
his train. He comes armed with his altitude's letters in grace 
of his perſon, with promiſe to make her a ducheſs, if ſhe em- 
brace the match. This is no mean attraction to her high 
thoughts; but yet ſhe diſdains him. | 

| Lyſander. 

And how then ſhall my brother preſume of acceptance? Yet I 
hold it much more under her contentment, to mary ſuch a naſty 
braggart, than under her honour to wed my brother : a gentle- 
man (though I ſay it) more honourably deſcended than that 
lord; who perhaps, for all his anceſtry, would be much trou- 
bled to name you the place where his tather was born. 

| Lycus. | 

Nay, I hold no compariſon betwixt your brother and him. 
And the Venerean diſeaſe, to which, they ſay, he has been 
long wedded, ſhall, I hope, firſt rot him, ere ſhe endure the 
favour of his ſulphureous breath. Well, her ladyſhip 1s at 
hand; y are beſt take you to your ſtand, | 

Luyſander. 

Thanks, good friend Lycus. LExit. 


Enter Argus barcheaded, <vith whom another uſher Lycus joins, 
going over the ſtage; Hiarbas, and Pſorabeus next ; Rebus 
fingle before Eudora, Laodice, Sthenia bearing her train, 
Ianthe followrng, 

 Rebus. 
I admire, madam, you cannot love whom the viceroy loves. 

| Hiarbas. 

And one whoſe veins ſwell ſo with his blood, madam, as 
they do in his lordſhip. 4 

Pforabens, 

A near and dear kinſman his lordſhip is to his altitude, the 
viceroy ; in care of whoſe good ſpeed here, I know his altitude 
hath not ſlept a found ſleep ſince his departure. | 

5 | Ry | Eudora. 
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Eudora. 
I thank Venus I have, ever ſince he came. 
Rebus. 


You fleep away your honour, madam, if le& me. 
deep away your hono you negleẽt me 


Neglect your lordſhip ! that were a negligence no leſs than 
diſloyalty. ; 
Eudora. 


I much doubt that, fir; it' were rather a preſumption to 
take him, being of the blood vice-royal. 
Rebus. 
Not at all, being offered, madam, 
Eudora. 
But offered ware is not ſo ſweet, you know. They are 
the graces of the viceroy that woo me, not your lordſhip's ; 
and I conceive it ſhould be neither honour nor pleaſure to 
+ you, to be taken in for another man's favours. | 


Rebus, 
Taken in, madam ! you ſpeak as I had no houſe to hide my 
head in, 
Eudora. 
I have heard fo indeed, * lord, unleſs it be another man's. 
ebus. 
You have heard untruth then; theſe lords can well witneſs 
I want no houſes, 
Hiarbas. 
Nor palaces neither, my lord, 
4 2 for abens. 
Nor courts neither, 
Eudora. | 
Nor temples, I think, neither; I believe, we ſhall have a 
god of him. | 
Enter Tharſalio. 
| Ar JUS, 
See the bold fellow ! whither will you, fir? 
| Tharſalio, 
Away — All honour to you, madam, 
Eudora, 


How now, baſe companion ? 
Tharſ/alis. 


, 


4 
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Thar/alio, ? 
Baſe, madam I he's not baſe that fights as high as your lips. 
| | Eudora. | 
And does that beſeem my ſervant ? 
7 harſalio. 
Your court · ſervant, madam, 
15 Eudor, . 
One that waited on my board f 
| Tharſalio. 
That was ouly a preparation to my weight on your bed, 
madam. | 
Eudora. 1 | 
How dar'ſt thou come to me with ſuch a thought? 
Thar alio. : 


Come to you, madam ? I dare come to you at midnight, 
and bid defiance to the proudeſt ſpirit that haunts theſe your 
loved ſhadows.. And would any way make terrible the acceſs 


of my love to you — 
Eudora. 


Love me? love m ; 
* Tharſalio. 
I am bound to that by the proverb, madam, 
Eudora. 
Kennel without with him, intrude not here. What is it 


thou preſum'ſt᷑ on r 
| THarſalio. 


On your judgment, madam, to chuſe a man, and not a 
giant; as theſe are that come with titles, and authority, as 
they would conquer, or raviſh you. But I come to you with 
the liberal and ingenuous „love, youth, and gentry, 
which (in no more deform'd a perſon than myſelf) — 


any princeſs. 
* Eudora, 


In your ſaucy opinion, fir, and ſitrah too; get gone; and 
let this malapert humour return thee no more, for afore hea- 
ven I'Il have thee toſt in blankets. 

Tharſalio. 
In blankets, madam | you muſt add your ſheets, and you 
mult be the toſſer. 
Rebusr 
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e & as you're fn 

a 'are as groſs as you're s 

4 a | Thar/alio. MM 

And all one, fir, for J am neither. | 
Rebus 


Thou art both. 22 

Thou lieſt; K — 

| Keep up Four imicer, ard Rebus. 
 Hiarbas. 

Uſeſt thou thus his altitude's couſin ? 


Rebus, 
The place thou know'lt protects thee. 
7 Ti har r/alio, 

Tie up your valour then till another place turn me looſe to 

u; you are the lord (I take it) that woo'd my great miſtreſs 

re with letters from his Altitude ; which while ſhe was 
reading, your lotdfhip (to entertain time) ſtraddI'd, and feal'd 
your fingers ; as you would ſhew what an itching defire you 
had to get betwixt a 


arbas. 
'Slight, why does your 13 endure him? 
15 * N ff ebus. 
e place, the place, my lord. 
Be hi Feb, 
you his attorney 
; Hiarba: 


What would you do, fir? 
* Tharſalio. 
Make thee leap out at window, at which thou cam'ſt in 
whore's ſon, bag-pipe lords 


Eudora. 

Tharſalio. | 
What tameneſs is it in you, madam, to ſtick at the dif- | 
carding of ſuch a ſuitor? a lean lord, dubb'd with the lard 
of others : a diſeaſed lord too, that opening certain magick 
characters in an unlawful book, up ſtart as many aches in's 
bones, as there are ouches in his ſkin. Send him (miſtreſs) 
to the widow your tenant, the virtuous pandereſs, Arſace. 
I perceive he has crowns in's purſe, that make him proud of 
Vo Ls VI, K 4 ſtring ; 


| 
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a ſtring; let her pluck the gooſe therefore, and her maids 
dreſs him. * "of 


P Porabens, 4 
Still, my lord, ſuffer him ? 
| Rebas, 
The place, fir, believe it, the place! 
O good lord Rebus ! ox. nr like to be your's 
e the place is never to . 
that you need reſpect it ſo much, 
| Eudora, 
Thou wrong'ſt the noble gentleman, 
Tharſalio. | 
Noble gentleman ! a tumor, an impoſthume he is, madam ; 
a very haut-boy, a bag-pipe; in whom there is nothing but 
wind, and that none of the ſweeteſt neither. 
Eudora, 
Quit the houſe of him, by th' head and ſhoulders, 
| | Tharſalio. 
Thanks to your honour, madam; and my lord couſin the 
viceroy ſhall thank you. — | 


So ſhall he indeed, fir. 
Will you be gone, fir ? 

Tharſalio. 
Away, poor fellows ! 

Eudora. 


What is he made of ? or what devil ſees your childiſh and 
effeminate ſpirits in him, that thus ye ſhun him ? free us of 
thy fight; begone, or I proteſt thy life ſhall go. 

Tpbarſalio. 

Vet ſhall my ghoſt ſtay ſtill, and haunt thoſe beauties, 
And glories, that have render'd it immortal. 
But ſince I ſee your blood runs (for the time) 
High in that contradiction that fore-runs 
Trueſt agreements (like the elements, 

Fighting before they generate), and that time 

Mult be attended moſt in things moſt worth; 

I leave your honour freely; and commend 

That lite you threaten, when you pleaſe, to be 

| N . Adventur'd 


= 
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Adventur'd in your ſervice; ſo your honour 


Require it likewiſe. 
Do not come again. 
dg. | 
Tu come again, believe it, and again, [Exit. 


| as 
If he ſhall dare to come again, I charge you ſhut 
The doors upon him, 


You muſt ſhut them 8 
To all men elſe then, if it pleaſe your honour; 
For if that any enter, he'll be one. 
Eudora. 


I hope, 4: 1064 out. 
" 5 
Afore heaven, not a gone FO pleaſe your honour.) 


a, 
Thou lieſt, baſe aſs ; one man enforce a guard ! 
Tl turn ye all away (by our ifle's goddeſs) 
Tf he but ſet a foot within 2 gates. 
d. 


Your honour ſhall do well to have him poiſon'd. 
Hiarbas. 
Or begg d of your couſin the viceroy. [ Exeunt, 
Lyſander from his fland. 
Lyſander . 
This braving wooer hath the ſucceſs expected ; the favour 
I obtain'd made me witneſs to the ſport; and let his confi- 
dence be ſure, I'll give it him home. The news, by this, 
is blown through the four quarters of the city. Alas, good 
confidence! but the happineſs is, he has a forehead of proof; 
the ſtain ſhall never ſtick there, whatſoever his reproach be. 


Enter Tharſalio. 
; Lyſander . 
What, in diſcourſe ? 


alin, 
Hell and the furies take this vile encounter ! 
Who would imagine this Saturnian peacock 


K 2 Could 
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Could be ſo barbarous, to uſe a ſpirit 
Of my erection with ſuch * low reſpect ? : does: 
*Fore heaven it cuts my gall ;- but diſſemble it. | 


Lyſander . 
What! my noble lord ? 


3 f Tharſalio, 
Well, fir, that may be yet, and means to be. 


| ; k +» iy 
What means your lordſhip then to hang that head, that 
hath been ſo erected ? it knocks, fir, at your boſom, to come 
in and hide itſelf, | 
| Tharſalio. 


Not 2 jot. 


I hope by this time it needs fear no horns, 
Tharſalio. 
Well, fir, but yet that bleſſing runs not always in a blood. 
Lyſander, 
What, blanketed ? O the gods ! ſpurn'd out by grooms like 
a baſe * biſogno? thruſt out by th' head and ſhoulders? 
i Tharſalio. | . 
You do well, ſir, to take your pleaſure of me: (I may turn 
tables with you ere long.) 


What, has thy wit's fine engine taken cold ? art ſluff'd in 
th' head? can'ſt anſwer nothing? 


1 low reſpec? ?] The quartq reads, ved re-pett? The alteration by 
Mr. Dodſley. 5 | | 

® biſagno?] This is a term of contempt frequently uſed in our old 
plays. It is probably derived from the Ital. 6:ſogza, or the Fr. beſoin, 
want, need, and is generally applied to people in want, or of the lower 
rank. So, in Churchyard's Challenge, 1593, p. 85. © It may bee thought 
«that every mercinarie man and common hireling (taken up for a while, 
« or ferving a ſmall ſeaſon) is a ſouldier fit to be regiſtred, or honoured 
«© among the renouned ſort of warlike people. For ſuch numbers of 
& bezingnies, or neceſſarie inſtruments for the time, are to fall to their 
4 occupation when the ſervice is ended, and not to live idlely, or looke 
& for imbraſing.“ 

Again, in Love's Cure, by Beaumont and Fletcher, A. 2. S. 1. 

I know ye not! what are ye? hence, ye baſe beſognias.” 

See alſo the Notes of Mr. Theobald and Mr. Steevens to the Second 
Part of Aing Henry IV. A. 5. S. 3. 


Thar/alio, 
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Truth is, I like my entertainment the better, that *twas no 


better, 0 
ä be. 
Now the gods forbid that this opinion ſhould run in g 
blood ! 90 | | 
Tharſalio, e 
_— heard this principle, All things by firife an- 
Lyſander . 
Dogs and cats do, 
Tharſalio, 
And men and women too. 


Lyſander, 
Well, brother, in earneft, you have now ſet your confidence 
to ſchool, from whence I hope 't has brought home ſuch a 
leſſon, as will inſtru his maſter never after, to begin ſuch 
attempts as end 1n laughter, 
Tharſalio, 
Well, fir, you leſſon my confidence ſtill; I heavens 
your confidence have not more ſhallow ground (for that I 
know) than mine you reprehend fo, 


Lyſander, 
My confidence, in what? 
. Tharſalio. 
May be you truſt too much. 
Lyſander, 
Wherein ? 2 
| alio. 
In human frailty. 
Lyſander . 


Why, brother, know you aught that may impeach my con- 
fidence, as this — may — f hath 8 obſervatiou 
diſcovered any ſuch frailty in my wife? (for that is your aim 
I know) then let me know it. | 

Thar/alio. | 
Good, good. —Nay, brother, I write no books of obſerva» 
tions, let your confidence bear out itſelf, as mine ſhall me. 
Lyfander, | A 
That's ſcarce a brother's ſpeech, If there be aught wherein 
K 3 your 
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bene good. might nag; my be queſtions, en y 
. q : or” 
"0 Thar/alio. 


So, ſo—Nay, my ſaying was but general ; I glanc'd at no 


Lyſander, | 
Then muſt I preſs you farther. You ſpake, (as to your- 
ſelf, but yet I over-heard) as if you knew ſome diſpoſition of 
weakneſs where I moſt had fix'd my truſt. I challenge you 
to let me know what 'twas. | | 


Tharſalio, 
Brother, are you wile ? 
Lyſander. 
Why? 
Tharſalio. 
Be ignorant. Did you never hear of Acteon? 
Lyſander . 
What then ? 
Thar/alio. 


Curiofity was his death. He could not be content to 
adore Diana in her temple, but he muſt needs dog her to her 
retir'd pleaſures, and ſee her in her nakedneſs. Do you en- 
Joy the ſole privilege of your wife's bed ? have you no pretty 
Paris for your page ? no myſtical Adonis to front you there? 

f Lyſander, | 

I think none: I know not. 

Tharſalio. 

Know not ſtill, brother. Ignorance and credulity are your 
ſole means to obtain that blefſing. You ſee your greateſt 
clerk*, your wiſeſt politicians, are not that way fortunate; 
your learned lawyers would loſe a dozen poor mens cauſes to 

gain a leaſe on't but for a term. Your phyſician is jealous 
of his. Your ſages in general, by ſeeing too much, overſee 

their happineſs. Only your blockheadly tradeſman, your 

honeſt-meaning citizen; your 3 not-headed country gentle- 

: man: 


not beaded] “ So, in Chaucer's Canterbury Tales, the Yeman is thus 
« deſcribed : 
« A nott-head had he with a brown viſage. 
« A perſon is ſaid to be nott pated, when the hair was cut ſhort and _— 
« ay 
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man; your un-apprehending ſtinkard, is bleſt with the ſole 
tive of his wife's chamber ; for which he is yet be- 

Folden, not to his ſtars, but to his ignorance: for if he be 

wiſe, brother, I muſt tell you, the caſe alters. yd 

How do you reliſh theſe thingy brother ? | 


Paſſing ill. 
a Tharſalio. . 
So do ſick men ſolid meats, Heark ye, brother, are you 
not jealous ? 
Lyſander. 


No: do you know cauſe to make me? 
| Tharſalio, 
Hold you there; did your wife never ſpice your broth with 
a dram of ſublimate ? hath ſhe not yielded up the fort of her 
honour to a ns ſoldado ? and (taking courage from her 
guilt) plaid open bankrout of all ſhame, and run the country 
with him ? then bleſs your ſtars, bow your knees to Juno, 
Look where ſhe appears. : 


Enter Cynthia, Hylus. 
Cynthia. > 
We have ſought you long, fir; there's a meſſenger within, 
hath brought you letters from the court, and deſires your 


ſpeech. 
Ly/ander. 
I can diſcover nothing in her looks. —Go, I'll not be long. 
Cynthia. 


Sir, it is of weight, the bearer ſays; and, beſides, much 
haſtens his departure. -Honourable brother, cry mercy: 
what, in a conqueror's ſtile ? but come and overcome? 


Warſalio. 
A freſh courſe, 


« Ray ſays, the word is ſtil! uſed in Eſſex, for polled or born. Vide Ray 
“Coll. p. 108. Morell's Chaucer, 8vo. p. 11. Vid. Jun. Etym. ad 
« verb.” Dr. Percy's Note to the Firſt Part of Xing Henry IV. A. S. 4. 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on the ſame paſſage. N 

Mr. Tyrrwhit explains A not-head ; „A head like a nut; from the hair, 
“e probably, being cut ſhort, It has fince been called a Round-head, for 
« the ſame reaſon.” Note to Chaucer, vol. IV. p. 195. 
K 4 Cynthia, 


ww, 
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Alas! you ſes of how flight metal widows vows are made, 
he pes. e ? | 
Vet for the honour of our ſex, boaſt not abroad this your 
eaſy conqueſt ; another might perhaps have ſtaid longer below 
ſtairs ; but it was your confidenes, that ſurpriz d her love. 


. Iylus. , | 
My uncle hath inſtructed me how to accoſt an honourable 


lady; to win her, not by _ but by ſurprize, 


ar 
The whelp and all! | 
| Hylus. 


_ Good uncle, let not your near honours ehange your man- 
ners; be not forgetful of your promiſe to me, touching your 
kidy's daughter, Laodice, My fancy runs fo upon't, that I 
dream every night of her, 3 

| Tharſalio. 


A good chicken ! go thy ways, thou haſt done well ; eat 
bread with thy meat. 
Cynthia. 


Lyſander, 


| Cynthia, | 
PI not ſtir a foot without you. I cannot ſatisfy the meſ- 
ſenger's impatience. . 
 Lyſander. 
[He tales Tharſalio afide.} Will you not reſolve me, 
brother ? | | 


| come, fir, will you in? 


T1! follow you. 


Tharſalio, 
Of what? : 
[Lyſander famps, and goes out vex'd with Cynthia, 
| Hylos, and Ero. | 


So, there's * veny for veny; I have given't him i'th' ſpeed- 
ing place for all his confidence, Well, out of this perhaps 
| there 

4 deny for very] i. e, touch for touch, bout for bout; technical terms 


at fencing and cudgel-playing from the French venue, See Cotgrave. 
The 
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there may be moulded matter of more mirth, than my baf- 
fing, It frall go hard, but Plt make my conſtant fiſter act as 
famous a ſcene as Virgil did his miſtreſs, who caus d all the 
fire in Rome to fail, {> that none could light a torch, but at 
ter noſe. Now forth: At this houſe dwells a virtuous dame, 
ſometime of worthy fame; now, like a decayd merchant, 
turn'd broker, arid retails refuſe commodities for unthrifty gal- 
lants. Her wit I muſt employ upon this buſineſs, to 
my next encounter, but in fuch a faſhion as ſhall 5 make all 

it. Ho, madam Arface=pray heaven the oiſter· wives have 


not brought the news of my wooing hither amongſt their ſtale 
pilchards. N 


Enter Arſace, Tomaſin. 


a Arſace. 
What, my lord of the palace? 
Tharſalio. 
Look you | 
Arſace. 
Why, this was done like a beaten ſoldier. | 
Tharſalio. 5 


Heark, I muſt ſpeak with you. I have a ſhare for you, i 
this rich adventure. You mult be the aſs charg'd with crowns 


to make way to the fort, and I the conqueror to follow and 
ſeize it, Seeſt thou this, jewel? e 


p Arſace. 
Ist come to that ? why, Tomaſin. 


Tomaſiu. 
Madam. 8 


The word appears to have been out of faſhion with the fantaſtick gal- 
lants of the times very early. Captain Bobadil, in Every Man in his 
Humour, A. 1. 3. 5. ſays, in anſwer to Maſter Matthew's requeſt for one 
venue, © Venue! fie; Moſt groſs denomination as ever I heard: O, the 
„ ſtoccata, while you live, fir, note that.” | | 
The Old Law, f 2 3. Ka. | 
I've breath enough at all times, Lucifer's muſkcat, 
« To give your perfum'd worſhip three venues ; 
A ſound old man puts his thruſt better home, 
Than a ſpic'd young man.” | 
5 make all ſplit] This expreſſion is to be found in many of our old 
plays. See the Notes of Dr. Farmer, Mr. Steevens, and Mr. Malone, to 
Mid/ummer-Night's Dream, A. I. 8. 2. 
| Arſace. 
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| Ar 
| n 
gentleman was ſped ? 8 


omafin. 
That he did, and how her honour — nn 


him in very familiar manner. 
Arſace. 


| And brought him down Fs herſelf. 
T omaſin. 
Ay, forſooth, and commanded bars her RA 


8. 
| Tharſalio. 
"Slight, pelted with rotten eggs! 
Arjace. 
Nay more, that he had already poſſeſs'd her ſheets. 
Tomaſin. 
No indeed, miſtreſs, *twas her blankets, 
Tharſalio. 
_ you young hedge-ſparrow, learn to tread afore you be 
feds” [He kicks ber out, 


wel 1 have you done now, lady, : 


O, my ſweet kill-buck. 
Tharſalio. 

You now, in your ſhallow pate, think this a diſgrace to me; 
ſuch a difgrace as is a battered helmet on a ſoldier's head, it 
doubles his reſolution, Say, ſhall I ule thee ? 

© Arſace, 


Uſe me! 
Tharfalio, 
0 holy reformation ! how art thou fallen down from the 
pper-bodies of the church to the ſkirts of the city! Honeſty 
is ſtripp'd out of his true ſubſtance into verbal nicety. Com- 
ö mon finners ſtartle at common terms; and they that by whole 
mountains ſwallow down the deeds of darkneſs, a poor mote of 
a familiar word makes them turn up the white o'the eye. 
Thou art the lady's tenant, 


Arſace, 
For term, fir, 
Thar/alio. 


ace. 
s ſerving men tell us that this 
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\ Tharſalio. * . 

A good induction: be ſuceeſsful for me, make me lord of 
the palace, and thou ſhalt hold thy tenement. to thee and thine 
heirs for ever, in free ſmockage, as of the manor of panderage : 


vided always— 
oth , Arſace. 


Nay, if yon take me unprovided— | | 
* « hani. | | 
Provided, I ſay, that thou mak'ſt thy repair to ber preſently 
with a plot I will inſtru thee in; and for thy ſurer accels to 
| her greatneſs, thou ſhalt preſent her, as from thyſelf, with this 


jewel. 
So her old grudge ſtand not betwixt her and me. 
Tharſalio. 


Fear not that. 
Preſents are preſent cures for female grudges : 
Make bad ſeem good; alter the n 


© 


ACTUS h. I 
Lyſander and Tharſalio. 


Lyſander. | 

\ O, now we are by ourſelves. Brother, that ill-relih'd 

ſpeech you'let ſlip from your tongue hath taken ſo 

hold of mv thoughts, that they will never give me reſt, till [ 

be reſolv'd what *rwas you ſaid, you know, touching my wife. 
Warſalio. 

Tuſh! I am weary of this ſubject, I ſaid not ſo, 

Lyſander. 

By truth itſelf you did! I over-heard you: come, it ſhall 
nothing move me, whatſoever it be; pr'ythee, unfold briefly 
what you know, 

Tharſ/alio, 


Why, briefly, brother, I know my ſiſter to be the wonder of 
the earth, and the envy of the heavens; virtuous, loyal, and 
what 


| 
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what not. Briefly, I know the hath vow'd, that till death, and 
after death, ſhe'll hold inviolate her bonds to you, and that her 
"Black fhall rake no other hue; all which I firmly believe. Ia 
bnef, brother, I know her to be a woman. But you know, 


brother, I have other irons on th'anvil. [ Going, 
" ; Lyfander. ye, 
You ſhall not leave me ſo unſatisfied ; tell me what it is you 
know. | a= 
Thar/alio. 


Why, brother, if you be ſure of your wife's loyalty for term 
of life, why ſhould you be curious to ſearch the almanacks for 
after-times ? whether ſome wandering Æneas ſhould enjoy your 
reverſion ; or whether your true turtle would fit mourning on 
a withered branch till Atropos cut her thread? Beware of 
curioſity, for who can refolve you? you'll ſay, perhaps, he 

vow. | 


Perhaps, I ſhall, 4 ; 
Thar/alio. 
Tuſh ! herſelf knows not what ſhe ſhall do, when ſhe is 
transformed into a widow. You are now a ſober and ſtaid 
gentleman : but if Diana, for your curioſity, ſhould tranſlate 
you into a monkey, do you know what gambols you ſhould 
play? your only way to be reſolv'd, is to die, and make trial 


Lyſander. | 
A dear experiment! then I muſt riſe again to be reſolv'd. 


. 6 whether your true turtle would fit mourning on a withered branch, &c.] 
Mr. Malone obſerves (Note on Winter's Tale, A. 5. S. 3.), that this 
ſeems to be imitated from the following paſſage in Lodge's Roſalynd or 
Eupbues golden Legacie, 1592 : 

« A turtle ſat upon a /caveleſ; tree, 

« Mourniny her abſent pheer * 

„With fad and ſorry cheere.— . 

« And whilſt her plumes ſhe rents, 

« And for her love laments, &c.“ 
Which alſo was probably what Shakſpeare had in his mind when he wrote 


the following lines : 


cc I, an old turtle, 


« Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough ; and there 
% My mate, that's never to be found again, 
„ Lament till I am loft.” 


Tharſalio. 
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Tharſalio. 

| You ſhall not need. I can ſend you ſpeedier advertiſement 

of her conſtancy by 7 the next ripier that rides that way with 

mackrel, And ſo I leave you. [Exit Tharſalio. 


All the furies in hell attend thee; he has givin me 
2A bone to tire on with a peſtilence. 'Slight! know? . 
W hat ean he know ? what can his eye obſerve | 
More than mine own, or the moſt piercing fight 
That ever viewed ber? by this light, I think 
Her privateſt thought may dare the eye of heaven, 
And challenge th'envious world to witneſs it. 
I know him for a wild corrupted youth, 
Whom profane ruffians, ſquĩres to bawds, and trumpets, 
Drunkards, ſpew'd out of taverns into th' ſinks 
Of tap-houſes and ſtews, revolts from manhood, 
9 Debauch'd perdues, have by their companies 
Turn'd devil, like themſelves, and ſtuff*d his foul 
With damn'd opinions, and unhallowed thoughts 


Of womanhood, of all humanity, 
Nay deity itſelf, 
Enter Lycus. 
Lyſander 0 


Welcome, friend Lycus. 


Have you met with your capricious brother? 
5 Lyſander . i 

He parted hence but now. 

Lycus. 


And has he vet reſolv'd you of that point you brake with me 


about ? 
Lyſander, 
Yes, he bids me die for tarther trial of her conſtancy. 


7 the next ripier] © Ripiers (riparil) „ ſays Minſhieu, “ be thoſe 
that uſe to bring fiſh from the ſea-coaft to the inner parts of the land. 
It is a word made of the Latin ripe, the banke or ſhoare.“ 

A bone to tire on] i. e. to peck at. A term of Falconry, See Note 
36 to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 299. 

9 Debauch'd perdues] i. e F ellows undone hy debauchery, 8. 
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_ © That were ſtrange phyfick for a jealous patient; to cure his 
thirſt with a draught of poiſon. Faith, fir, diſcharge 'your 
thoughts on't ; think *twas but a buz devis'd by him to ſet 
cs brains a work, and divert your eye from his diſgrace, 
world hath written your wife in higheſt lines of honour'd 
fame; her virtue's ſo admir'd in this 12 as the report thereof 
ſounds in foreign ears; and ſtrangers oft arriving here (as 
ſome rare ſight) deſire to view her preſence, thereby to com- 
re the picture with the original. Nor think he can turn 
B far rebel to his blood, | | . 
Or to the truth itſelf, to miſconceive 
Her ſpotleſs love and loyalty: perha 
Oft hee heard you hold her faich © ſacred, 
As you being dead, no man might ſtir a ſpark 
Of virtuous love, in way of ſecond bonds; 
As if you at your death ſhould carry with you 
Both branch and root of all affection: 
*T may be, in that point he's an infidel, 
And thinks your confidence may over-ween. 
Lyſander, 


So think not I. 
Lycus. 
Nor I: if ever any made it good, 
I am reſolw'd, of all, ſhe'll prove no changling. 
a . 
Well, I muſt yet be farther farisfied ; 
And vent this humour by ſome ſtrain of wit, 
Somewhat I'll do: but what, I know not yet. [ Excunt. 


Enter Sthenia, Ianthe. 


Sthenia. 
Paſſion of virginity, Iauthe, how ſhall we quit ourſelves of 
this pandereſs, that is ſo importunate to ſpeak with us? Is ſhe 


known to be a pandereſs ? 
Tanthe, 


Ay, as well as we are known to be waiting women. 
Sthenia. 


A ſhrew take your compariſon. 
2 | | Tanthe. 
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lanthe, | 
Let's call out Argus, that bold aſs, that never weighs what 
he does, or ſays, but walks and talks like one in a IP to 
relate her attendance to 3 and preſent her. 
4, 


Who, an't pleaſe your honour? none ſo fit to ſet on any 


= gm oit, 


Enter Argus bare. 
Argus, 
What's the matter, wenches ? 
 Sthemia. 
You muſt tell my lady, here's a gentlewoman call'd Arſace, 
her honour's tenant, attends her, to impart 3 buſineſs 


to her. 
| Argus. 
I will preſently. [Exi Argus. 
Iantbe. 
Well, the has a welcome preſent, to bear out her _— 
come preſence; and I never knew but a * gift would 
welcome a bad perſon to the pureſt, —Arſace 


Enter Arſace. 
Arſace. 
Ay, miſtreſs, 
Sthenia. 


Give me preſent Tu do all I can to make wa both 
for it and — : , 
Arſace. 


You ſhall bind me to your ſervice, lady. 
| Sthenia. 


Stand unſeen. 


Enter Lycus, Eudora, Loadice, Rebus, Hiarbus, Piorabeus, 
coming after ; Argus coming to Eudora, 
Argus. 
Here's a gentlewoman (an't 
Pleaſe your honour) one of your tenants, 
Deſires acceſs to you. 


Eudora. 
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Eudora. 
What tenant ? what's her name? 


Argus. 


The bawd, madam ? * that's without «ny pri vity. 


udora, 
Out, afs! know'ſt not thou the pand'reſs Arſace ? 
Sthenia. 
She preſents your honour with this jewel. 
Zuuor 


4. 

This jewel ? how came the by ſuch a jewel ? 

She bas had great cuſtomers, 8 
Argus. 

She had need, madam, ſhe fits at a great rent. 

Eudora. 

Alas! for your great rent: Pll keep her jewel, and keep 

you her out, ye were beſt: ſpeak to me for a pand'reſs ! 


| Argus. 
What ſhall we do? 8 
_ Sthema. 
So to; let us alone — Arſace. 


i 


Ay, lad x 
8 | Sthenia. | 
You muft pardon us, w& cannot obtain your acceſs, 


Arſace, 
Mrs. Sthenia, tell her honour, if I get not acceſs to her, 


and that inſtantly, ſhe's undone. 
$thenta. 


This is ſomething of importance—Madam, the ſwears your 
honour is undone, it ſhe ** not with you inſtantly. 


a. 
Undone! 
Arſacr. 
: Pay her, for her honour's ſake, to give me inſtant acceſs 
to her. 
4 | Stbenia. 
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Sthenia.. 
She makes her buſineſs your honour, madam, and en- 
treats, for the good of that; her inſtant ſpeech with 255 


Eudora. 
How comes my hononr in queition ? bring her to me. 


Exter Arſace. 


| Hirſace, 
Our Cyprian goddeſs ſave your good honour ! 
Zuclora. 

Stand you off, I pray How dare you, miſtrefs, importune 
accels to me thus, conſidering the laſt warning I gave tor- 
your abſence ? 

Arſace, | 

Becauſe, madam, I have been mov'd by your honour's laſt 
moſt chaſte admonition, to leave the offenſive lite I led before. 

Eudora. 

Ay! have you leſt it then: 

Arſace. 

Ay, I affure your honour, unleſs it be for the 1 of 
two or three poor ladies, that have prodigal knights to their 
huſbands. 

Eudora. 


Out on thee, impudent ! 

Arſace, 

Alas, madam! we would all be glad to live in our callings. 

Eudora. 
Is this the reform'd life thou talk'ſt on? 
Arſace. 

I beſeech your good honour miſtake me not ; [ boaſt of 

nothing but my charity ; that's the worſt, 
Eudora. 

You get theſe jewels with charity, no doubt. But what's 
the point in which my honour ſtands endanger'd, I pray ? 

 Arſace. 

In care of that, madam, TR preſum'd to offend your 
chaſte eyes with my preſence. Hearing it reported tor truth, 
and generally, that your honour will take to huſband a young 
gentleman of this city called Tharſaliy—— 

Eudora. 
I take him to huſband ! 
Vol. VI, L Arſace, 
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Arſace. 4 2 
If your honour does, you are utterly undone; for he's 


the moſt incontinent, and infatiate man of women, that ever 
Venus bleſt with ability to Fee them. 
: udora. 

Let him be the devil, I abhor his thought; and could I 

be inform'd particularly of any of theſe flanderers of mine 
honour, he ſhould as dearly dare it, as any thing wherein his 
| life were endanger'd, 

| Arſace. | 
Madam, the report of it is ſo ſtrongly confident, that 1 
fear the ſtrong deſtiny of marriage is at work in it. But if it 
be, madam, let your honour's known virtue reſiſt and defy 
it for him; for not a hundred will ſerve his one turn. I pro- 
teſt to your honour, when (Venus pardon me!) I wipk'd at 
my unmaidenly exerciſe, I have known nine in a night made 


mad with his love, 
Eudora, , 


What, tel {t thou me of his love? I tell thee, I abhor him; 
and deſtiny muſt have another mould for my thoughts, than 
nature or mine honour ; and a witchcraft above both, to tranſ- 
torm me to another ſhape, as ſoon as to another conceipt of him, 

Arſace, 

Then is your good honour juſt as I pray for you; and, 
good madan, even for your virtue's ſake, and comfort of all 
your dignities and poſſeſſions, fix your whole womanhood 
againſt him. He will fo inchant you, as never man did 
woman: nay, a goddefs (ſay his light houſewives) is not 
worthy of his ſweetneſs, 

. ; : Eudora, 


Go to, be gone. 
Arſace. 


Dear madam, your honour's moſt perfect admonitions 
have brought me to ſuch a hate of theſe imperfections, that 
T could not but attend you with my duty, and urge his un- 
reaſonable manhood to the fill. 

: Eudora. 
Manhood ! quoth you ? 
| Arſace, 
Nay, beaſtlyhood I might fay, indeed, madam, but for 
faving your honour ; nine in a night, ſaid [? 
Eudora, 
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an: Eudora. 
Go to, no more. 
Arſace. 
No more, madam ? that's enough one would think. 
| Eudora, | 
Well, be gone, I bid thee. 
Arſace, 


Alas. madam, your honour is the chief of our city; and to 
whom ſhall I complain of theſe inchaſtities, (being your lady- 


ſhip's reform'd tenant) but to you that are chaſteſt ? 
Eudora. 
I pray thee go thy ways, and let me ſee this reformation 


you pretend continued. 


Arſace. 
8 humbly thank your good honour, that was firſt cauſe 
0 It. 
: Eudor a, 
Here's a complaint as ſtrange as my ſuitor, 
| r/ace. 
I be'eech your good honour think upon him, make him an 
example. 
Eudora. 
Yet again ? 
Arſace. 
All my duty to your excellence, [Exit Arſace. 
| Eudora. 


Theſe ſorts of licentious perſons, When they are once re- 
claimed, are moſt vehement againſt licence. But it is the 
courſe of the world, to diſpraiſe faults ad uſe them, that fo 
we may uſe them the ſafer. What might a wife widow re- 
ſolve upon this point now ? Contentment 1s the end of all 
worldly beings : beſhrew her, would ſhe had ſpared her news. 


[ Exit. 
| Rebus. 
See if ſhe take not a contrary way, to free herſelf of us. 
Hiarhbas. 
You muſt complain to his altitude. 
P ?/or abeus. 


All this for trial is; you mult indure, 


That will have wives ; nought elſe with them is ſure. [ Zæcunt. 
L 2 Enter 
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hon Enter Tharſalis, Arſace. 


Haſt thou been admitted then? . | © « 
Arſace, | 

Admitted! ay, into her heart, ** Pl able jit; never was 
man ſo prais'd with a diſpraiſe; nor fo ſpoken for, in being 
rail'd on. T'll give you my word, I have fet her heart upon 
as tickliſh a pin as the needle of a dial, that will never let it 
reſt till it be in the right poſition. 

| Tharſalio. 

Why doſt thou imagine this? 

5 Arſace. | 

Becauſe I faw Cupid ſhoot in my words, and open his 
wounds in her looks. Her blood went and came of errands 
betwixt her face and her heart; and theſe changes, I can 
tell you, are ſhrewd tell - tales. | 

Tharſalio. 
Thou ſpeak'ſt like a doctreſs in thy faculty; but howſo- 
ever, for all this foil, I'll retrieve the game once again; he's 
a ſhallow gameſter that for one diſpleaſing caſt gives up fo 
fair a game for loſt. | 
Arſace. 


Well, *twas a villainous invention of thine, and had a ſwift 
operation; it took like ſulphur. And yet this virtuous coun- 
teſs hath to my ear ſpun out many a tedious lecture of pure 
filters thread againſt concupiſcence ; but ever with ſuclt an 
affected zeal, as my mind gave me, ſhe had a kind of ſecret 
titillation to grace my poor houſe ſometimes, but that ſhe 
fear'd a ſpice of the ſciatica, which, as you know, ever runs 
in the blood— 

| Tharſalio. 


And, as you know, ſoaks into the bones. But to fa 
truth, theſe angry heats, that break out at the lips of thels 
ſtreight-lac'd ladies, are but as ſymptoms of a huſtful fever that 
boils within them ; for wherefore rage wives at their huſbands 
ſo, when they fly out; for zeal againſt the fin? 5 


. 


10 able it;] An old phraſe, ſignifying to undertake, or anſwer for 
ene. So, in King Lear, A. 4. S. 7: | 
Nane does offend, none, I ſay, none TI able em. 


- | Arſact, 
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| Arſace, 
No ; but becauſe they did not purge that ſin. 
Tharſalio. | 
Thou'rt a notable ſyren; and I ſwear to thee, if I proſper, 
not only to give thee thy manor-houſe gratis, but to marry thee 
to ſome one knight or other, and bury thy trade in thy lady- 


ſhip : Go, be gone. [ Exit Arlace, 
Enter Lycus. 
: Tharſalio, 
What news, Lycus ? where's the lady ? 
Lycus. 
Retir'd into her orchard, 
Tharſalis. 
A pregnant badge of love; ſhe's melancholy, 
| Lycus. 185 | 


'Tis with the fight of her Spartan woer ; but howſoever it 
18 with her, you have practis'd ſtrangely upon your brother, 
Tharſal:o, | 


Why fo? 
Lycus 


You had almoſt lifted his wit off the hinges. That ſpark 
jealouſy falling into his dry melancholy brain, had well near 
ſet the whole houſe on fire. | , 

Tharſalio. | 
No matter, let it work; I did but pay him in's own coin. 
*Sfoot, he plied me with ſuch a volley of unſeaſon d ſcoffs, as 
would have made patience itſelf turn ruffian, attiring itſelf in 
wounds and blood, But is his humour better qualified then ? 

Lycus, 

Ves, but with a medicine — parts more dangerous than the 
ſickneſs, You know how ſtrange his dotage ever was on his 
wife, taking ſpecial glory to have her love and loyalty to him 
ſo renown'd abroad: to whom ſhe oftentimes hath vow'd con- 
ſtancy after life, till her own death had brought, forſooth, her 
widow-troth to bed. This he joy'd in ſtrangely, and was 
therein of infallible belief, till your ſurmiſe began to ſhake it: 
which hath loos'd it ſo, as now there's nought can ſettle it but 


a trial, which he's reſolv'd upon. 
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| Tharjalo, 
As how, man? as how? 
Lycus, | 
He is reſolved to follow your advice, to die and make trial of 
her ttablenclſs; and you muſt lend yoor hand to it. 
| Tharſalia. 
What, to cut's throat? 
| Lycus. 
To forge a rumour of his death, to uphold it by circum+ 
ſtance, maintain a publick face ot mourning, and all things 


appertaining. en 
r/alio. 


Ay, but the means, man A what time ? what probability ? 
cus. 

Nay, I think he has not lick'd his whelp into full ſhape yet, 

but you ſhall ſhortly hear on't, . 
| Tharſalio. 
And when ſhall this ſtrange conception ſee light ? 
Lycus. | | 

Forthwith ; there's nothing ſtays him but ſome odd buſineſs 
of import, which he muſt wind vp, leſt perhaps his ablence, 
by occaſiqn of his intended trial, be prolonged abore his aims, 

| Tharſalio, 

Thanks for this news, i'faith.. This may perhaps prove 
happy to my nephew, Truth is, I love my filter well, and 
muſt acknowledge her more than ordinary virtues ; but ſhg 
hath ſo poſſeſs'd my brother's heart with vows and diavowings, 
ſeal'd with oaths, af ſecqnd nuptials, as in that confidence he 
hath inveſted her in all his ſtace, the ancient inheritance of 
our family, and left my * and the reſt to hang upon her 
py deyotipn ; ſo as, he dead, and the matching (as I am re- 
olved ſhe will) with ſome young prodight, what muſt enſue, 
but her poſt-ifſue meg and our houſe, already ſinking, 
buried quick in ruin? But this trial may remove it; and 
ſince tis come to this, mark but the iſſue, Lycus ; for all theſe 
Jolemn vows, if I do not make her prove in the handling as 
weak as a wafer, ſay I loſt my time in travel, This reſolution 
then has ſet his wits in joint again, he's quiet? 

; 0 


Ves, and talks of you again in che faireſt manner, liſtens 
after your ſpeed, 
; a TVarſalio. 
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| Tharſalio. 
Nay, he's paſſing kind; but I am glad of this trial for all 
that. f | 


Which he thinks to be a flight beyond your wing. 
Fa | Tharſalio. | 
But he will change that thought ere long. My bird you 
ſaw even now ſings me good news, and makes hopeful ſigns 
to ME, s 


Lycus. : 
Somewhat can I ſay too; ſince your meſſenger's departure, 
her ladyſhip hath been ſomething alter'd, more penſive than 
before, — took occaſion to queſtion of you what your ad- 
dictions were? of what taſte your humour was? of what cut 
you wore youf wit? and all this in a kind of diſdainful ſcorn. - 
| Tharſalio. | 
Good. calendars, Lycus. Well, I'll pawn this jewel with 
thee, my next encounter ſhall quite alter my brother's judg- 
ment. Come, let's in; he mall commend it for a diſcreet and 
honourable attempt, 
Men's judgments ſway on that ſide fortune leans, 
Thy wiſhes ſhall aſſiſt me. g 
Lycus, 
And my means, [Exeunt, 


Enter Argus, Clinias, Sthenia, Ianthe. 


| Argus, | 
1 muſt confeſs I was ignorant what it was to court a lady 


till now. 
Sthenia. 
And I pray you what is it now ? 


To court her, I perceive, is to woo her with letters from 
court ; for ſo this Spartan lord's court-diſcipline teacheth. 
Sthenia. 
His lordſbip hath procur'd a new pacquet from his altitude. 
Clinias. 
If he bring no better ware than letters in's pacquet, I ſhall 
greatly doubt of his good ſpeed. 
| g L 4 Janthe. 


4 
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| Tanthe, | 

If his lordſhip did but know how gracious his aſpect is tomy 

lady in this ſolitary humour. | 
Clinias. | 
Well, theſe retired walks of her's are not uſual, and bode 
ſome alteration in her thoughts, What may be the caute, 
Sthenia ? | 
| Sthenta. 


Nay, *twould trouble Argus, with his hundred eyes, to dee 
ſcry the cauſe. ATP | : 
| ' Jantbe. 


Venus keep her upright, that ſhe fall not from the ſtate of 
her honour; my fear 1s, that ſome of theſe ſerpentine ſuitors 
will tempt her from her conſtant vow of widowhood ; if they 
do, good night to our good days, 

Sthenia. f 

*Twere a fin to ſuſpect her; I have been witneſs to fo 
many of her feartul proteſtations to our late lord againſt that 
courſe ; to her infinite oaths imprinted on his lips, and ſeal'd 
in his heart with ſuch imprecations to her bed, if ever it 
ſhould receive a ſecond impreſſion; to her open and often 
deteſtation of that inceſtuous life (as ſhe term'd it) of widows 
marriages, as being but a kind of lawful adultery, like uſury, 
perinitted by the law, not approv'd ; that to wed a ſecand, 
was no better than to cuckold the firſt; that women would 
entertain wedlock as one body, as one life, beyond which there 
were no deſire, no thought, no repentance from it, no reſti- 
tution to it; ſo as if the Fonſcience of her vows ſhould not 
reſtrain her, yet the world's ſhame to break ſuch a conſtant rę- 
ſolution ſhould repreſs any ſuch motion in her. 

| Argus. : 

Well, for her vows, they — gone to heaven with her huſ- 
band; they bind not upon earth: and as for women's reſo- 
lutions, I muſt tell you, the planets, and (as Ptolemy ſays) 
the winds, have a great ſtroke in them. Truſt not my learn- 

ng,i f her late ſtrangeneſs and exorbitant ſolitude be not hatch- 
1g ſome new monſter, | 
lanthe, 

Well applied, Argus; make you huſbands monſters ? 


Argul. 
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Argus, 
I ſpoke of no huſbands ; but you wenches have the preg- 
pant wits to turn monſters into huſbands, as you turn huſbands 


into monſters. | 
1 ; Sthenia. | 


Well, Ianthe, *wwere high time we made in, to part our 

lady and her Spartan woocr. 
Tanthe. 
We ſhall appear to her like the two fortunate ſtars in a 
- tempeſt, to ſave the ſhipwreck of her patience, 
Sltbenia. : 

Ay, and to him too, I believe; for by this time he hath 

ſpent the laſt dram of his news, 


Argus, 
That is, of his wit, 
| Sthinig. 
Juſt, good wittals, 
Tanthe. 


If not, and that my lady be not too deep in her new dumps, 
we ſhall hear from his lord:hip what ſuch a lord faid of his 
wife the firſt night he embrac'd her; to what gentleman ſuch 
a count was beholden for bis fine children; what voung lady 
ſuch an old count ſhould marry ; what 1evels ; what preſent- 
ments are towards, aud * who penn'd the pegmas, and fo 
forth: and yet for all this, I know her harſh ſuitor hath wr'd 
her to the uttermoſt ſcruple of her torbearance, and will do 
more, unleſs we two, like a pair of ſheers, cut aſunder the 
thread of his diſcourſe. 

Sthenia. 

Well then, let's in; but, my maſters, wait you on your 
charge at your perils g fee that you guard her approach from 
any more intrudets. 

Janthe, 

Excepting young Tharſalio. 

' Sthenta, 

True, excepting him indeed; for a guard of men is not 
able to keep him out, an't pleaſe your honour, 


It who penn'd the pegmas,] i. e. the bills fix'd up at pageants, to give 
ſome account of their contents. 8. 


5 | | Argus, 


i 
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Argus, 
O wenches ! that's the property of true valour, to promiſe 
like a pigmy, and perform like a giant. If he come, I'll be 
ſworn Fil do my lady's * upon him. 
aut . 


What, beat him out? 
Sthenia. 


| If he ſhould, Tharſalio would not take it ill at his hands; 
for he does but his lady's commandment, | 


Enter Tharſalio, 


Argus, 
Well! by Hercules he comes not here, 
Sthenia, | 
By Venus! but he does; or elſe ſhe hath heard my lady's 
prayers, and ſent ſome gracious ſpirit in his likeneſs to fright 
away that Spartan wover that haun:s her. 


Thar/alio. 
There ſtand her centinels. 
Argas. 
*Slight, the ghoſt appears again! 
| Tharſalio. 
Save ye, my quondam fellows in arms; ſave ye, my women. 
J 1 Sthenia, | 
| Your women, ſir ? 
Thar/alio. 


"Twill be ſo. What, no courteſies? no preparation of 
grace? obſerve me, I adviſe you tor your own ſakes. 
Janthe, 
For your own fake I adviſe you to pack hence, leſt your 
impudent valour coſt you dearer than you think, 
| Clintas, 
What ſenſeleſs boldneſs is this, Tharſalio ? 
Argus. 
Well faid, Clinias, talk to him. 
Clinias, | 
I wonder, that notwithſtanding the ſhame of your laſt en- 
tertainment, and threatenings of worſe, you would yet preſume 


to trouble this place again, : 
 Tharſalio, 
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Thatſalio, 

Come, y'are a widgeon ; with your Hat, fir, acknow- 
ledge forecalt is better than labour. Are you ſquint-ey'd ? 
can you not ſee afore you? A little fforefight, I can tell you, 
might ited you much, as the ſtars ſhine now, * n 

| Clinias. | 

"Tis well, ſir, tis not for nothing your brother is aſham'd 
on vou; but, fir, you mult know, we are charg'd to bar your 
entrance. 

Tharſalio. 

But ** whifler, know you, that who ſo ſhall dare to execute 

that charge, I'll be his executioner. 
Argus. 
By Jove! Clinias, wetkinks the gentleman ſpeaks very 


honourably, 
Tlarſalio. 3 

Well, I fee this houſe needs reformation; here's a fellow 
ſtands behind now, of a forwarder inſight than ye all. What 
place haſt thou? 

Argus. 

What place you pleaſe, ſir. 

Tharſalio. 

Law you, fir! here's a fellow to make a gentleman-uſher, 
fir, I diſcharge you of the place, and do here inveſt thee 
into his room; make much of thy hair, thy wit will ſuit it 
rarely. And for the full poſſeſſion of thine office, come, uſher 
me to thy lady; and to keep thy band ſupple, take this 


from me. 
Argus. 
No bribes, fir, ant pleaſe your worſhip. 
Tharſalio. 

Go to, thou do'ſt well, but pocket it for all that ; tis no 

impair to thee, the greateſt do't. 
Argus. 

Sir, 'tis your love only that I reſpect; but ſince out of your 
love you pteate to beſtow it upon me, it were want of court- 
ſhip in me to refuſe it; Pll acquaint my lady with your 
coming. [Exit Argus, 


12 er,] See Note 22 to The City Match, vol, IX. 17 rde 
hgarſulio. 


Fa 
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- Tharſalio. {ian 
How ſay by this ? Have not I made a fit choice, that hath 
ſo ſoon attain'd the deepeſt myſtery of his profeſſion ? Googl 


ſooth, wenches, a few couriefies had not been caſt away upon 
your new lord, | | 
Sthenia. 


We'll believe that, when our lady has a new ſon of your 
Enter Argus, Eudora, Rebus, Hiarbas, Pſorabeus. 


Eudora. 
What's the matter? who's that you ſay is come ? 
A. 


5. 
The bold gentleman, an't — your honour. 
xdora. 
Why, thou fleering aſs thou! 
Argus. 
An't pleaſe your honour — 
5 Eudora. 
Did not I forbid his approach, by all the charge and duty 


of thy ſervice ? 
Tharſalio. 


Madam, this fellow only is intelligent; for he truly under. 
ſtood your command, according to the ſtile of the court of 
Venus ; that is, by contraries 28 you forbid, you bid. 
dora. 
; By heaven! I'll diſcharge my houſe of ye all. 
Larſalio. N 
You ſhall not need, madam ; for I have already caſhier'd 
your officious uſher here, and choſe this for his ſucceſſor. 


FE; + Eudora. 
O incredible boldneſs ! 
Tharſalio. 


Madam, I come not to command your love with enforc'd 
letters, nor to woo you with tedious ſtories of my pedigree, as 
he who draws the thread of his deſcent from Leda's diſtatf, 
when 'tis well known his grandfire cried coneyſkins in Sparta. 

Rebus, | 


| Whom mean you, fir? 
| Tharſalis., 
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| Tharſalio. 1 
Sir, I name none but — firſt ſhall name himſelf. | 
* / . : 
The place, fir, I tell you ſtill, and this goddeſs's fair pre- 
ſence, or elſe my reply ſhould take a far other form upon t. 
| Tharſalio. © en 
If it ſhould, fir, I would make your lordſhip an anſwer 
Argus. 
Anſer's Latin for a wo pleaſe your honour. 
a 


Well noted, gander; and what of that? 
Ar 


Zur. | | 

Nothing, an't pleaſe your honour, but that he ſaid he would 
make his lordſhip an anſwer. | | 
Eudora. 

Thus every fool mocks my poor ſuĩtor. Tell me, thou moſt 
frontleſs of all men, did'ſt thou (when thou had*ſt means to 
note me beſt) ever obſerve ſo baſe a tem pe r in me, as give 
any glance at ſtooping to my vaſſal ? 

Tharſalio. 
Your drudge, madam, to do your drudgery. 
Eudora. 

Or am I now ſo ſcant of worthy ſuitors, that may advance 
mine honour, advance my eſtate, itrengthen my alliance (it I 
liſt to wed) that I mult ſtoop to make my foot my head ? 

Tharſalio. 

No, but your ſide, to keep you warm a-bed. But, madam, 
vouchſafe me your patience to that point's ſerious anſiver ; 
though I confeſs, to get higher place in your graces, I could 
wiſh my fortunes more honourable, my perſon more gracious, 
my mind -more adorn'd with noble and heroical virtues ; yet, 
madam (that you think not your blood diſparag'd by mixture 
with mine), deign to know this: Howſoever I once, only for 
your love, diſguis'd myſelf in the ſervice of your late lord and 
mine; yet my deſc int is as honourable as the proudeſt of your 
Spartan attempter, who, by unknown quills or conduits under 
ground, draws his pedigree from Lycurgus his great toe to 
the viceroy's little finger, and from thenca to his own elbow, 
where it will never leave itching, 

Rebus, 


+ 
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5 Retas. Sh 
Tis well, fir, preſume {ill of the place. 
Tharſalio. 


_ *Sfoot, madam, am I the firſt great perſonage that hath 
ſtoop'd to diſguiſes for love? what think you of our country- 
man Hercules, that for love put on Owphale's apron, 
and fat ſpinning amongit her wenches, . while his miſtreſs 
wore his lion's ſkin, and lamb-tſkin'd him, it he did not his 
buſineſs ? | 

| Eudora. . 

Mott fitly thou reſembl'ſt thy ſelf to that violent outlaw, that 
claĩm'd all other men's poſſeſſions as his own by his mere 
valour. For what leſs haſt thou done ? Come into my houſe, 
beat away theſe honourable perſons, 

| Tharfalio. 
That I will, madam, —Hence, ye Sparta- velvets. 
: Pſorabeus. 
Hold, ſhe did not mean ſo. 
oy Tharſalio. 

Away, I ſay, or leave your lives I proteſt here. 
of |  #Hiarbas. 

Well, fir, his altitude ſhall know you. l 
| Kebus. 
Pl do your errand, ſir. a [ Exeunt, 

Mt by Tharſalio. 
Do. good couſin Altitude; and beg the reverſion of the next 
lady: tor Dido has betroth'd her love ro me. By this fait 
band, ma. am, a fair riddance of this Caledonian boar. 
| Eudora. 
O molt prodigious audaciouſreſs ! 
Tharſalio, 

True, madam ; O fie upon em, they are intolerable. And 
J cannot but adwire your ſingular virtue of paticnce, not com- 
mon in your ſex, and muſt theretore carry with it ſome rare 
indowwent of other maſculine and heroical virtues; to hear 
a rude Spartan court ſo ingenuous a lady, with dull news from 
Athens, or the viceroy's court; how many dogs were ſpoil'd 
at the laſt bull-baiting; what ladies dubb'd their huſbands 
knights, and fo forth, | 
| Eudora 


. Eudora. | 

But haſt thou no ſhame ? no ſenſe of what diſdain I ſhew'd 
thee in my laſt entertainment ? chaſing thee from my preſence, 
and charging thy duty, not to attempt the like intruſon for 
thy life; and dart thou yet approach me in this unmannerly 
manner? No queition this deſperate boldneſs cannot chooſe 
but go accompanied with other infinite rudeneſſes. | 

 Thar/alio, | 

Good madam, give not the child an unfit name; term it not 
boldneſs, which the ſages call true confidence, founded on the 
molt infallible rock of a woman's conſtancy. 
| Eudora. | 

If ſhame cannot reſtrain thee, tell me yet if any brainleſs 
fool would have tempted the danger attending thy approach. 

Thar/alio. 

No, madam, that proves I am no fool: then had I been 
here a fool, and a baſe low-ſpirned Spartan, if for a lady's 
frown, or a lord's threats, or tor a guard of grooms, I ſhould 
have ſhrunk in the wetting, and ſuffer'd ſuch a delicious flower 
to periſh in the ſtalk, or to be ſavagely pluck'd by a profane 
finger—No, madam ; firſt let me be made a ſubject tor diſ- 
grace; let your remorſeleſs guard ſeize on my deſpiſed body, 
bind me hand and foot, * my me into your ladyſhip's bed. 

Uaora. 


O gods! I proteſt thou doſt more and more make me ad- 


mire thee, 
Tharſalio, 

Madam, ignorance is the mother of admiration : know me 
better, and you'lt admire me leſs. 

: Eudora. 

What would'ſt thou have me know? what ſeeks thy com- 
ing? why doſt thou haunt me thus? 

; Thar/alio, 

Only, madam, that the Ætna of my ſighs, and Nilus of my 
tears, pour d forth in your preſence, might witneſs to your 
honour the hot and moilt affection of my heart, and work me 
ſome meaſure of favour from your ſweet tongue, or your 
ſweeter lips, or what elſe your good ladyſhip ſhall eſteem more 
conducible to your divine comecntment, 


E udor, 2. 
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Pen and ink-horn, I thank thee. This you learn'd when 
you were a ſerving man. | | Id? 
| ' Tharfalto. : 
Madam, I am till the ſame creatute ; and I will fo tie my 


whole fortunes to that ſtile, 2s were it my happineſs (as I know 


it will be) to mount into my lord's ſucceffion, yet row I never 
to aſſume other title, or ſtate, than your ſervant's: not ap- 
como, your board, but bidden ; not preffing to your bed, 
ut your pleaſure ſhall be firſt known, if you will eommand 
me any ſervice. ä | | 
x Eudora. | 
Thy vows are as vain as a ruffian's oaths; as common as 


| the air; and as cheap as the duſt, How many of the light 
houſwives, thy mules, hath thy lore promis'd this ſervice be- 


ſides, I pray thee ? 
tan Tharſalio, 


Compare ſhadows to bodies, madam ; pictures to the life;. 


and ſuch are they to you, in my valuation. 
Eudora. 


I ſee words will never free me of thy boldneſs, and will 
therefore now uſe blows ; and thoſe of the mortaleſt enforce- 
ment. Let it ſuffice, fir, that all this time, and to this place, 
you enjoy your ſafety: keep back; no one foot follow me far- 
ther; for I proteſt to thee, the next threſhold paſt lets paſs a 
prepar'd ambuſh to thy 8 — [Exit Eudora. 

| arſalio. | 
This for your ambuſh, He draws.) Dare my Jove with 
death! 105 h | [ Exit, 
 Climay, | 


*Slight ; follow, an't pleaſe your honour, 
= | Argus, | 
Not I, by this light. 
| — Clinas. 
I hope, gentlewomen, you will. 
| | Sthenia. 
Not we, fir; we are no parters of frays. 
\ Clinias. | 


Faith, nor will I be any breaker -of cuſtoms, [ Exennt. 
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"ACTUS m. SCENE L 
| Enter Lyſander and Lycus booted 
WIREY any heart of adamant, for ſatis faction of an 
ungrounded humour, rack a poor lady's ingocence as 
you intend to do? ** It was a ſtrange curioſity in that em- 
peror, that ript his 2 _ to ſee the place he lay in. 
. | ander, 8” 2. 

Come, dv not load me with volumes of perſuaſion ; I am - 

reſolv'd, if ſhe be gold ſhe may abide the teſt, let's away: I 


wonder where this wild brother is. 
Enter Cynthia, Hylus, and Ero. 
* 
Sir! 2 


W Eyſander. CES 
I my thee, wife, ſhew bur thyſelf a woman; and be ſilent: 
queſtion no mote the reaſon of my journey, which our great 
viceroy's charge, urged in his _ doth enforce me to. 

.ynthia. 

Let me but ſee that letter; there is ſomething in this pre- 
faging blood of mine tells me, this ſudden journey can portend 
no good; reſolve me, ſweet, have not I given you cauſe of 
diſcontent, by ſome miſpriſion, or. want of fit obſervance ? 
Let me know, that I may *3 wreack myſelf upon myſelf, . 

ander 


Come, wife, our love is now grown old and ſtaid, 
And muſt not wanton it in tricks of court, 
Nor interchang'd delights of melting lovers ; 
Hanging on ſleeves, ſighing, loth to depart ; 
Theſe toys are paſt with us; our true love's ſubſtance 
Hath worn out all the ſhew : let it ſuffice, 
I hold thee dear; and think ſome cauſe of weight, 
With no excuſe to be diſpens'd withal, | 
12 It was a firange curigſuy, ' &c,] This is related of the Emperor 
Nero. bor Se. ng 2 of J as a very goubtful fact. 
13 wreack] i. e. revenge, See Note 44 to Tancred and Giſmunda, - 


vol. II. p.241. 9 
Vo L. VI, M Compelss 


55 THE WIDOW'S- TEARS. 
Compels me from, thy moſt defir'd embraces. 
lan. — 


For certain no, ſir; Eur gave us cauſe of wonder, chat 
accident kept him abroad. 
Cynthia. 


Pray heaven it prove not ſome wild reſolution, bred in bim 
by his ſecond repulſe from the countels ! | 
; Lyſander. 

Truſt me, I ſomething fear it, this inſatiate ſpirit of aſpir- 
ing being ſo dangerous and fatal; defire, mounted on = 
wings of it, deſcends not but headlong, 

Hylus. : 
Sir, fir, here's my uncle. 25 


Je. 


Enter Tharſalio. 


Lyſander. 

What, wrapt in careleſs cloak, face hid in hat unbanded ? 
Theſe are the ditches, brother, in which out-raging colts plunge 
both - themſelves and their riders. 

Tharſalio. 

Well, we muſt get out as well as we may; if not, there's 
the making of a grave ſaved. Ze 

bia. 

That's deſperately ſpoken, brother : had it not been happier 
the colt had been better broken, and his rider not fallen in 

* Tharſalio, 
True, ſiſter ; but we muſt ride colts before we can break 


them, you know. 
Lyſander. 


This is your 1 goddeſs Confidence ! 
Tharſalio. x 
Alas, brother, our houſe is decay'd, and my honeſt ambi- 
tion to reſtore it, I hope, 1s pardonable. My comfort is, the 
poet that pens the ſtory will write o'er my head Magnis tamen 
excidit aufis ; 
Which in our native idiom, lets you know, 


His mind was high, tho” fortune was his foe, 
3 Lyſander, 
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2 Lyſander, ; 

A good reſolve, brother, to our-jeſt diſgrace. Come, I had 
been on my journey but for ſome private ſpeech with you : 


in. 
* Tharſalio. | s 
Good brother, ſtay a little, help this ragged colt out of the 
ditch, | ; " 
Lyſander, 
How now ? | 
Tharſalid. 


Now I confeſs my overſight : this have I putchas'd by my 
confidence. | N 


Lyſander, 
I like you, brother; tis the true garb, you know: 
What wants in real worth, ſupply in ſhow. 
| Tharſalio. 
In ſhow ! alas, twas even the thing itſelf, 
I op't my compting-houſe, and took away 
Theſe ſimple fragments of my treaſury : 
Huſband, my counteſs cry'd, take more, more yet; 
Yet I, in haſte to pay in part my debt, 
And prove myſelt a huſband of her ſtore, 
Kiſs'd and came off; and this time took no more. 
Cynthia, 


But, brother 
, * T harſalio. 


Then were our honour'd 'ſpouſal rites perform'd, 
We made all ſhort, and ſweet, and cloſe, and ſure. 
Lyſander, , 


Tharſalio. ; 
Then did my uſhers and chief ſervants ſtoop ; 
Then made my women curt'ſies, and envied 
Their lady's fortune: I was magnified. 


= by He's rapt] i. e. He is in a reverie. So, in Volpone, A. 3. 8. 4: 
64643 e 
«© Would lye you often, three, four hours together, 
« To hear me ſpeak : and be (ſometime) ſo rapr, 
% As he would anſwer me quite from the purpoſe, 
Like you, and you are like him, juſt.” 


M 2 Ly/ander. 


He's rapt! 


" 


| Lyſander. 
Let him alone, this ſpirit 2 vaniſh. 


Brother and ſiſter, as I love, and am true ſervant to Venus, 
all the premiſes are ſerious and true; and the concluſion is, 


counteſs is mine; the palace is at your ſervice, to 


the gn 
wha I invite you all to ſolemnize my honour'd nuptials. 


Can this be credited ? g 
Good brother, do not you envy my fortunate atchievement ? 


Nay, I ever ſaid the attempt was commendable. 
Tharſalio. 


Good. 
If the iſſue were ſucceſsful, | 
Tharſalio. 

A good ſtate-concluſion ! happy events make good the worſt 
attempts. Here are your widow-vows, ſiſter! thus are ye all 
in your pure naturals! certain moral diſguiſes of coyneſs, 
which the ignorant call modeſty, ye borrow of art to cover 
your *5 buſk-points ; which a blunt and reſolute encounter, 
taken under a fortunate aſpect, eaſily diſarms you of; and 
then, alas, what are you? poor naked ſinners, God wot ! 
weak paper-walls, thruſt down with a finger ! this is the way 


on't, boil their appetites to a full height of luſt; and then take 


them down in the nick. 
| Cynthia. 
Is there probability in this that a lady ſo great, fo vir- 
tuous, ſtanding on ſo high terms of honour, ſhould ſo ſoon 


ſtoop ? 
Tharſalio, X 
You would not wonder, ſiſter, if you knew the lure ſhe 
ſtoop'd at: greatneſs ! think you that can curb affeftion ? no, 
it whets it more; they have the full ſtream of blood to bear 
them; the ſweet gale of their ſublimed ſpirits to drive them ; 
the calm of eaſe to prepare them; the ſun-ſhine of fortune 


15 buſk-points 3] der Note 34 to Lingua, vol. V. p. 151. 


<a 2 


THE WIDOW'S TEARS 187 
to allure them ; greatneſs to waft them fafe through all rocks 
of infamy : when youth, wit, and perſon, come aboard onde, 
tell me, ſiſter, can you chuſe but hoiſt ſail, and put forward 


to the main ? 


y/ander, 

But let me wonder at i frailty yet; would ſhe in ſo ſhort 
time wear ont his memory? ſo {Gon wipe from her eyes, nay, 
from her heart, whom I myſelf, and this whole iffe beſides, 
ſtill remember with grief, the impreſſion of his loſs taking 
worthily ſach root in us ? how think you, wife ? 

Cynthia. 
I am aſham'd on't, and abhor to think, 
So great and vow'd a pattern of our ſex 
Should take into her thoughts, nay, to her bed, 
(O ſtain ro woman-hood !) a ſecond love. 


Lyſander. 
In ſo ſhort time ? 
Cynthia, 
In any time. 
Lyſander. 
No, wife? 
Cynthia. 
By Juno, no; ſooner a loathſome toad. 2 
Tharſalio. 


High words, believe me, and I think ſhe'll keep them: 
next turn is yours, nephew; you ſhall now marry my nobleſt 
lady-daughter ; the firſt marriage in Paphos, next my nup- 
tials, ſhall be yours. Theſe are ſtrange occurrents, brother ; 
but pretty and pathetical : if you ſee me in my chair of ho- 
nour, and my counteſs in mine arms; you will then believe, I 
hope, I am lord of the palace; then ſhall you try my great 
lady's entertainment, ſee your hands free'd of me, and mine 
taking you to advancement. | 

Lyſander, 

Well, all this rids not my buſineſs: wife, you ſhall be 
there to partake the unexpected honour of our houſe, Lycus 
and I will make it our recreation by the way, to think of your 
revels and nuptial ſports: brother, my ſtay hath been for you; 
wife, pray thee be gone, and ſoon prepare for the ſolemnity ; 
a month returns me. . 
| M 3 : Cynthia, 
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, Sub. 

Heavens guide your journeß! 

Farewell. ä 
Tharſalio. 


Farewell, nephew; proſper in virility : but do you hear? 
keep your hand from your, voice, I have a part for you in 
our hymeneal ſhow, | 

Hylus. 


| You ſpeak too late for my voice; but I'll diſcharge the 
part. EO [Exeunt Cynthia and Hylus, 
Lyſandes. | 
Occurrents call ye them ? foul ſhame confound them all ! 
that impregnable fort of chaſtity and loyalty, that amazement 
of the world O ye deities, could nothing reſtrain her? I took 
her ſpirit to be too haughty for ſuch an impreſſion. 
Thar/alio. | 
But who commonly more ſhort-heel'd, than they that are 
high i'the inſtep ? | 


Lyſander. 
Methinks yet ſhame ſhould have controul'd ſo ſudden an 
appetite. 
3 Thar/alio, 


Tuſh ! ſhame doth extinguiſh luſt as oil doth fire; 
The blood once hot, ſhame doth enflame the more; 
What they before by art diſſembled moſt, 
They act more freely; ſhame once found, is loſt, 
And to fay truth, brother, what ſhame is due to't ? or what 
congruence doth it carry, that a young lady, gallant, vigorous, 
full of ſpirit and complexion ; her appetite new-whetted with 
nuptial delights; to be confined to the ſpeculation of a death's 
head, or for the loſs of a huſband, (the world affording fleſh 
enough) make the noon-tide of her years, the ſun-ſet of her 
_ pleatures ? | 


Tycus, 
And yet there have been ſuch women. 
Tharſalio. 
Of the firſt ſtamp perhaps, when the metal was purer than 
in theſe degenerate days; of later years, much of that coin 
hath been counterteit, and beſides ſo crack'd and worn wma 
ule, 
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uſe, that they are grown light, and indeed fit for nothing, 


but to be turn'd over in * | 
ander. | 
Not all, brother. 
Tharſalio, 


My matchleſs filter only excepted: for ſhe, you know, is 
made of another metal, than that ſhe borrow'd of her mother. 
But do you, brother, ** ſadly intend the purſuit of this trial ? 

| 1 vlender . : 

Irrevocably. | | 
Thar ſalio. 

It's a high project: if it be once rais'd, the earth is too 
weak to bear ſo weighty an accident, it cannot be conjur'd 
down again without an earthquake ; therefore believe ſhe will 
be conſtant, 


| Lyſander. 
No, 1 will not. N 
Thar ſalio, 
Then believe ſhe will not be conſtant, 
Lyſander. 


Neither: I will believe nothing but what trial enforces. 
Will you hold your promiſe for the governing of this projet 
with {kill and ſecrecy ? 

Tharſalio. 

If it muſt needs be ſo- But hark you, brother; have you 
no other capricorns in your head, to entrap my fiſter in her 
frailty, but to prove the tirmneſs of her widow-vows after your 
ſuppoſed death ? 

: Lyſander, 


Thar rſalto. 

Then here's my hand; I'll be as cloſe as my lady's ſhoe to 
her foot, that pinches and pleaſes her, and will bear on with 
the plot till the veſſel ſplit again. 

. Lyſanader. 

Forge any death, fo you can force belief: ſay I was poiſon'd, 

drown'd— g 


None in the world. 


16 ſadly] i. e. ſeriouſly. See Note 20 te Tancred and Gi/mundz, vol. II. 
P. 177. 5 
M 4 Tharjalios 
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3 Fharlalie, 
Lyſander. | 
Any thing, ſo you aſſiſt it with likely cireamftance ; I need 
not inſtruct you; that muſt .— employment, Lycus. 
| Lf | 


Well, ſir . 


. 


Tharſalio. 25 
But, brother, you muſt ſet in too: to countenance truth 
out, a hearſe there muſt be too. It's ſtrange to think how 
much the eye prevails in ſuch impreſſions ; 1 have mark'd a 
widow, that juſt before was ſeen pleaſant enough, follow an 
empty hearſe, and weep A 
. Lycas. 
All thoſe things leave to — 
Euſander. 
But, brother, for the beſtowing of this hearſe in the mo- 
nument of our family, and the marſhalling of a funeral 
Thar/alio. 
Leave that to my care, and if I do not do the mourner as 
| lively as your heir, and weep as luſtily as your widow, ſay 
there's no virtue in Onions : that being done, I'll come to viſit 
the diſtreſs'd widow ; apply old ends of comfort to her grief; 
but the burden of my ſong ſhall be to tell her, words are but 
dead comforts; and therefore counſel her to take a living com- 
fort, that might ferrit out the thought of her dead hufband, 
and will come prepared with choice of ſuitors ; either my 
Spartan lord, for grace ar the viceroy's court, or ſome 
lawyer, that may ſolder up her crack'd eſtate, and ſo forth. 
But what would you ſay, brother, if you ſhould find her mar- 
ried at your arriyal ? 
| Lyſander. 
By this hand, ſplit her wezand. 
Tharſalio. 

Well, forget not your wager; a ſtately chariot with four 
brave borfes of the Thracian breed, with all appurtenances. 
Ill prepare the like for you, if you prove victor ; but, well 
remember'd, where will you lurk the whiles ? 
| Lyſander, 

Meu'd up cloſe, ſome ſhort day's journey hence; _ | 

a 
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mall know the place; write ſtill how all things paſs ; 28 
adieu; all joy attend you. 
Thar/alio. 
Will you not ſtay, our 11 ſo near 3 


I ſhould be like a man that hears a tale 
And heeds it not ; one abſent from himſelf : my wife 
Shall attend the counteſs, and my ſon. 

_ rſalios 

Whom you ſhall hear at your return call me father. 
Adieu : Jove be your * 
My nuptials done, your funerals ſucceed. 

[Exeunt Lyſander and Lycus, 


Enter Argus, bareheaded, 


Argus, 
T7 A hall, a hall: who's without there? 


Enter two or three with cuſhions. | 
Come on; y'are proper grooms, are ye not? *ſlight, I think 
yare all bridegrooms, ye take your pleaſures ſo; a company of 
dormice, Their honours are upon coming, and the room not 
ready. ** Ruſhes and ſeats inſtantly, 
Thar/alio. 
Now, alas, fellow Argus, "A thou art cumber'd with an office! 
rgus. 
Perfume, firrah ; the room's — 
Tharſalio. 
Nay, you may leave that office to the ladies; they'll per- 
fume it ſufficiently, 4 
guts. 


Cry merey, ſir, here's a . chorus of Sylvans at hand, 
curvetting and tripping o'th' toe, as the ground they trod on 
were too hot for their feet. The device is rare; and there's 
your young nephew too, he hangs in the clouds, deified with 
Hymen's ſhape. 


17 A hall, a hall:] This exclamation occurs frequently in the old 
comedies, and fignifies make roam. See the Notes of Mr. Steevens and 
Dr. Farmer to Romeo and Juliet, A. 1. S. 5. 

18 Ryfhes and ſeats] See Note 7 to The Merry Devil of Edmonton, 


vol, V. p. 254 
Tharſalio, 
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Tharſalio. 
Is he perfect — has not his tongue learned of the 


Sylvans to trip o'th* toe ? 8 


Sir, believe it, he does it — for accent and Aion, 
as if he felt the part he play d: be raviſhes all the young 
wenches in the palace. Pray Venus my young lady Laodice 
have not ſome little prick of Cupid in her, ſhe's fo diligent 


_ at's 9 
Tharſalio, 


| No force ; ſo my next vows be heard, that if . have 
prick'd her, Hymen may cure her, 
gs. 
Vou mean your r ſir, that preſents Hymen. 
Tharſalio. 
Why fo. I can ſpeak nothing. but thou art within me: 
fre of this wit of thine, twill be thy deſtruction. But how- 
me you pleaſe to underſtand, Hymen ſend the boy no worſe 
fortune. And where's my Jady” $ honour ? 
Argus. 
At band, fir, with your unparagon'd ſiſter: | pleaſe you 
take your chair of honour, fir ? 
Tharſalio. 


Moſt ſerviceable Argus, the Gods reward thy ſervice ; for I 
will not. ; 


Enter Eudora, leading Cynthia; Laodice, Sthenia, Ianthe, 
Ero, with others following. | 


Eudora. 

Come, ſiſter, now we muſt exchange that name 
For ſtranger titles: let's diſpoſe ourſelves 
To entertain theſe Sylvan revellers, 
That come to grace our loved nuptials. 
I fear me, we muſt all turn nymphs to- night, 
To fide thoſe ſprightly wood-gods in their dances ; 
Can you do't nimbly, ſiſter? *flight, what ail * ? 
Are you not well? 


Yes, madam, 


Cynt: bia. 
Eudor 4. 
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Methinks, are cloudy ; unſuiting all the ſun-ſhine 
Of this clear honour to your huſband's houſe. 
Is there aught here that ſorts not with your likipg ? 
Tharſalio. 

Blame her not, miſtreſs, if her looks ſhew care. 
Excuſe the merchant's ſadneſs, that hath made 
A doubtful venture of his whole eſtate, 

His livelyhood, his hopes, in one poor bottom, 
To all encounters of the ſea and ſtorms. | 
Had you a huſband that lov'd you as well, 
Would you not take his abſent plight as ill ? 
Cavil at every fancy ? not an object 
That could preſent itſelf, but it would forge 
Some vain objection, that did doubt his ſafety ? 
True love is ever full of jealouſy. 

Eudora. 

Jealous ! of what ? of every little journey ? 
Mere fancy then is wanton ; and doth caſt 
At thoſe flight dangers there, too doating glances ; 
Miſgiving minds ever provoke miſchances : 

Shines not the ſun in his way bright as here? 
Is not the air as good? W. hazard doubt you? 
Fus. 
His horſe may ſtumble, if it pleaſe your honour; 
The rain may wet, the wind may blow on him; 
Many ſhrewd hazards watch poor travellers, 
| Eudora. 

True, and the ſhrewdeſt thou haſt reckon'd us. 

Good ſitter, theſe cares fit young married wives. 
Cynthia. 

Wives ſhould be ſtill young in their huſbands* lov 
Time bears no ſcythe ſhould bear down them before him, 
Our lives he may cut ſhort, but not our loves. 

e T har/alio, 

Siſter, be wiſe, and ſhip not in one bark 
All your ability: if he miſcarry, 

Your well-try'd wiſdom ſhould look out for new. 
Cynthia, 
I wiſh them happy winds that run that courſe, 


From 


n N a " 
2 * „ 
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From me tis far; one tempte feal'd our troth; 
One tomb, one hour ſhall end, and ſhroud us both, 


) _ Thayſalio. 
Well, y'are a Phenix ; there, be that your cheer g 

Love with your huſband be, your wiſdom here. 

Hark ! our ſports challenge it; fir, deareſt miſtreſs. 


Endora. 
Take your place, 3 ſervant. 
Serve me, heaven, ; [ Muffe. 


As I my heavenly miſtreſs : fit, rare ſiſter, 
— Hymen deſcends ; and fix Sybvans enter beneath, with 
torcbes. 


Argus. 
A hall, a hall: let no more citizens in there. 
| Laodice. 
O, not my couſin, ſee! but Hymen's ſelf, | -* 
Sthenta. : 
He does become it moſt enflamingly, 
men. 
Hail, honour'd bridegroom, and his princely bride 
With the moſt fam'd for virtue, Cynthia; , 
And this young lady, bright Laodice, 
One rich hope of this nobleſt family. 
; SH enia. 
Hark how he courts! he is enamour'd too. 
Laodice, | — 
O grant it, Venus, and be ever honou'd. 


In grace and love of you, I Hymen ſearch'd 
The groves and thickets that embrace this palace, 
With this clear-flam'd and good-aboding torch, 
For ſummons of theſe freſh and flowery Sylvans 
To this fair preſence ; with their winding hays, 
Active and antique dances, to delight | 
Your frolick eyes, and help to celebrate 
"Theſe nobleſt nuptials; which great deſtiny, 

Ordain'd paſt cuſtom and all vulgar object, 

To be the readvancement of a houſe, 
Noble and princely, and reſtore this palace 


To 


** 
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To that name, that ſix hundred ſummers ſince | 
Was in poſſeſſion of this bridegroom's anceſtors, Y 
The antient and moſt virtue - fam d Lyſandri. | 
Sylvans, the courtſhips you. make to your Dryads, 

ſe to this great bride, and theſe other dames, 
Aud heighten, with your ſports, my nuptial flames, 


Ce, 
O would himſelf deſcend, and me command ! 
| Sthenta. 
Dance ; and his heart catch in another's hand, 
[Sans take out the bride and the rt; they dance; after 
which, all fit in their places, 
Hymen. 
Now, what the power and my torch's influence 
Hath in the bleſſings of your nuptial joys, 
(Great bride and bridegroom) you ſhall amply part 
Betwixt your free loves, and forgoe it never, 
Omnes. 


Thanks to great Hymen, and fair Sylvans ever. [Exeunt. 


ACTUS N. GCENS 4 


; Tharſalio, Lycus wih his arm in a ff, 
a night-cap ons head, | 


Lycus. | 


T ors, fir, by this time — 
Thar/alio, 
Put on, man, by ourſelves. 
Lycus. 

The edge of your confidence is well taken off; would you 

not be content to withdraw your wager ? 
Thar/alio. 

Faith, fellow Lycus, if my wager were weakly built, this 
unexpected accident might ſtagger it. For the truth is, this 
{train is extraordinary, to follow her huſband's body into the 
tomb, and there for his company to bury herſelf quick: tis 

new 
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new and ſtirring; but for all this, I'll not deſpair of my 

wager. Kh . 7 

| Ben. N 

p W | 
All's one for that; what I think, I think; in the mean 

time forget not to write to my brother, how the plot hath 

— . that the news of his death hath taken; a funeral 
ſolemnity perform d; his ſuppos d corpſe beſtowed in the mo- 
nument of our family; thou and I horrible mourners : but 
above all, that his intolerable virtuous widow, for his love, 
and (for her love) Ero her handmaid, are deſcended with his 
corpſe into the vault; there wipe their eyes time out of 
mind, drink nothing but their own tears, and by this time are 

_ almoſt dead with famine. There's a point will ſting it (for 
you ſay 'tis true), where left you him ? 


At Dipolis, fir, ſome twenty miles hence. 


He keeps cloſe. 
_ ”*. | 
Ay, fir, by all means; ſkulks unknown under the name of 
a ſtrange knight. | 
|  Tharſalio, 


That may carry him without deſcrying ; for is there's a 
number of ſtrange knights abroad. You left him well? 
Lycus, | 
Well, fir, but for this jealous humour that haunts him. 
| Thar/alio. | 
Well, this news will abſolutely purge that humour. Write 
all, forget not to deſcribe her paſſion at thy diſcovery of his 
ſlaughter, Did ſhe perform - well for her huſband's wager ? 
h cus. 
Perform it, call you it? you may jeſt; men hunt hares to 
death for their ſports, but the poor beaſts die in earneſt: 
you wager of her paſſions for your pleaſure, but ſhe takes 


109 there's a number of ftrange knights abroad.] I believe this was in- 
tended as a ſneer on the multitude of knights created by King James the 


Furſt. 3 5 
= little 


. 
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'fitle pleaſure in thoſe earneſt paſſions. I never ſaw ſuch an 
— Lee: ſorrow, fince I knew the name of forrow. Her 
hands flew up to her head like furies, hid all her beauties in 
her diſhevel'd hair, and wept as ſhe would turn fountain, I 
would you and her huſband had been *® behind the arras but 
to have heard her. I aſſure you, ſir, I was fo tranſported with 
the ſpectacle, that in deſpight of my diſcretion, I was fore d to 
turn woman, and bear a part with her: humanity broke looſe 
from my heart, and ſtream'd through mine eyes. 3 
Tharſalio. | 
In proſe thou wept'ſt. So have I ſeen many a moiſt auditor 
do at a play; when the ſtory was but a mere fiftion.—And 
21 Jid'ſt act the Nuntius well? would I had heard it: could'ſt 
thou dreſs thy looks in a mournful habit? 
| Lycus. 
Not without preparation, fir; no more than my ſpeech ; 
*twas a plain acting of an enterlude to me, to 8 the 


part. 
Tharſalio, 
As how, for heaven's ſake ? 
Lycus. 
Phoebus addreſt his chariot towards the weſt, 
To change his weaned: courſers, and fo torth, 


- 


» Tharſalio, 
Nay on, and thou lov'ſt me. 
Lycus. 


Lyſander and myſelf beguil'd the way 
With interchang'd diſcourſe ; but our chief theme 
Was of your deareſt ſelf, his honour'd wife; 
Your love, your virtue, wondrous conſtancy. 
; Thar/alio. 
Then was her cue to whimper—on. 


20 behind the arrat] © In old houſes there were always large ſpaces 
 Eleft between the arras and the walls. Such are thoſe which Fantome 
66 — in the Drummer.“ g 8 
Mr. Steevens's Note on the Fi Part of X. IV. A. 2. 8. 
See alſo Mr. Malone's Note on the ſame es IP Dy 
21 didit aft the Nuntius well?) i. e. the Meſſenger or Narrative- 
monger in the Greek and Roman tragedies, whence the term was adopted 
in ſome of ours, See Mr. Theobald's Note on Titus Andrenjcus, A. 4. 
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When ſuddenly appear d, as far as fight, 25 ; 
A troop of horſe, arm'd, as we might Lesm, 5 18 
With javelins, ſpears, and ſuch accoutrements. : 
e doubted nought (as innocence ever 
free from doubting ill). 3 
| There dropt a tear. * 
Lyeus 


My mind miſgave me, 
They might be mountainers. At their approach 
They us'd no other language but their weapons, 1 


To tell us what they were; Lyſander drew, N 7 
And bore himſelf Achilles like in fight; 1 
And as a mower ſweeps off th' heads of bents, 1 
So did Lyſander's ſword ſhave off the points A 
Of their aſſaulting lances. WH | tl 
His horſe at laſt, fre hurt, fell under him; a 
I, ſeeing I could not reſcue, us'd my ſpurs h 
To flie away. : 0! 

What, from thy friend? | 

| | Lycus. 

Ay, in a quarrel ; why not ? ſi 
N goo 1 Therſalio, | ſe 
Good; I am anſwer'd, if 
cus. in 
A lance purſued me, brought me back again; Wi 


And with theſe wounds left me t'accompany 
Dying Lyſander ; Then they rifled us, 
And left us. | 
They gone; my breath not yet gone, gan to ſtrive 
And revive ſenſe : I wich my feeble joints 
Crawl'd to Lyſander, ſtirr'd him, and withal 
He gaſp'd; cried Cynthia! and breath'd no more. 
| Thar/alio. 
O then ſhe howl'd outright. 
Lycus. 

Paſſengers came, and in a chariot brought us 

Streight to a neighbour town; where I forthwith 
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Coffin d my friend in lead; and fo convey'd him 
To this ſad place. 


Tharſalio, : 
"Twas well; and could _ ſhow but ſtravgely. 
eus. : } 

Well, fir, this tale pronounc'd with terror, ſuited with action, 
cloathed with ſuch likely circumſtance ; my wounds in; ſhew, 
her huſband's hearſe in fight ; think what effect it wrought: 
and it you doubt, let the fad conſequence of her retreat to his 
tomb be your woful inſtructor. 

a Tharſalio. 

For all this, I'll not deſpair of my wager : 
Theſe griefs, that ſound ſo loud, prove always light; 
True ſorrow evermore keeps out of fight, 
This ſtrain of mourning with ſepulchre, like an over-doing 
actor, affects groſsly, and is indeed ſo far forc'd from the life, 
that it bewrays itſelf to be altogether artificial, To ſet open 
a ſhop of mourning ! *Tis palpable. Truth, the ſubſtance, 
hunts not after the ſhadow of popular fame. Her officious 
oſtentation of ſorrow condemns her ſincerity. When did ever 
woman mourn ſo unmeaſurably, but ſhe did diſſemble? 

| * LTycus. 

O Gods! a paſſion thus born ; thus apparelled with tears, 
ſighs, ſwoonings, and all the badges of true ſorrow, to be diſ- 
ſembled ! by Venus, I am forry I ever ſer foot in't. Could ſhe, 
if ſhe diſſembled, thus dally with hunger, be deaf to the bark- 
ing of her appetite, not having theſe tour days relieved nature 
with one dram of ſuſtenance ? 

 Tharſalio, 

For this does fhe look to be deified, to have hymns made of 
her, nay to her: the tomb, where ſhe is, to be no more re- 
puted the ancient monument of our family the Lyſandri, but 
the new-erected altar of Cynthia: to which all the Paphian 
widows ſhall, after their huſbands funerals, offer their wet 
muckinders, for monuments of the danger they have paſt, as 
—_ do their wet garments at Neptune's temple after a ſhip- 
wreck, 

 Lycus. 
Well, I'll apprehend you at your pleaſure : I, for my part, 
will ſay, that 1t her faith be as conſtant, as her love is hearty 

Vol. VI. N and 
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and unaffected, her virtues may juſtly challenge a deity to en- 


ſhrine them. 
Tharſalio. e 
Ay, there's another point too. But one of thoſe virtues is 
enough at once. All natures are not capable of all gifts. 
22 If the brain of the weſt were in the heads of the learned, 
then might pariſh-clerks be common-council-men, and poets 
aldermen's — My ſiſter may turn Niobe for love; but 
till Niobe be turn d to a marble, I'll not deſpair but ſhe may 
| — a woman. Let the trial run on; if ſhe do not outrun 
it, Ill fay are no prophets, prognoſticators are but 
1 none tell true but 2 I [Exit 
Lycus. 8 | 
A ſweet gentleman you are! I marvel what man, what wo- 
man, what name, what action doth his tongue glide over, but 
it leaves a ſlime upon't! Well, Fll preſently to Dipolis, where 
Lyſander ftays, and will not fay but ſhe may prove frail : 
But this I'll ſay, if ſhe ſhould chance to break, 8 
Her tears are true, thoꝰ women's truths are weak, [ Exit. 


Enter Lyſander like a ſoldier diſguiſed at all parts, with a halſepile, 
gorget, Sc. he diſcovers the tomb, looks in, and wonders, &c. 


Ly/ander, 

O miracle bf nature ! women's glory ! 
Men's ſhame ! and envy of the deities ! 
Yet muſt theſe matchleſs creatures be ſuſpected, 
Accus'd, condemn'd? © 
Now, by th' immortal gods, 
They rather merit altars, ſacrifice, 
Than love and courtſhip. 
Vet ſee, the queen of theſe lies here interr'd, 
Tearing her hair, and drowned in her tears, 
Which ſove ſhould turn to cryſtal, and a mirrour 
Make of them: wherein men may ſee and wonder 
At women's virtues, Shall ſhe famiſh then? 
Will men (without diſſuaſions) ſuffer thus 
So bright an ornament to earth, tomb'd quick 


22 If the brain of the Weſt] So the quarto, I would propoſe to read 
the ww! Ol, . .F. l I 
n 
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In earth's dark boſom ?— Ho! 
Who's in the tomb there? * 
70. 


Who calls? whence are you? 
ander 


I am a ſoldier of the watc f and muſt enter, 
70. 
Amongſt the dead ? 
Lyſander. 


Do the dead ſpeak ? ope, or I'll force it open. 
| ro. 
What violence is this ? what ſeek you here, 
Where nought but death and her attendants dwell ? 
What wretched fouls are you, that thus by night 
Lurk here amongſt the dead ? 
Ero. 
Good ſoldier, do not ſtir her; 
She's weak, and quickly ſeiz'd with ſwooning and paſſions, and 
with much trouble ſhall we both recall her fainting ſpirits. 
Five days thus hath ſhe waſted ; and not once ſeaſon'd her 
palate with the taſte of meat; her powers of life are ſpent; 
_ what remains of her famiſh'd ſpirit ſerves not to breathe, 
ut fi h. 8 
She hath exil'd her eyes from ſleep, or light, and given 
them wholly up to ceaſeleſs tears over that ruthful hearſe of her 
dear ſpouſe, ſlain by Bandittos, nobly-born Lyſander. 
Lyſander. 
And hopes ſhe with theſe heavy notes and cries to call 
him from the dead ? in theſe five days hath ſhe but made him 
ſtir a finger, or fetch one gaſp of that forſaken life ſhe mourns ? 
Come, honour'd miſtreſs, I admire your virtues ; 
But muſt reprove this vain exceſs of moan. 
Rouſe yourſelf, lady, and look up from death. 
Well faid, tis well; ſtay by my band, and riſe. 
This face hath been maintain'd with better houſewifery. 
Cynthia, 


What are you? 
Lyjander, 


, Lad I am centinel, | 
P N 2 | Set 


1 
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Set in this hallowed place, to watch and guard, 


On forfeit of my life, theſe monuments 

From rape, and ſpoil of ſacrũegious hands; 

And ſave the bodies, that withovt you fee, 

Of crucified offenders, that no friends 

May bear them hence to honour'd burial. 
Cynthia, 

Thou ſeem'ſt an honeſt ſoldier ; pray thee then 
Be as thou ſeemeſt ; betake thee to thy charge, | 
And leave this place ; add not affliction 
To the afflicted, | 
andltr. 


Vou miſname the children. 
For what you term affſiction now, in you 
Is but ſelf- humour; voluntary penance 
Impos'd upon yourſelf: and you lament 
As did the Satyr once, that ran affrighted 
From that horn's ſound that he himfelf had winded, 
Which —_ to abate, my counſel tending your term'd af. 

Aion, | 
What I for phyſick give, you take for poiſon, : 
I tell you, honour'd miſtreſs, theſe ingredients 
Are wholeſome, tho' perhaps they ſeem untoothſome. 
70. 
This ſoldier, ſure, is ſome decay'd pothecary. 
Lyſander. 

Dear ghoſt, be wiſe, and pity your fair ſelf, 
Thus by yourſelf unnaturally afflicted : 
Chide back heart-breaking groans, clear up thoſe lamps, 
Reſtore them to their firſt creation, 
Windows for light, not ſluices made for tears. 


Beat not the ſenſeleſs air with needleſs cries, 


Baneful to life, and bovtleſs to the dead. 
This is the inn, where all Deucalion's race, 
Sooner or later, mult take up their lodging ; 
No privilege can free us from this — 
No tears, no prayers, can redeem from hence 


A captiv'd ſoul; make uſe of what you ſee: 
Let this affrighting ſpectacle of death 


Teach you to nouriſh lite, 


Ero. 
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. , Ero. 
. Good; hear him: this 1s a rare ſoldier. 


Ly/ander. 

Say, that with abſtinence you ſhould unloofe 
The knot of life ; ſuppoſe, that in this tomb 
For your dear ſpouſe, you ſhould entomb y 
A living corſe ; ſay, that before your hour, 
Without due ſummons from the fates, you ſend 
Your haſty ſoul to hell; can your dear ſpouſe 
Take notice of your faith and conſtancy ? | 
Shall your dear ſpouſe revive, * give you thanks ? 

ynibia. 


Idle diſcourſer ! 


Lyſandcr, 
No, your moans are idle. | 
Go to, lay be counſel'd ; raiſe yourſelf: 
Enjoy the fruits of life, there's viands for you 
Now); live for a better huſband. 
No! will you none? 
| Ero. 


For love of courteſy, good miſtreſs, eat ; 
Do not reject ſo kind and ſweet an offer. 
Who knows but this may be ſome Mercury 
Diſguis'd, and ſent from Juno to relieve us? 
Did ever any lend unwilling. ears 
To thoſe that came with meſlages of life ? 

Cynthia. 
I pray thee leave thy —— 
ro. 

By my ſoul, to ſpeak plain truth, I could rather wiſh tem · 

ploy my teeth than my tongue, ſo your example would be 


my warrant. 
Cynthia, 


Thou haſt my warrant. 
i Lyſander „ 
Well then, eat, my wench; 
Let obſtinacy ſtarve. 
Fall to. 
Ero. 


Perſuade my miſtreſs firſt. 
N 3 . 
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Are you reſolv'd to die? If that be ſo, | 85 
Chute not (for _ a baſe and beggar's death: 


'Slight, tell me, lady, 


Die not for hupger : like a Spartan lady, 
Fall valiantly upon a ſword, or drink 
A noble death, expel your grief with poiſon, 
There tis, ſeize it,—Tuſh ! you dare not die. 
Come, wench, thou haſt not loſt a huſband ; 
Thou ſhalt eat; th'art now within 
The place where I — 

70. 


Lyſander. 

Well faid ; eat, and proteſt: or Ill proteſt, 
And do thou eat; thou eat'ſt againſt thy will, 
That's it thou would'ſt ſay, 

Er. 0s 


Lyſander, 

And under ſuch a proteſtation 
Thou loſt thy maiden- head. 

For your own fake, good lady, forget this huſband ; 
Come, you are now become a happy widow, 

A blefledneſs that many would be glad of. 

That and your huſband's inventory together 

Will raiſe you up huſbands enow. 

What think you of me?” | 
Cynthia, 

Trifler ! purſue this wanton theme no farther ; 
Leſt (which I would be loth) your ſpeech provoke 
Uncivil language from me : I muſt tell you, 

One joint of him I loſt, was much more worth 
Than the rack'd value of thy intire body, | 
Ero. 
O, I know what joint ſhe means. 


Lyſander . 
Well, I have done. 
And well done, frailty; profeſs, how lik'ſt thou it? 


I proteſt, fir—— 


It is. 


Ero. 
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| Ero. | / 
Very toothſome ingredients ſurely, fir, 


Want but ſome liquor to incorporate them. 
Ly/auders 


Ero, 
I humbly thank you, fir. 
Lyſander, 
Hold, pledge me now. 


There tis, carouſe. 


Ero. 
Tis the poiſon, ſir, 


That preſerves life, I take it. [ She drinks, 
Lyſander, | 
Do fo, take it. 
Ero. 


Sighing has made me ſomething ſhort - winded. 
Pl! pledge y at twice. 


*Tis well done; *3 do me right, 
Ero. 
I pray, fir, have you been a *pothecary ? 
5 Lyſander. 
Marry have I, wench; a woman's pothecary. 
| Er 0, 
Have yoy ingredients? 
I like — —— miſtreſs, taſte it: 


23 do me right] To do a man right, or to de him reaſon, were formerly 
the uſual expreſſions in pledging healths. He who drank a bumper, ex- 
pected a bumper ſhould be drunk to his toaſt, So, in The Great Duke of 
Florence, A. 4. S. 2.: 

46 here is wine too 
« As good as e' er was tapp'd. I'll be your taſter, 
& For I know the faſhion—now you muſt do me right, Sir, 
« You ſhall, nor will, nor chooſe.” 
The Unnatural Combat, A. 3. S. 2.: 
© Now you have done her right ; if there be any 
« Worthy to ſecond this, propoſe it boldly, 
« I am your pledge.” 


See alſo the Notes of Mr. Steevens and Mr. Malone to the Second Part 
of King Henry IV. A. 5. S. 3. 
N4 Try 


7 c * * 
* * * Þ 
N = 
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Try but the operation, twill fetch up 


The roſes in your cheeks again. 
Dr. Verolle's bottles are not like it : 
There's no guaicum here, I can aſſure you, 


8 Lyſander. 
This will do well anon. | 
| E 70. 


Now fie upon't ! 
O l have loſt my tongue in this ſame limbo. 
The ſpring of*r's ſpoil'd, methinks; it gocs not off 
With the old twang. 
Lyſander. | 


Well faid, wench, oil it well; *twill make it ſlide well. 
| Ero. 
Ariſtotle ſays, ſir, in his Poſterionds 
| Lyjander, 
This wench is learned: and what ſays he? 
Ero. 
That when a man dies, the laſt thing that moves is his 
heart; in a woman, her tongue. 
Lyſander, 
Right; and adds further, that you women are 
A kind of ſpinners; if their legs be pluck'd off, 
Vet ſtill they'll wag them; ſo will you your tongues, 
With what an eaſy change does this ſame weakneſs 
Of women lip from one extream t'another ! 
All theſe attractions take no hold of her; 
No, not to take refection : *tmuſt not be thus. 
Well ſaid, wench ; tickle that Helicon. 
But ſhall we quit the field with this diſgrace 
Given to our oratory ? both not gain 
So much graund ot her as to make her eat ? 
| | Ero. 
Faith, the truth is, ſir, you are no fit organ 
For this buſineſs; 
Tis quite out of your element: 
Let us alone, ſhe'll eat, I have no fear: 
A woman's tongue beſt fits a woman's ear, 
| _ never did employ Mercury, 
ut Iris, for his meſſenger to Juno. 


Lyſander. 


2 * w 
2 7 
- 
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f Lyſander. 
Come, let me kiſs thee, wench; wilt undertake 
To make thy miſtreſs eat ? pl 

ro. 


It ſhall go hard, ſir, 
But I will make her turn fleſh and blood, 
And learn to live as other mortals do. 


Lyſander. 
Well ſaid : the morning haſtes ; next night expect me. 
' Bro, 
With more proviſion, fir. 
F 1 
Very good! | [1s going, 
Ero. 
And bring more wine. [ She ſbuts ap the tomb, 
| Lyſander. | | 


What elſe ? ſhalt have enough. 
O Cynthia, heir of her bright purity, 
Whoſe name thou do'ſt inherit; thou diſdain'ſt 
(Sever'd from all concretion) to feed 
Upon the baſe food of groſs elements. 
Thou all art ſoul; all immortality. 
Thou faſt'ſt for Nectar and Ambroſia, | 
Which, till thou find'it, and eat'ſt above the ſtars, 
To all food here thou bid'ſt celeſtial wars. [Exir. 


Cyathia, Ero; the tomb opening. 
Ero. 
So; let's air our dampiſh ſpirits, almoſt ſtifled in this groſs 
muddy element. | 
Cynthia. 
How ſweet a breath the calmneſs of the night \inſpires the 
air withal ! 1 
ro. 


Well ſaid! now y'are yourſelf : did not I tell you how 
ſweet an operation the ſoldier's bottle had? And it there be 
ſuch virtue in the bottle, what is there in the ſoldier? Know, 
and acknowledge his worth when he comes, in any caſe, 
miſtreſs. | 

Cynthia, 


wur 
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| Cpnthia. 
So, maid! + | 
| Ero. TT. 
God's my patience ! did you look, forſooth, that Juno ſhould 
have ſent you meat from her own trencher, in reward of your 
widow's tears? you might fit and ſigh firſt till your heart- 
ſtrings broke, I'll ableꝰt. | | 
| Cynthia, 


I fear me, thy lips have gone ſo oft to the bottle, that thy 
topgue-ſtrings are come _—_ home, 

ro. 

Faith, the truth is, my tongue hath been fo long tied up, 
that tis cover d with ruſt, and I rub it againſt my palate, as we 
do ſuſpected coins, to try whether it be current or no. But 
now, miſtreſs, ' for an upſhot of this bottle ; let's have one 
carouſe to the good ſpeed of my old maſter, and the good ſpeed 


of my new. I 
Cynthia. 
_ So, damſel! 
Ero. 
You muſt pledge it, here's to it. No me right, I pray. 
Cynthia, | 
You ſay, I muſt. 
| Ero. 
Muſt! what elſe? 
How excellent ill this . ſuits our habit! 
Ero. 


Go to, miſtreſs, do not think but you and I ſhall have good 
ſport with this jeſt, when we are in private at home. I would 
to Venus we had fome honeſt ſhift or other to get off withal ; 
for Til no more ont; Fil not turn falt-petre in this vault for 
never a man's company living; much leſs for a woman's, 
Sure I aw, the wonder's over; and 'twas only for that, that I 
endur'd this; and fo o'my conſcience did you. Never deny it. 

Cynthia, 


Nay, pr'ythee take it to thee. 


24 I'll aB] See p. 164. 
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| Enter Lyſander. 
Hark ! I hear ſome footing near us. 
70. . . 


God's me! *tis the ſoldier, miſtreſs : by Venus, if you fall to 
your late *5 black Sanctus again, Tl diſcover you. 1 

ander. 

What's here? The maid hath certainly prevail'd with her : 
methinks thoſe clouds that laſt night cover'd her looks are now 
diſpers'd : I'll try this W you, lady. 
| ro. 

Honourable ſoldier! y'are welcome: pleaſe you ſtep in, 


fir ? 
Lyſander . 

With all my heart, ſweet heart : by your patience, lady. 
Why, this bears fome ſhape of life yet. Damſel, thou'ſt = 4 
form'd a ſervice of high geckoning, which cannot periſh un- 
rewarded. 1 | 

ro. 


Faith, fir, you are in the way to do it once, if you have 
the heart to hold on. a 


25 black SanFus] This expreſſion occurs likewiſe in the old Morality 
of All for M:ney, by T. Lupton, 1578 : 
« I will make him fing the black Sanus, I hold you a groat.” 
The Black Sanctus was a Hymn to Saunte Satan, written in ridicule of 
monkiſh luxury, The curious reader will find it publiſhed, though with 
great inaccuracy, in the Nugæ Antique, and in Sir John Harrington's 
Metamorphoſis of Ajax, 1596. 8. 8 
It is alſo mentioned in The Mad Lover, A. 4. S. 1. : 
Let's fing him @ black ſantis ; then let's all how! 
In our own beaſtly voices.“ | 
The Wildgooſe Chaſe, A. 4. 8. 3-* 
« D'you think my heart is ſoften'd with a black ſantis.” 
Rowley's Search for Money, p. 5. — at the entrie wee heare a con- 
« fuſed noiſe like a blacke Janus, or a houſe haunted with ſpirits, fuch 
% hollow ing, ſhouting, dauncing, and clinking of pots, that ſure now we 
« ſuppoſed, &c.“ | 
Tarlton's News out of . p. 7. And upon this there was a 
« generall mourning through all Rome, the Cardinals wept, the Abbots 
„% howled, the Monks rored, the Friers cried, the Nuns puled, the 
« Curtezans lamented, the bels rang, and the tapers were lighted, that 
„ ſuch a black Sanctus was not ſeene a long time aſore in Rome. 


Cynthia. 


** 
* 
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| | COputhia. 
Your bottle has poiſoned this wench, fir. . 
A wholef iſon it T be judge of which 
w ame 1 ' 1 18, * I ö — © 1 — 3 1 
ſort here is one — bottle more. | 
Wine is ordained to raiſe ſuch bearts as fink ; 
Whom woeful flars diftemper, let him drink. 
Jam moſt glad I have been ſome mean to this part of your 
recovery, and will drink to os reſt of it. 
| 0. | 
Go to, miſtreſs, pray fimper no more ; pledge the man.of 
war here. : 


Cynthia. 
Come, y are too rude. 
Er 0s 
Good. 
Lyſander 


Good ſooth, lady, y'are honour'd in her ſervice ; I would 
Have you live, and ſhe would have you live freely, without 
which life is but death. To live freely is to feaſt our ap- 

petites freely, without which humans are ſtones; to the ſatiſ- 


faction whereof I drink, lady. 


2 Cynthia. 
Tu pledge you, fir. 


Said like a miſtreſs, and the miſtreſs of yourſelf! pledge 
him in love too: I fee he loves you. She's ſilent, ſhe con- 


ſeats, ſir, | * 


1.,yſander, 
O happy ſtars! and now, pardon, lady; methinks theſe are 
all of a piece. 
Ero. 


Nay, if you kiſs all of a piece, we ſhall ne er have done 
Well, it was well offer d, and as well taken. 
Cynthia, © 


II the world ſhould ſee this ! 
Lyſander. 


The world! ſhould one ſo rare as yourſelf reſpect the vul- 
gar world? 
Cynthia. 
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Opnthia, 
The praiſe I have had I would continue. 


- Ly/ander, | 
What, of the vulgar ? who hates not the r, deſerves 
not love of the virtuous. And to affect praiſe ot 2 ne de- 
ſpiſe, how ridiculous it is ! 


Comfortable doctrine, —.— —_ edify. 
Methioks even thus it was when Dido 
And Eneas met in the cave: and heark, | 
Methinks I hear ſome of the hunters. [She /obuts the tomb, 


— 


AC TUS V. SCENE I. 
Enter Tharſalio, Lycus. 


T IS ſuch an obſtinacy i in you, ſir, = 
As never was conceited, to run on il 
With an opinion againſt all the world, | 
And what your eyes may witneſs : to adventure | 
The famiſhment tor grief of ſuch a woman, 
As all mens merits met in any one | | 
Could not deſerve. 

Thar/alio. 


I muſt confeſs it, Lycus ; 
We'll theretore now prevent it, if we may, 
And that our curious trial hath not dwelt 
Too long on this unneceſſary haunt, 
Grief, and all want of tood, not having wrought 
Too morrally on her divine diſpoſure. 
Lycus. 
I fear they have, and ſhe 1s paſt our cure. 
Tharjalio. 
I muſt confeſs, with fear and ſhame, as much. 
Hens. 
And that ſhe will not truſt in any thing 
What you perſuade her to, 


: Thar /als, 
. 
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Tharſalio. 
Then thou ſhalt haſte, 
And call my brother from his ſecret ſhroud, 
Where he appointed thee to come, and tell him 
How all things have ſucceeded. 


_ 
This 1s well. 
If (as I ſay) the ill be not fo 
That all help is denied her. But 11 fear | 
The matchleſs dame is famiſh'd. ¶ Tharſalio locks into the tomb, 
Tharſalto. 


We ght, whoſe here? 
A foldier with my fiſter ? wipe, wipe, ſee— 
_ Kiffing, by Jove! ſhe, as I lay, tis ſhe. 


CA. 
What, is ſhe well, fir ? 
Thar/alio. 


O no, ſhe is famiſh'd ; | 
She's paſt our comfort, ſhe lies drawing on. 


Lycus. 
The Gods forbid ! 7 
Tharſalio. * 


Look thou, ſhe's drawing on. 
How fay'it chou; : 


Lycus. 
Drawing on? illuſtrious witchcrafts ! #2 
Tharſalio, | 
Lies ſhe not drawing on ? 
Lycus. 
She (draws on faitly. 
Our fitter, fir! this ſhe ? can this be ſhe ? 
Tharſalio, 


| She, ſhe, ſhe, and none but ſhe. [He dances and fings. 
She, only queen of love and chaſtity, | 
O chaſtity ! this women be. 
Lycus. 
'Slight, 'tis prodigious. | 
| Tharſalio. 
Horſe, horſe, horſe! 


Four chariot-horſes of the Thracian breed, 
Come 
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Come bring me, brother. © the happieſt evening, 
That ever drew her veil before the ſun! | 


Who is't? can'ſt tell? 
Lycus. 


The ſoldier, fir, that watches 
The bodies crucified in this hallow'd place; 
Of which to loſe one, it is death to him; 
And yet the luſtful-knave is at his venery, 
While one might ſteal one, 
. Thar/alio. 
What a ſlave was I, : 
That held not out my wind's ſtrength conſtantly, 
That ſhe would prove thus? O incredible! 
A poor eightpenny ſoldier ! She that lately 
Was at ſuch height of interjection, 
Stoop now to ſuch a baſe conjunction 
By heaven I wonder, now I ſee't in act, 
My brain could ever dream of ſuch a thought. 
And yet 's true: Rae! peerleſs ! 1s't not, Lycus ? 


I know not what it 1s, nor what to ſay, 
Tharſalio, 

O had I held out (villain that I was) 
My blefled confidence but one minute longer, 
I ſhould have been eterniz'd. God's my fortune l 
What an unſpeakable ſweet ſight it is! | 
O eyes, I'll ſacrifice to your dear ſeuſe, 
And conſecrate a farie to Confidence. 


Lycus. ot 
But this you muſt at no hand tell your brother, 
"Twill make tim mad; for he that was before 
So ſcourg'd but only with bare jealouſy, 
What wou'd he be it he ſhould come to know it ? 
Thar/alio, 
He would be leſs mad; for your only way 
To clear his jealouſy, is to let him know it. 
When knowledge comes, ſuſpicion vaniſhes, 
The ſun-beams breaking, forth, ſwallow the miſts. 
But as for you, fir gallant, howſoever 
Your banquet ſeems ſweet in your liquoriſh palate, 
It 


— —— 


— — 


—— —— 


— — Fꝓ———— ͤ ĩ—V— 
— — — — 


— —— 
— 


ö 


— —— 


— — —— — — — — — — ——— — 
— — Lb — ———_—_—__ RC 
- 


—— 


—— . — 


r ⁵˙ ꝛiů ⅛ e d ̃ Ä? ND ee TDD CD Ss * _ _ n * 
- 
Z 


„% THE WIDOW'S TEARS, _ 


Tt ſhall be ſure to turn gall in your maw ; 
Thy hand a little, Lycus, here without. 


To what ? 
Tharſalko. 

No booty ſerve you, fir Soldado, | 
But my poor ſiſter * Come, lend me thy ſhoulder, 
I'll climb the croſs; it will be ſuch a cooler 
To my venerean gentleman's hot liver, 
When he ſhall find one of his crucified bodies 
Stol'n down, and he to be forthwith made faſt 
In place thereof, for the ſign | 
Of the loſt centinel. Come, glorify 
Firm Confidence in great inconſtancy. 
And this believe (for all-prov'd knowledge ſwears) 
He that believes in error, never errs. [ Exennt. 


The tomb opens, Lyſander, Cynthia, Ero. 


Lyſander, 
*Tis late; I muſt away. = 
Cynthia, 


Lyſander. 
Tempt not my ſtay, dis dangerous. The law is ſtrict, and 
not to be diſpens d with; if any centinel be too late in's 
watch, or that by his neglect one of the crucified bodies 
ſhould be ſtol'n from the croſs, his life buys it. 
Cynthia, 
A little ſlay will not endanger them. 
The day's proclaimer has not yet given warning, 
The cock yet has not beat his third alarm. 
5 Lyjander, : 
What, ſhall we ever dwell here amongſt th*Antipodes ? Shall 
I not enjoy the honour of my fortune in publick, fit in Lyſan- 
der's chair, reign in his wealth? 
Cynthia, 
Thou ſhalt, thou ſhalt ; though my love to thee 
Hath prov'd thus ſudden, and for haſte leapt over 
The compliment of wooing; yet only for the world's 
opinion 


Not yet, ſweet love! 


Lyſander, 


5 ** 
* 
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Mark that again. 
_ Cynthia. 


I muſt maintain a form lo pong hence, 


Out upon't !—Opinion, the blind goddeſs of fools, foe to 
the virtuous, and only friend to undeſerving perſons, contemn 
it, Thou know'ſt thou haſt done virtuouſly; thou haſt 
ſtrangely ſorrow'd for thy huſband, follow'd him to death, far- 
ther thou could'ſt not, thou had buried thyſelf quick. (O that 
it were true !)—ſpent more tears over his carcaſs than would 
ſerve a whole city of ſaddeſt widows in a plague time, beſides 
ſighings and ſwoonings not to be credited. 

__ _ Opnthia. | 


True; but thoſe compliments might have their time, for 


faſhion ſake. 
Lyſander . | 

Right, opinion and faſhion ! *Sfoot, what call you time ? 
thou haſt wept theſe four whole days. 
g | Er 0s 

Nay, by'r lady, almoſt five, 

T's Of's ney Lyſender, 
Look you there, near upon five whole days! 
Opnthia. 
We'll go and ſee; Return, we'll go home. 
[Exeunt Cynthia and Ero. 
Lyſander. | 

Hell be thy home, huge monſters damn ye and your whole 
creation! O ye Gods, in the height of her mourning, in a 
tomb, within ſight of ſo many deaths! her huſband's believed 
body in her eye; he dead a few days before: this mirrour of 
nuptial chaſtity, this votreſs of widow conſtancy, to change her 
faith, exchange kiſſes, embraces, with a ſtranger ; and but my 
ſhame withſtood, to give the utmoſt earneſt of her love to an 
eiphtpenny centinel ; in effect, to proſtitute herſelf upon her 
huſband's coffin ! Luſt, impiety, hell, womanhood itſelt; add, 
it you can, one ſtep to this, 


Enter Captain, «vith two or three Soldiers, 


— — — — — —— — — —ͤů* — — 
— - — 
—— — — 


Captain. 
One of the crucified bodies taken down ? \ 
Vor, VI. O Ly/anders 


; * 
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Lyfander, | 
Enough. HE 2 [ Slinks away. 
Captain, | 
And the centinel not to be heard of? 
Firſt Soldier. 
Na, fir. | | 


Captain, FE, 
Make out; haſte, ſearch about for him; does none of you 
know him, nor his name? | | | 
Fg | Second Soldier, | 

He's but a ſtranger here, of four day's ſtanding ; and we 
never ſet eye on him but at ſetting the watch. 


Captain. 
For whom ſerves he? you look well to your watch, 
maſters, * 
: Firſt Soldier. 


For ſignior Stratio ; and whence he is tis ignorant to us; 
we are not correſpondent for any but our own places. 
| | Captain. 
Yeare eloquent. Abroad I ſay, let me have him. [ Exeunt. 
This negligence will by the governor be wholly caſt on me; 
he hereby will ſuggeſt to the viceroy, that the city-guards are 
very careleſsly attended, He loves me not, I know, becauſe of 
late I knew him but of mean condition; but now by for- 
tune's injudicious hand, guided by bribing courtiers, he is 
rais'd to this high ſeat of honour; nor bluſhes he to ſee him- 
ſelfadvanc'd over the heads of ten times higher worths, but 
takes it all, forſooth, to his merits, and looks (as all upſtarts 
do) for moſt huge obſervance. Well, my mind muſt ſtoop to 
his high place, and learn within itſelf to ſever him from that, 
and to adore Authority the Goddeſs, however born by an un- 
worthy beaſt ; and let the beaſt's dull apprehenſion take the ho- 
nour ; Hon to Iſis done to himſelf, I mutt fit faſt, and be ſure 
to give no hold to theſe fault-bunting Enemies. [ Exit. 
[ Tomb opens, and Lyſander within lies along. 
Cynthia and Ero. 
Lyſander. | : 
Pray thee diſturb me not; put out the lights. 
45 g Ero. 
Faith I'Il take a nap again. | 
5 | Cynthia, 


THE WIDOW'S TEARS. art 
FD | : 
Thou ſhalt not reſt before I be reſolved 
What happy wind hath driven thee back to harbour: 


Was it my Jore? 
Tyander. 


No. 
8 urbia. 
Vet ſay 60 (ſweet) that wich the thought inte? 
I may enjoy all that I wiſh on earth, 
Lyſander, 
I am ſou ght for A crucified body is ſtoPn while] 
I loiter'd bw; and I muſt die ftor't. 
Cynthia, 
Die? all the Gods forbid ! O this affright 
Torments me ten parts more than the ſad loſs 
Ot my dear huſband; 
L ander . 


Damnation! I believe thee. 
Cynthia, 
Yet hear a woman's wit; 
Take counſel of neceſſity and it, 
I have a body here, which once I lov'd 
And honour'd above all; but that time's paſt 
Lyſanaer. 
It is; revenge it heaven. 
Cynthia. 
That ſhall ſupply at fo extreme a need 


The vacant gibbet. 


Cancro! What, thy huſband's body ? 
Cynthia. 
What hurt is't, being dead, it faves the living? 
Lyſander. 
O heart hold in, check = rebellious motion! 
ntbia. 
Vex not thyſelf, dear love, nor uſe delay. 
Tempt not this danger, ſet thy hands to work, 
Ly/ander. 
I cannot do't ; my heart will not permit 
My hands to execute a ſecond murder ; 
O 2 The 


— ——ñññ — 
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The truth is, I am he that flew thy huſband, 


Cynthia, 
The Gods forbid ! 
Lyſander. | 
It was this hand that bath'd my reeking ſword 
In his life blood, while he cry'd out for mercy ; 
But I remorſeleſs, ** paunch'd him, cut his throat, | 
He with his laſt breath crying 1 
thia. 

O thou haſt told me news that cleaves my heart ! 
Would I had never ſeen thee, or heard ſooner 
This bloody ſtory !—yet ſee, note my truth, 

Yet I mult love thee, 


Out upon thee, monſter ! 
Go, tell the governor ; let me be brought 
To die for that moſt famous villainy ; 
Not for this / miching baſe tranſgreſſion 
Of truant negligence, | 
Cynthia, 


I cannot do't. | . 
Love muſt ſalve any murder: I'll be judge 
Of thee, dear love; and theſe ſhall be thy pains, 
Inſtead of iron, to ſuffer theſe ſoft chains, 
MN rande. 
O I am infinitely oblig'd ! 


26 paunch'd him] To paunch is to pierce or rip the belly. So, in 

The Tempeſt, A. 3. S. 2.: : : * 
' «© — or With a log 
« Batter his ſkull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 

« Or cut his wezand with thy knife.“ 

27 miching] Minſhieu explains & to Miche, ſecretly to hide himſelfe 
& out of the way, as truants doe from ſchoole.” So, in Dekker's Mon- 
der full Yeare, 1603: © yet went they moſt bitterly miching, and muf- 
« fled up and downe, &c.“ | | 

Euphues and his England, 1582, p.29. © What made the Gods ſo often 
to trewant from heaven, and mich heere on earth but beautie.“ 

See alſo the Notes of Dr. Warburton, 2 and Mr. Steevens, 
to the Firſt Part ef King Henry IV. A. 2. S. 4. and of Mr. Warton te 


Hamlet, A. 3» 8. 2. : 
Once 
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- Opmnthia. 

Ariſe, I ſay, thou ſaver of my life, 
Do not with vain affrighting conſcience 
Betray a life that is not thine, but mine: 
Riſe and preſerve it. 


Ha! thy huſband's body? 
Hang't up you ſay, inſtead of that that's ſtol'n ; 
Yet I his murderer—is that your meaning: 
Cynthia, 


Lyſander. 


Thy love amazes me; 
The point is how we ſhall get it thither. 
Ha? tie a halter about's neck, and drag him to the gallows ; 


ſhall I, my love? 
Cynthia, 


So you may do, indeed ; 
Or if your own ſtrength will not ſerve, we'll add 
Our hands to yours, and bear him to the place; 

For heaven's love, come ; the night goes off apace, 


It is, my love. 


| Lyſander, | 
All the infernal plagues dwell in thy foul ! [Ala 
Ti fetch a crow of iron to break the cofhin. 
| Cynthia, 
Do, love; be ſpeedy. 
As I wiſh thy damnation. * [Shuts the tomb. 


O I could tear myſelf into atoms ; off with this antick; the 
ſhirt that Hercules wore for his wife was not more baneful. 
Is't poſſible there ſhould be ſuch a latitude in the ſphere of 
this ſex, to entertain ſuch an extenſion of miſchief, and not 
turn devil? What is a woman ? what are the worſt, when the 
beſt are ſo paſt naming ? As men like this, let them try their 
wives again; put women to the teſt, diſcover them, paint 
them; paint them ten parts more than they do themſelves, 
rather than look on them as they are; their wits are but 
painted that diſlike their painting. Thon fooliſh thirſter after 
idle ſecrets and ills abroad, look home, and ſtore and choak 
thee ; there ſticks an Achelois? horn, of all copia enough; 


O 3 As 
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As much as ** Alizon of ſtreams receives. 


Or _ Ida ſhows of ſhady leaves. 
Enter Tharſalio, 
Who's that ? | 
Thar/alio. 


I wonder Lycus fails me; nor can I hear what's become 
of him. He would not certain ride to D to call my bro- 


ther back, without my knowledge. 
Lyſander. 
My 7 brother's wieel what makes he here about ſo un- 
timely ? I'll ſlip him. Is oi; 5 
Who goes there? | 
. | Lyſander, 
A friend, 
Thar/alio 


Dear friend, let's know you. A friend leaſt look d for, but 
moſt welcomd, and with many a long look expected here. 
What, ſir, unbooted? have you been long arriv d? 

Lyſander, * 

Not long; ſome two hours before night. 

PDarſalio. 

Well, brother, y' have the moſt rare, admirable, unmatch · 
able wiſe, that ever ſuffer'd for the ſin of a huſband. I can- 
not blame your confidence indeed now, it is built on ſuch in- 
fallible ground: Lycus, I think, is gone to call you to the 
reſcue of her life ; why ſhe! O incomprehenſible !— 

*  Aafandr, * 

I have heard all related- ſince my arrival ; we'll meet to- 
morrow. 


— 


Tharſalio, 
What haſte, brother ? But was it related wk what intolera- 
ble pains I and my miſtreſs, her other friends, matrons and 
magiſtrates, labour'd her diverſion from that courſe ? 


28 4; much as Alizon of. Hreams _— The Aliſo is a River of 
Germany. Or perhaps the Author means the — another ariſing out 
of Mount * and diſcharging itſelf into the Euxine Sea. 8. 


aud. 


THE WIDOW'S TEARS, 215 
Lyfander. | . 


Tharſako. | 
What ſtreams of tears ſhe pour'd out? what treſſes of her 
hair ſhe tore, and offered on your ſuppoſed hearſe ? a 


Lyſander. 
Tharſalio. 


But above all, how ſince that time her eyes never harbour'd- 
wink of ſlumber theſe fix days; no, nor taſted the leaſt dram 


of any ſuſtenance ? 


Yes, yes. 


I have heard all. 


Lyſander, 
How 1s that aſſured ? | 
, Thar r/alio. 
Not a ſcruple. 1 
Bs, Lyſander. 


Are you ſure there came no ſoldier to her, nor brought her 
victuals ? 5 5 | 
7 Thar/alio, 
Soldier ! what ſoldier? | 
Lyſander. 

Why, ſome ſoldier of the watch, that attends the executed 
bodies Well, brother, I am in haſte, to-morrow ſhall ſupply 
this night's defect of conference. Adieu. [Exit Lyſander. 

T har/alio, | 

A ſoldier of the watch bring her victuals? Go to, brother, 
I have you in the wind; he's unharneſs'd of all his travelling 
accoutrements : I came directly from's houſe, no word of him 
there; he knows the whole relation; he's paſſionate ; all col- 
lections ſpeak he was the ſoldier. ' What ſhould be the riddle 
of this, that he is itoPn hither into a ſoldier's diſguiſe ? he 
ſhould have ſtaid at Dipolis to receive news from us. Whether 
he ſuſpected our relation, or had not patience to expect it, or 
whether that furious, frantick, capricious devil jealouſy, hath 
toſt him hither on his horns, I cannot conjecture ; but the 
caſe is clear, he's the ſoldier.—Siſter, look to your fame, your 
chaſtity's uncovered, Are they here ſtill? here, believe it, 
both moſt wofully weeping over the bottle; He knocks, 

570. 

Who's there ? 

O 4 | Tharſalio, 
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Tharſalio. 
Tharſalio, open. 
Fro. 


Alas! fir, tis no boot to vex your ſiſter and yourſelf ; 
ſhe is deſperate, and will not bear perſuaſion ; ſhe is very 


weak. 
| Thar/alio. 
Here's a true-bred chamber-maid.—Alas ! I am ſorry for't ; 
I have brought her meat and Candian wine to ſtrengthen ber. 
| FO, 2 | 
O the very naming on't will drive her into a ſwoon ; good 


fir, forbear, , 
Thar/alio. | 

Yet open, ſweet, that J may bleſs mine = with ſight of 
her fair ſhrine ; and of thy ſweeteſt ſelf (her famous pandreſs) ; 
open, I ſay. Siſter, you hear me well; paint not your tomb 
without ; we know too well what rotten carcaſſes are lodg'd 
within; open, I ſay. [Ero = and he ſees her head laid on 
the coffin, &c.] Siſter, I have brought you tidings to wake you 
out of this ſleeping mummery. . | 
| ro. 
Alas! ſhe's faint, and ſpeech is painful to her. 

| Tharſalio, 

Well faid, frubber ; was there no ſoldier here lately? 


Ero, 
A ſoldier! when ? | | 
| : T harſalio, : 
This night, laſt night, other night; and I know not how 
many nights and days, 


R Cynt hia, 
Who's there ? | 


Ero. 
* brother, miſtreſs, that aſks if there were not a ſoldier 
re? 


Here was no ſoldier. 


Ero. 
Yes, miſtreſs, I think here was ſuch a one, tho' you took no 
heed of him, 


Thar, Halio. 
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, ap” 

Go to, fiſter; did not you join kiſſes, embraces, and plight 
indeed with him, the utmoſt of nuptial love with him? 
Deny't, deny't ; but firſt hear me a ſhort ſtory. The ſoldier 
was your diſguis'd huſband, diſpute it not. That you fee yonder, 
is but a ſhadow, an empty cheſt, containing nothing bat air. 
Stand not to gaze at it; 'tis true, This was a projet of his 
own contriving, to put your loyalty and conſtant vows to the 
teſt ; y*are warn'd, be arm'd, | [ Exit, 


Ero. 
O fie o theſe perils! 
Cynthia, 
O Erol we are undone. 
Ero, 


Nay, you'd ne'er be warn'd; I ever wiſh'd you to withſtand 
the puſh of that ſoldier's pike, and not enter him too deep 
into your boſom, but to keep ſacred your widow's vows. made 


to Lyſander. | 
m_ Cynthia, 


Thou did'ſt, thou did'ſt. A 
ro. | 

Now you may ſee th' event. Well, our ſafety lies in our 
ſpeed ; he'll do us miſchief, if we prevent not his coming. 
Let's to your mother's; and there call out your mightieſt 
friends to guard you from his fury, Let them begin the 
quarrel with him for practiſing this villainy on your ſex to 
intrap your frailties, 

„ 


Nay I reſolve to fit out one brunt more; to try to what aim 
he'll enforce his project; were he ſome other man, unknown 
to me, his violence might awe me; but knowing him as I do, 
I fear him not. Do thou but ſecond me, thy ſtrength. and 
mine ſhall maſter his beſt force, if he ſhould. prove outrageous, 
Deſpair, they ſay, makes cowards turn courageous. Shut u 
the tomb, | [ She ſhuts the pale 


Enter one of the Soldiers ſent out before to ſeek the Centinel, 


Firft Soldier, 
All pains are loſt in hunting out this ſoldier ; his fear (add- 
ing 


ng wings to his heels) out-goes us as far as the freſh hare the 
rn, 


| Enter Second Soldier another way, 
n 


A friend. 

5 Firſt. Soldier. 

O] your ſucceſs and mine touching this centinel, tells, I 
ſuppoſe, one tale; he's far enough I undertake, by this time. 
| Second Soldier, 

I blame him not: the law's ſevere, (tho? juſt, and cannot be 


diſpens'd). 
Fin Soldier. 

Why ſhould the laws of Paphos, with more rigour than 
other city laws, purſue offenders? that, not appeas'd with their, 
lives forfeit, exact a juſtice of them after death? And if a 
ſoldier in bis watch forſooth loſe one of the dead bodies, he 
muſt die for't : it ſeems the ſtate needed no ſoldiers when that 
was made a law. ö g 

| Second Soldier. | 

So we may chide the fire for burning us; or ſay the bee's 
not good becauſe ſhe ſtings: tis not the body the law reſpects, 
but the ſoldier's neglect, when the watch (the guard and ſafety 
of the city) is left abandon'd to all hazards. But let him go; 

and tell me if your news ſort with mine, for Lycus is ap- 
prehended, they ſay, about Lyfander's murder. 1 
| Firft Soldier. 3 

Tis true; he's at the captain's lodge under guard, and tis 
my charge in the morning to uncloſe the leaden coffin, and 
diſcover the body; the captain will aſſay 3? an old concluſion 
often approv d; that at the murderer's ſight the blood revives 
again, and boils afreſh ; and every wound has a condemning 
voice to cry out guilty *gainſt the murderer, x = 

. . . Sec 


29 ſort] i. e. agree. 

30 an old conclufien often approv'd ; that at the murderer's fight the blood 
revives again, and boils afreſh] Dr. Johnſon obſerves (Note to King 
Richard III. A. 1. S. 2.), © that it is a tradition very generally received, 
tc that the murdered body bleeds on the touch of the murderer. This was 


« ſo much believed by Sir Kenelm Digby, that he has endeavoured to 
&« explain 
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53 . . Second Soldier, © ES, N 

O world, if this be true ! his deareſt friend, his bed com- 
panion, whom of all his friends he cull'd out.for his boſom ! 

| Fin Soldier. | IS 

Tuſh, man ; in this topſy-turvy world, friendſhip and boſom 
kindneſs are but made covers for miſchief, means. to compaſs 
ill. Near-allied truſt is but a bridge for treaſon, The pre- 
ſumptions cry aloud againſt him; his anſwers ſound diſ- 
jointed, croſs-legg'd, tripping up one another. He names a 
town whither hg brought Lyſander murder'd by mountaineers ; 
that's falſe ; ſome of the dwellers have been here, and all diſ- 
claim it. Beſides, the wounds he bears in ow are ſuch as 
ſhrews cloſely give their huſbands, that never bleed, and find 
to be counterſeit. | 
Second Soldier. 3% 
O that jade Falſhood is never found of all ; but halts of one 
leg ſtill. 37 
Truth pace is all upright, ſound every where, 

And, like a die, ſets ever on a ſquare. 
And how is Lycus his bearing in this condition ? 
| Hirſt Soldier. 

Faith (as the manner of ſuch deſperate offenders is nll it 
come to the point), careleſs and confident, laughin,; at all that 
ſeem to pity him. But leave it to th'event, Night, feilow 
ſoldier, you'll not meet me in the moraing at the tomb, and 
lend me your hand to the unrigging of Lyſandei's herſe ? 

Second Soldier. 

I care not if I do, to view heaven's power in this unbot- 

tom'd cellar, 
Blood, tho! it fleep a time, yet never dies. 
The gods on murderers fix revengetul eyes. [ Excunt. 


i! 
j 
| 
| 
ö 
| 
| 


cc explain the reaſon.” And Mr. Tollet favs, © that this opinion ſeems 
«to be derived from the ancient Swedes, or Northern nations from 
« whom we deſcend ; for they practiſed this method of trial in dubious 
4 caſes as appears from Pitt's Atlas in Sweden, p. 20.“ See alfo ſeveral 
inſtances in Mr. Steevens's Note on the ſame paſſage. Other ſtories of 
this kind are to be found in Goulart's Admirable and Memorable Hiſtariesg 
tranſlated by Grimeſton, 1607, p. 422. 


Lyſandes 
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Lyſander folus, with a crow of iron, and a halter, which he lays 
no © nan \ — re 
Come, my borrow'd diſguiſe, let me once more | 

Be reconciled to thee, my truſtieſt friend; | 
» Thou that in trueſt ſhape haſt let me ſee 

That which my truer ſelf hath hid from me. 

Help me to take revenge on a diſguiſe, 

Ten times more falſe and counterfeit than thou, 

Thou, falſe in ſhow, haſt been moſt true to me; 

The ſeeming true, hath prov'd more falſe than her. 

Aſſiſt me to behold this act of luſt, 

Note with-a ſcene of ſtrange impiety. 

Her huſband's murder'd corſe ! O more than horror! 
I'll not believe it untry'd ; if the but lift 

A hand to act it; by the fates, her brains flie out, 

Since ſhe has madded me; let her beware my horns, 

For tho? by goring her, no hope be ſhown 


To cure myſelf, yet I'll not bleed alone. [ He knocks, 
Ero, 
Who knocks ? | 
Lyſander. 
The ſoldier ; open. [She opens, and he enters, 


See, ſweet, here are the engines that muſt do't, 
Which, with much fear of my diſcovery, 
J have at laſt procur'd. 
Shall we about this work ? I fear the morn 
Will overtake's ; my ſtay hath been prolong'd 
With hunting obſcure nooks for theſe 3” employments : 
The night prepares a way; come, art reſolv'd ? 
Cynthia, 
Ay, you ſhall find me conſtant. 
: L y/ander . 

Ay, ſo I have, moſt prodigiouſly conſtant. 

Here's a rare halter to hug him with. 


3T employments] This word is here uſed in the ſame ſenſe as implements, 
to which it was altered by Mr. Dodfley in the former Edition. Employ- 
ments, however, is the reading of the quarto, and may be defended from 
Shakſpeare, who, in Twelfth Night, A. 2. S. 5. makes Malvolio ſay, 

on taking up a letter, What employment have we here? * 
3 70. 


Freren 


9 
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| ; Ero. . 
Better you and I join our hands and bear him thither ; you 
take his head, ' | 
| Cynthi 


4. 
Ay, for that was always heavier than his whole body beſides. 
= ra 
You can tell beſt, that m_ it, 1 
ro. 
Til be at the feet; I am able to bear againſt you, I warrant 


Ou, 
4 anger, 
Haſt thou prepar'd weak nature to di 
A ſight ſo much diſtaſteful ? haſt ſear'd thy heart 
It bleed not at the bloody ſpectacle : 
875 arm'd thy fearful eyes againſt th* affront 
ſuch a direful object ? | 
Thy murder'd huſband ghaſtly ſtaring on thee ? 
His wounds gaping to atfright thee ; bis body ſoil'd with 
Gore? fore heaven my heart ſhrugs at it! 


Cynthia, 
So does not mine, 
Love's reſolute; and ſtands not to conſult 
With petty terror; but in full career 
Runs blind- fold through an army of miſdoubts, 
And interpoſing fears; perhaps I'll weep, 
Or ſo, make a forꝰ d face, 2 laugh again. 


O moſt valiant love! 
I was thinking with myſelf as I came, how if this 
Break to light ? his body known, 
(As many notes might make it) would it not fix 
Upon thy fame an unremoved brand 
Of ſhame, and hate? they that in former times 
Ador'd thy virtue, would they not abhor 
Thy loathed memory ? 

"Cynthia. 


All this I know, But yet my love to thee 
Swallows all this, or whatſoever doubts 
Can come againſt it, 


Shame's but a feather, balanc'd with thy love. 
Lyſanders 


* 


* 
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„Neither fear nor ſhame ? you are ſteel to th; proof 
| I ſhall iron you !) Come then, let's to work, 

las, poor corpſe! how many martyrdoms - 
Muſt thou endure ? mangled by me a villain, _ 
And now expos'd to the foul ſhame of the gibbet ? 
Fore piety, there is ſomewhat in me ſtrives 
Againſt the deed, my very arm relents 
8 ſtrike a ſtroke ſo inhumane, 

o wound a hallow'd herſe] ſuppoſe twere mine, 
Would not my ghoſt ſtart up and fly upon thee ? 


Cynthia. 
No, I'd mall it down again with this. | | 
- | [She fnatches up the erow. 
Ly/ander, | 
How now ? 
Cynthia. p 


Nay, then I'll eſſay my ſtrength ; a ſoldier, and afraid of a 
dead man? A ſoft-toed milk-ſop! Come, I'll do't myſelf. 
f Ly/ſander . ' | 
And I look on? give me the iron. 
Cynthia, | | 
No, I'll not loſe the glory ont. This hand, &c. 
f Hhgſandkr. | 
Praythee, ſweet, let it not be ſaid the ſavage act was thine z 
deliver me the engine. | 
7 Cynthia. 
Content yourſelf, tis in a fitter hand. 
+9 Lyſander. 


Wilt thou firſt? art not thou the moſt— 
. Ie catches at her throat. 


| ; Cynthia. 
III. deſtin'd wife of a transformed monſter ; 
Who, to aſſure himſelf of what he knew, 


Hath loſt the ſhape of man! 
1 L,yſander, 


. Cynthia. 
Poor ſoldier's caſe ! do not we know you, fir ? 
But I have given thee what thou cam'ſt to ſeek. 


Ha! croſs-capers ? 


Go, 


| 95 
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Go, Satyr, run affrighted with the noiſe 

Of that harſh ſounding horn thyſelf haſt blown; 

Farewel ; I leave thee there my huſband's corpſe, _ 

Make much of that. | { Exit <vith Ero. 
| | _ Ly/ander. 8 
What have I done? O let me lie and grieve, and ſpeak rio 

more 3 | | 
+ Captain, Lycus with a guard of three or four ſoldiers. 

2 Sa Captain, 6 ; 15 
Bring him away; you myſt have patience, fir: if yon can 

ſay aught to quit you of thoſe preſumptions that lie heavy on 

you, you ſhall be heard. It not, tis not your braves, nor 
your atteCting looks can carry it. We muſt acquit our duties. 


 Yare captain o' th? watch, fir I 
Captain, 


Lycus. | : 

So were you beſt do me; fee your preſumptions be ſtrong ; 
or be aſſured that ſhall prove a dear preſumption, to brand me 
with the. murder of my friend. But you havebeen ſuborn'd 
by ſome cloſe villain to defame me. | 

| Captain, 

Twilln ot be ſo put off, friend Lycus; I could wiſh your ſoul 
as free from taint of this foul fact, as mine from any ſuch un- 
worthy practice. 


:. You take me right, 


Lycus. 

Conduct me to the governor himſelf, to confront before 
him your ſhallow accuſations. 

. Captain, 

Firſt, fir, I'll bear you to Lyſander's tomb, to confront the 
murder'd body; and ſee what evidence the wounds will yield 
againſt you. 
| | He. 

V'are wiſe, captain. But if the body ſhould chance not to 
ſpeak; if the wounds ſhould be tongue-tied, where's then 
your evidence, Captain? will not you be laugh'd at for an of- 
ficious captain ? | 

Captain, 

- Yare gallant,'fir, 2 


Deus. 
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| Dent. 
Vour Captaioſip commands my ſervice no farther, 
tain, 


Well, fir, perhaps I may, if this concluſion take not well 
try what operation lies in torgure, to pull confeſſion from you. 


Say you ſo, Captain ? but heark ye, Captain, might it not 
; concur with the quality of your office, ere this matter grow to 
the height of a more threatening danger, to wink a little at a 


by ſi 1 
by 5 5 5 . 


Lycus, 
Jo ſend a man abroad under guard of one of your fillieſt 
ſhack-rags ; that he may beat the knave, and run way. 1 


mean this on good terms, Captain; I'Il be thankful. 
tain. 


Cap 
Ill think on't hereafter. Mean time I have other employ- 
ment for you. + 


rns. 
Your place is worthily repleniſh'd, Captain, My duty, fir; 
heark ye, Captain, there's a mutiny in your army; I'll go 
raiſe the governor, [1s going. 
Captain, ; 
No haſte, fir; he'll ſoon be here without your ſummons. 
Soldiers thruft up from the tomb. 
Bring forthrthe knighto'th' — have we met with you, ſir? 
ſe thi _ ith better 
on” ſoldier, uſe thine office wi temper, 
nen, Soldier, 25 


Come, convey him to the lord governor. 
mY Firſt Felle, ” q 


Afore the Captain, fir. Have the heavens nought elfe to 
do, but to ſtand ſtill, and turn all their malignant aſpects upon 


ene man? 
"Glas Soldier . 
Captain, here's the centinel we ſought for ; -he's ſome new- 


pteſs d ſoldier, for none of us _ him, 
: Captain, 
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My truant was mich't, fir, into a blind corner of the tomb. 


. Captain. A 
Well ſaid ; guard him ſafe—but for the corpſe ? 
WS * Firft Soldier. | 
For the corpſe, ſir? bare miſpriſion; there's no body; 
nothing. A mere blandation ; a deceptio viſus, Unleſs this 
ſoldier for hunger have eat up L s bod. 


Why, I could have told you this before, Captain; the body 
was born awa A by devout ladies of Venus? order, 
for the man died one of Venus And yet I heard 
ſince was ſeen whole &' th* other fide the Downs, & upon a 
coleſtaff betwixt two huntſmen, to feed their dogs withal. 
Which was a miracle, Captain. | 
tain, N 

Miſchief in this act hath a deep m; and requires more 
time to ſound it. But you, fir, it ſeems, are a ſoldier of the 
neweſt ſtamp. Know you what it is to forſake your ſtand? 
there's one of the bodies in your charge ſton away; how an- 
{wer you that? ſee, here comes the governor, 


Enter a Guard bare ; after, the Governor; Tharſalio, 
Clinias, before Eudora; Cynthia, Laodice, Sthenia, Ianthe, 


Co : 
Guard. 


Stand aſide there. 
ans - 


Room for a ſtrange —_— The perfect draught of a 
moſt brainleſs, imperious upſtart. O deſert! where wert 
thou, when this wooden dagger was gilded over with the title 

of governor ? Y 


zr 1a cole i. e. a pole like thoſe on which water veſſels are 
* 1 hs et, So, IA of Feverſham : 

&« I, and my companye have taken the conſtable from his watch, 
And carried him t the fields on a colrſtaffe,” 

Again, at the end of Randolph's Pedler : . 

The Pedler calls for his colgfaff. 

Vor. VI. | OO Guard. 
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Guard, 
Peace, maſters; hear = lords 


harfalto. 
- All wiſdom be filent ; now — 2 . 0 
I am come in perſon to diſcharge juſtice, 
herſalio. 
Of his office, 
Governor. 


The cauſe you ſhalf know hereafter ; and it is this A 
villain, whoſe very fight 1 abhor ; where is he? let me ſee 


him. , 


ain, 
Is't Lycus you mean, my lord ? q 
Governor . K 
Go to, ſirrah, y are too malapert; I have heard of your 
centinel's eſcape; ; look to't, | 
Captain, 


My lord, this is the centinel you ſpeak of. 

Governor. 
How now, fir ? what time a day is't? 

Argus, 

I cannot ſhew you preciſely, an't pleaſe your honour, 
a owernor. 
5 What! ! ſhall we have replications ? r<oinders? 

Tharſalio. 
Such a creature fool is, when he beftrides the back of 


authority. 


Governor, | 

Sirrah, ſtand you forth. It is ſuppoſed thou haſt committed 

a moſt Inconvenient murder upon the body of Lyſander. 
Lycus, 

My good lord, I ined f 
Governor, 

Peace, varlet ; do'ſt chop with me? I ſay, it is imagin'd 
thou Baſt murdered Lyſander. How it will be prov'd I know 
not. Thou ſhalt therefore preſently be had to execution, af 
Juſtice in ſuch caſes requireth, Soldiers, take him away 3 
bring forth the centinel, 

T,yens, 


N 


* 
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Your lordſhip will firſt let 27 defence be heard. 
Governor . ; 
Sirrah, I'll no fending nor proving. For my part I am 


ſatisfied, it is ſo: that's enough for thee. I had ever a ſym- 


athy in my mind againſt him, Let him be had - 
88 4 * Tharſalio. I 


A moſt excellent apprehenſion ! he's able, you ſee, to judge 


of a cauſe at firſt ſight, and hear but two parties, Here's a 
ſecond Solon. 
Eudora. 


Hear him, my lord ; preſumptions oftentimes 
(Tho! likely grounded) reach not to the truth. 
And truth is oft abus d by likelihood. 
Let him be heard, my lord. 

Governor, 

Madam, content yourſelf, I will do juſtice; I will not 
hear him. Your late lord was my honourable predeceſſor : 
but your ladyſhip muſt pardon me; in matters of juſtice I am 


blind. 
| Thar/alio. 

That's true, 

Governor, 

I know no perſons, If a court-favourite write to me in a 
caſe of juſtice, T will pocket his letter and proceed. If a 
ſuitor in a caſe of juſtice thruſts a bribe into my hand, I will 
pocket his bribe and proceed. Therefore, madam, ſet your 
heart at reſt: I am ſeated in the throne of juſtice ; and I will 
do juſtice; I will not hear him. 
| Eudora. 

Not hear him, my lord? 

Governor. 

No, my lady: and moreover put you in mind, in whoſe 

preſence you ſtand; if you parrot to me long go to. 
Tharſalio. 

Nay, 3* the vice muſt inap his authority at all he meets; 
how ſhal't elſe be known what part he plays ? 

32 the vice] See two diſſertations on the character of the Vice, by 


Dr. Warburton and Mr. Upton, at the concluſion of King Richard III. 
vol. VII. edit. 1778. 8. 


P 2 Governor, 


ODS —— OO ERS „6 - = 


. © 
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| g Governor . | 
Your huſband was a noble tleman; but, alas! he came 
ny he was uo ſtateſman; he has left a foul city behind 
Um. þ g 2 
Tharſ/alto.- | 
Ay, and I can tell you 'twill trouble his lordſhip, and all 
his honourable aſſiſtants of ſcavingers, to ſweep it clean, 
p ng Governor - 
It's full gf vices, a t ones too. 
| | © Tharfalio. „ 
And thou none of the meaneſt. 
i Governor . 
But T'll turn all topſy-turvy : and ſet up a new diſcipline 
amongſt you. I'll cut off all periſh'd members. 
Tharſalio. 
That's the ſurgeon's office. 
Governor, | 
Caſt out theſe rotten ſtinking carcaſes for infecting the 


whole city. * 
7 2 US. 


Rotten they may be; but their wenches uſe to pepper them, 
and their ſurgeons to parboil them; and that preſerves them 
from ſtinking, an't pleaſe your honour, 

Governor. 

Peace, firrah, peace; and yet 'tis well ſaid too. 33 A good 

pregnant fellow, faith. But to proceed: I will ſpew drunken- 


neſs out o'th* city 
© Tharſalio, 


* 
- 


Into th* country. 
| Governor. 

Shifters ſhall cheat and ftarve ; and no man ſhall do good 
but where there is no need. Braggarts ſhall live at the head; 
and the tumult that haunt taverns. _ Aſſes ſhall bear good 
qualities, and wiſe men ſhall ufe them, I will whip letchery 


33 l good pregnant fellow, ] i. e. ready, dexterous. So, Lord Bacon, 
in a ſpeech to Sir Richard Hutton, on his being appointed one of the 
Judges of the Common Pleas, recommends him not to © affect the Opi- 
* nion of Pregnancy, by an impatient and catching Hearing of the Coun- 
« ſellors at the Bar.“ Sce alſo Mr. Stcevens's Note to Acaſure for 


5 Meaſure, A. 1. 1. 
out 


| 
4 
- 
, 1 
- 
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out o'th? city, there ſhall be no more cuckolds. They that 
heretofore were arrant cornutos, ſhall now be honeſt ſhop- 
keepers, and juſtice ſhall take place. I will hunt jealouſy out 


of my dominion. 


ali. 


Do you hear, brother ? 
Governor 


It ſhall be the only note of love to the huſband, to love the 
wife: and none ſhall be more kindly welcome to him than he 


that cuckolds him. 
Tharſalio. 


Believe it, a wholſome reformation ! 
Governor. 

Tl have no more beggars. Fools ſhall have wealth, and 
the learned ſhall live by his wits. I'll have no more bank- 
rupts. They that owe money ſhall pay it at their beſt leiſure: 
and the reft ſhall make a virtue of impriſonment ; and their 
wives ſhall help to pay their debts. Pl! have all young wi- 
dows ſpaded for marrying again. For the old and wither'd, 
they ſhall be confiſcated to unthrifty gallants and decay'd 
knights. If they be poor, they ſhall be burnt to make ſoap- 
aſhes, or given to ſurgeons-hall, to be ſtamp'd to ſalve for the 
French meaſels. To conclude, I will cart pride out o'th* 


town, 
| Argus. 
An't pleaſe your honour, pride, an't be ne'er ſo beggarly, 
will look for a coach, 
\ Governor. 
Well ſaid, o' my honour. A good ſignificant fellow, faith: 
what is he ? he talks much does he follow your ladyſhip ? 


No, an't pleaſe your honour, I 9 before her. 
Governor, 
A good undertaking preſence ; a well-promiſing forehead, 


your gentleman-uſher, madam ? 
| Eudora, 


Yours, if you pleaſe, my lord. 
Governor, 
Born i'th' city? 
7 3 Ar 2. 


enn 
| 3 * 7 
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Ay, an't pleaſe your honour ; but begot ch court, * - + 
3 Governor. | 
34 Treſſell- legg d? * | 


Ay, an't pleaſe your _ 


opernor. 
The better; it bears a breadth ; makes roam o' both ſides. 
Might I not ſee his pace ? 1 


Ves, an't pleaſe your honour. ** [Argus alls. 
; Governor, TY OO ans 
"Tis well, tis very well. Give me thy hand: madam, I 
ill accept this pro at your hand, and will wear it thregd- 
re for your ſake. Fall in there, ſirrah. And for the mat- 
ter of Lycus, madam, I muſt tell you, you are ſhallow : there's 
a ſtate-point in't e bark you; the viceroy has given him, and 
we muſt uphold correſpondence, He muſt walk; ſay one 
man goes wrongfully out o'th' world, there are hundreds to 
one come wrongfully into the world. 
Eudora. 
our lordſhip will give me but a word in private, 
Come, brother ; we know you well : what means this ha- 
bit? why ſtaid you not at Dipolis as you reſoly'd, to take ad- 


vertiſement for us of your wife's bearing? 


Lyſander. | 
O brother, this jealous frenſy has born me headlong to 
rum. 
| Tharſalio. 


Go to; be comforted ; uncaſe yourſelf ; and diſcharge your 
friend. | 
Governor. 

Is that Lyſander, ſay you ? and is all his ſtory true? by'r 
lady, madam, that jealouſy will coſt him dear : he undertook 


34 Treſſell-legg'd®] Treſſeli-lrgg?d I believe is the ſame as crooked 
legg'd, and called fo from reſembling the legs of fools or treſſelli. 
So, in Blurt Maſter Cenſtable, 1602, A 2.—“ I'ſt you Sir Pandarus, 
* the broken knight of Troy? are your two legs the pair of trefſz/s for 
be the Frenchman to get up upon my ſiſter ?” | | h 
tac 
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the perſon of a ſoldier; and as a ſoldier muſt have juſtice. 
Madam, his altitude in this caſe cannot diſpenſe, Lycus, this 
ſoldier hath acquitted you. 3 

0, 


And that acquittal I'll for him requite; the body loſt is 
by this time reſtor d to his place. * 


It is, my lord. ; 
Tharſalio, 


Theſe are ſtate-points, in which your lordſhip's time has 
not yet train'd your lordſhip ; pleaſe your lordſhip to grace a 
 nuptial we have now in 

[Hylus and Laodice fand together.] 
*Twixt this young lady and this gentleman ? 
Your bordſhip there ſhall hear the ample ſtory. 
And how the aſs wrapt in a lion's ſkin 
Fearfully roar'd ; but his large ears appear'd, 
And made him laugh'd at, that before was fear'd. 
Governor 


I'll go with you. For my part, I am at an non-plus. 
[Eudora whiſpers with Cynthia, 
Tharſalio. 
Come, brother, thank the counteſs : ſhe hath ſweat to 
make your peace. Siſter, give me your hand. | 
So, brother, let your lips compound the ſtrife, 
And think you have the only conſtant wife. [Exeunt. 
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THE WIDDOWES TEARES: A Comedie. As it was 
often preſented in the Blacke and White Friers. Written by 
Gxorx. CHar. London, Printed for John Browne, and are 
to be ſold at his ſhop in Fleet-ſtreet, in Saint Dunſtane's 
Church-yard, 1612, 400. | 


THE 


ws 

WHITE DEVIL: 
e 

VITTORIA COROMBONA, 


A Lady of VENICE. 


OHN WEBSTER flouriſned in the reign of King 

James tbe Firſt. He was clerk of the pariſh of St. An- 
drew, Holborn *, and a member of the Merchant-Taylor's 
Company. The times of his birth and death are unknown. 
From the following verſes, he appears to have had the cha- 
rater of an ill-natured critick, but whether with juſtice or 
not cannot now be determined, as none of his works of that 
kind are come down to poſterity, 


& 2 But h'ſt with him crabbed (Webſterio), 
&« The play-wright, cart-wright : whether? either ho— 
«© No 2. Looke as yee'd bee lookt into: 
„Sit as ye woo'd be read: Lord! who woo'd know him ? 
„Was ever man ſo mangl'd with a Poem ? 
«© See how he drawes his mouth awry of late, 
« How he ſcrubs : wrings his wreſts: ſcratches his pate; 
« A midwife! helpe? By his braines coitus 
“ Some Centaure ſtrange: ſome huge Bucephalus, 
Or Pallas (ſure) ingendred in his braine, 
„Strike Vulcan with thy hammer once againe. 
6 This is the crittick that (of all the reſt) 
„ Pde not have view mee, yet I feare him leaſt, 
* Heer's not a word curſively I have writt, 
% But hee'll induſtriouſly examine it; 
And in ſeme 12 monthes hence (or there about) 
“Set in a ſhamefull ſheete my errors out. 
& But what care I? it will be ſo obſcure, 
„That none ſhall underſtand him (I am ſure).“ 


1 Gildon's Lives of the Poets. 
2 Notes from Black-Frycrs, printed in certain Elegies. Done by 
ſundrie excellent Wits, With Satyrs and Epigrams, 1620. 12mo. 
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\ | 
Theobald, who altered the Dutcheſs of Malfy, ſays of him 2; 
« He had a ſtrong and impetuous genius, but withall a moſt 
« wild and indigeſted one: he ſometimes conceived nobly, 
44 but did not always expreſs with clearneſs; and, if he now 
4 and then ſoars handſomely, he as often riſes into the regions 
« of bombaſt : his conceptions were ſo eccentric, that we are 
& not to wonder why we cannot trace him. As for rules, he 
& either knew them not, or thought them too ſervile a re- 
« ſtraint, Hence it is, that he ſkips over years and king- 
„ doms with an equal liberty. (It muſt be confeſſed, the 
« unities were very ſparingly obſerved at the time in which 
d he wrote; however, when any poet travels ſo faſt, that the 
imagination of his ſpectators cannot keep pace with him, 
6 probability is put quite out of breath.) Nor has he been leſs 
« }icentious in another reſpect : he makes mention of Galileo 
« and Taſſo, neither of whom were born till near half a cen · 
« tury after the Dutcheſs of Malfy was murthered,” 

Philip Frowde, Eſq. in the Prologue to the ſame play, ſays: 
« The rude, old bard, it critick laws he knew, | 

From a too warm imagination drew; 

And ſcorning rule ſhould his free ſoul confine, 

Nor time, nor place, obſerv'd in his deſign.” 

He was the Author of the following Plays : . 

(i.) The White Devil; or, the Tragedy of Paulo Gior- 
dano Urſini Duke of Brachiano; with the Life and Death 
of Vittoria Corombona, the famous Venetian Curtizan. 
Acted by the Queen's Servants at the Phœnix, Drury-Lane. 
4to, 1612. 4to, 1631. 4to, 1665. 4to, 1672. 

(2.) * The Tragedy of the Dutcheſſe of Malfy. As it was 
« yreſented privatly at the Black-Friers, and publiquely at the 
44 Globe, by the King's Majeſties Servants. The perfect and 
« exact Coppy, with diverſe things printed, that the length of 
&« the play would not beare in the preſentment. 4to, 1623. 
« 4to, 1040. 4to. 1678. 4to, 1708.” 

(3.) „The Devil's Law-caſe; or, When Women goe to 
& Lay, the Devil is full of Buſineſſe: A New Trage-comeedy. 
« The true and perfect Copie from the Originall, As it was 
4% approved well acted by her Majeſties Servants, 4to, 1623.” 


3 Preface to the Fatal Secret, 12mo. 1735. 


(4+) “ Ap- 


* 


. 
* 
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(A.) “Appius and Virginia, A Tragedy, 4to, 16 
6 2 165K It was — and —ͤ— 3 by 
terton, in 4to; and acted at the Duke's Theatre, under the title 
of The Roman Virgin, or Unjuft Judge. | 

(5.) „The Thracian Wonder. A Comical Hiſtory, as it 
& hath been ſeveral times acted with great applauſe. Written 
&« by John Webſter and William Rowley, 4to, 1661.” 

(6.) A Cure for a Cuckold: A Pleaſant Comedy. As it 
© hath been ſeveral times acted with great applauſe. Written 
« by John Webſter and William Rowley, gqrto, 1661.” , 

e alſo wrote The Induction to Male Content, by 
Marſton, 1604. 

« A Monumental Columne, erected to the living Memory 
« of the ever-glorious Henry, late Prince of Wales, 4to, 
« 1613.” 

„The Monument of Honour, at the confirmation of the 
« right worthy brother John Goare in the high office of his 
« Majeſty's lieutenant over his royal chamber, at the ch 
« and expence ot the right worthy and u orſhipfull fraternity 
«© of eminent Merchant-Taylors. Invented and written by 
« John Webſter, Taylor, 4to, 1624.” 


TO 


| 
' 
| 


—— CHOW 
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1 N publiſhing this Tragedy, I do but challenge to myſelf 
that liberty which other men have taken 4 me; not 
that I affect praiſe by it, for nos hc novimus effe nibil: only, 
ſince it was acted in ſo open and “ black a theatre, that it 
wanted (that which is the only grace and ſetting-out of a 
tragedy) a full and underſtanding auditory ; and that, ſince 
that time, I have noted moſt of the people that come to 
that play-houſe reſemble thoſe ignorant aſſes (who, viſiting 
ſtarioners-ſhops, their uſe is not to inquire for good books, 
but new books), I preſent it to the general view with this 
confidence : 
Nec rhoncos metues malighorum, 
Nec ſcombris tunicas dabis moleflas, 


If it be objected this is no true dramatick poem, I ſhall eaſily 
confeſs it, aon _ in nugas dicere plura meas, ipſe ego quam dixi ; 
willingly, and not ignorantly, have I faulted. For ſhould a 
man preſent, to ſuch an auditory, the molt ſententious tragedy 
that ever was written, obſerving all the critical laws, as height 
of ſtile, and gravity of perſon, inrich it with the ſententious 
chorus, and, as it were, enliven death, in the paſſionate and 
weighty Nuntius; yet, after all this divine rapture, O dura me/- 
forum Ilia, the breath that comes from the uncapable multitude 
is able to poiſon it; and, ere it be acted, tet the author reſolve 
to fix to every ſcene this of Horace: 


ac hodie porcis comedenda relingues, 
To thoſe, who report I was a long time in finiſhing this 
tragedy, I confeſs, I do not write with a gooſe-quill wing'd 


4 black a theatre) I think we ſhould read Blank, i. e. vacant, unſup- 
pled with articles neceſſary toward theatrical repreſentation. 8. 


4 with 
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with two feathers ; and, if they will needs make it my fault, I 
muſt anſwer them with that of Euripides to Alceſtides, a 
tragſtk writer: Alceſtides objecting that Euripides had only, 
in three days, compoſed three verſes, whereas himſelf had 
written three hundred: Thou tell'ſt truth (quoth he); but 
here's the difference, thine ſhall only be read for three days, 
whereas mine ſhalt continue three ages. 

Detraction is the ſworn friend to 1gnorance: for mine own 
part, I have ever truly cheriſhed my good opinion of other 
men's worthy labours, eſpecially of that full and — 
ſtile of maſter Chapman, the laboured and un n 
works of maſter Jonſon, the no leſs worthy compoſures of 
the both worthily excellent maſter Beaumont and maſter 
Fletcher ; and laſtly (without wrong laſt to be named), the 
right happy and copious induſtry of maſter Shakeſpeare, maſter 
Decker, and maſter Heywood, wiſhing what I write may be 
read by their light; proteſting that, in the ſtrength of mine 
own judgment, I know them ſo worthy, that though I reſt 
ſilent in my own work, yet to moſt of theirs I dare (without 
flattery) fix that of Martial: | 


nn norunt bec monumenta mori. 


DR A. 


1 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MONTICELSO, a cardinal; * afterwards pope Pau 
Fx ancisco DE MEDicrs, duke of Florence; in the fi Act 
diſguiſed for a Moor, under the name of MuLiNAss AR. 
Bx Aci ANo, otherwiſe PavLo GioxDANno URSINI, duke 

. of Brachiano, huſband to Is ABELLA, and in love with VI r- 
rox IA. 
GiovANNI, his ſon by IsABELLA. ; 
Lopovico, an Italian count, but decay'd. 
ANTONELLI, I his friends, and — of the duke of 
GASPARO, - Florence. 
CaniLLo, huſband to VITTORIA. 


HoRTENS10, one of BRAcHhIANo's officerss 
MARCELLO, an attendant of the duke of Florence, and brother 


to VITTORIA. 
FLAMINEO, his brother, ſecretary to Bx ACHANoO. 


E. a Moor, ſervant to GlovANNI. 
SABELLA, ſiſter to FRancisco DE MEDicis, and wife to 


Ba ACHIANO. 
VirToRIAa CoroMBONA, a Venetian lady, firſt married 


to CAMILLo, afterwards to Br ACHIANoO, 
CoxxELIA, mother to VITTORIA, FLANINEO, and Mat- 


CELLO. = 
ZANCHE, a Moor, ſervant to ViTTORIA, 


Ambaſſadors, Courtiers, Lawyers, Officers, Phyſicians, Con- 
Jurer, Armourer, Attendants, 


The Scene ITALY, 


* pi. 


In mentem Authoris. 


Scire welis quid fit mulier ? quo percitet aftro? 
En tibi, /i ſapias, cum ſale, mille ſales, 
THE 


1 * 1 


. THE *© 
WHITE DEVIL: 
0 R. 


VITTORIA COROMBONA, 
A Lady of VENICE. 


- — * _ % — —— __. 


—————— — — — — 


ACT I. 
7 R "EL; _ 
B answn! 
Antonell:, 
It griev'd maln the ſentence, 


— ha, O Democritus, th 
the whole 9065 Cindy 
Fe puniſhment, Fortune's 4 ei fry ; 
If he give out, ſhe deals it iti ſmall parcels, 
That ſhe may take away all at one * ſwoop. 


wits The technical term for the deſcent of a hawk on its prey. 


1 — 4 "Feat mm all? 
« At one 


Ser Note on that Vol. IV. of Shakſpeare, p- 535, adit. 1778. 8. 
Vol. VI. Q This 


f 


— 


— 
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This tis to have great enemies 3 God quit them. 
Your wolf no longer ſeems to be a wolf 
Than when ſhe's hungry. 


You term thoſe enemies, 
Are men of princely rank. 2 al 


| Ladovico. 
Oh, I pray for them. 
The violent thunder is ador'd by thoſe 
Are daſh'd in pieces by it. 
| Antonelli. 
my lord, 


You're julliy doom'd; look but a little back 
Into your former life : you have in three 
Ruin'd the nobleſt earldom. - 5 


Your followers | 

Have ſwallowed you like mummy, and being fick 
With ſuch unnatural and horrid phyſick, 
Vomit you up Ith' kennel. 
: | Antonelli. | 

All the damnable degrees h 
Of drinkings have you ſtagger'd through. One citizen 
Is lord of two fair manors, call'd you maſter, 
Only for 7 eaviare. 1 

aſparo. 

Thoſe noblemen | | 
Which were invited to ypur prodigal feaſts, 4. 
(Wherein the phoenix icarce could ſcape your throats) 
Laugh at your miſery, as fore-deeming. you 
An idle meteor, which drawn forth, the earth 


Would be ſoon loſt in the air, 
; Antonelli, " 


Jeſt upon you, | 
And ſay you were begotten in an earthquake, 
Lou have ruin'd ſuch fair lordſhips. 
© mummy] See Note 3 to The Bird in a Cage, vol. vn. 214. 
7 — See Note 19 to The Ordinary, I X. p. 2 — 
| | Lodovict, 
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Very good. 
This well goes with two. buckets; I muſt = 
'The pouring out of either, 


Caparo. 
Worſe than theſe. 
Vou have acted certain murders here in Rome, 


Bloody and full of horror. 
Lodovico. 


Las, they were flea-bitings : 
Why took they not my head then? 
. Gaſpard, 
O, my lord! 


The law doth ſometimes mediate, thinks 3 it good 
Not ever to ſteep violent —— in — „1 


This gentle penance may both our 8 
And in the example n theſe lee 


So, but I wonder then 3 great men *ſcape 
This baniſhment : there's Paulo Giordano Urſin, 
The duke of Brachiano, now lives in Rome, 
And by cloſe panderiſm ſeeks to proſtitute 
The honour of Vittoria Corombona : 
Vittoria, ſhe that might have got my pardon 
For one kiſs to the duke, 

Antonelli. 

Have a full man within you: 
We ſee that trees bear no ſuch pleaſant fruit 
There where they grew firſt, as where they are new ſet. 
Perfumes, the more they. are chaf'd, the more they rer.der 
Their pleaſing ſcents ; and ſo affliction 
Exprelieth virtue fully, whether true, 
Or elſe adulterate. 

Lodowico, 


2 our painted comtorts ; 
1 make Italian cut- works in their guts 
It ever I return. 

Gaſparo, 


O ſir. 
„ Lodovico. 
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Lodovice, 
I am patient. | 
I have ſeen ſome ready to he executed, 
Give pleaſant looks, and money, and grow familiar 
With the knave hangman; ſo do I; I thank them, 
And would account them nobly merciful, 
Would they diſpatch me —_ 


elle, 


Fare you well ; 
We ſhall find time, I doubt not, to repeal 
Your baniſhment, 
Lodovico, 


I am ever bound to you. | 
This is the world's alms ; pray make uſe of it 
Great men ſell ſheep, thus to be cut in pieces, 
When firſt they have ſhorn them bare, and ſold their fleeces, 


| Excite 
Your beſt of reſt. p . 
 Filtarig Corombona. 


Unto my lord, the duke, | | 
The beſt of welcome, More lights: attend the duke, 
| [Exeunt Camillo and Vittoria Corombona, 
Brachiano, 
Flamineo. 
My lord. 


Quite loſt, Flamineo, 


” Flamines, 
Brachians. 


Purſ ble wiſhes, I rompt 

urſue your noble wiſhes, I am 

As fighrnin to your ſervice, O, — lord! 

The fair Vinoris, my happy ſiſter, 

Shall give you preſent audience. Gentlemen, [ Whiſper. 
Let the caroch go on, and tis his pleaſure 

You put out all your torches, and depart, 


Brachiano, 
Are we ſo happy? 
; Flamineos 
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a 
Can it be otherwiſe? ' 

Obſerv'd you not to-night, my bondur d lord, 

Which way ſoe er you went, ſhe threw her eyes. 

1 have dealt already with her chamber-maid, 

Zanche the Moor ; and ſhe is wondrous proud 

To be the agent for fo high a ſpirit. 


rachiano, 


We are happy above thought, becauſe *bove merit. 
Flamineo. 
- merit! we 


we may now talk freely: *bove merit! what 
u doubt ? — that's but the ſuperficies of luſt 

— women 9 1 apt ſhould ladies bluſh to hear that 
nam'd, which they do not fear to handle? O they are poli- 
tick; they know our defire is mereafed by the difficulty of 
enjoying; whereas ſatiety is a blunt, and drowſy paſ- 
fion, If the — at court weary, continually open, 
there would be nothing ſo paſſionate crowdmg, nor hot ſuit 
after the beverage. 


O but her jealous huſband=— 
Hang him; a gilder that hath his brains periſh'd wich 
quick - ſilver is not more cold in the liver. The great bar- 
ners moulted not more feathers, than he hath ſhed hairs, by 
the confeſſion of his doctor.“ An Iriſh gameſter that will 
play himſelf naked, and then wage all dowowards, at hazard, 
is not more venturous. So unable to pleaſe a woman, that, 
like a Dutch doublet, all his back is ſhrunk into Ris breeches. 
Shrowd you within this cloſet, good my lord ; 


8 The great barriers moulted riot more fedthert,] i. e. more feathers were 
not = ged from the helmets of the combatants at the great tiking 
matc 

9 As Iriſh gameſter will play him Alf _y! Barnaby Rich in his New 
Deſcription 1 Ireland, 1610, p. 38, ſays, © there is 10 e. in Ireland) a 
i certaine brotherhood, called by _ name of Karrowes, and theſe be 
% common gamſters, that do only — playing at cards, and they will 
" play away their mantels, and their ſhirts from their backs, and when 
they have nothing left them, they will truſſe themſelves in firaw z 
* is the life they lead, and from this they will not be reclaimed.” 

Q 3 Some 
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Some trick pow muſt be thought on to divide 
My brother in-law from bis fair bed-fellow. . 
Bracbiano. 
O ſhould ſhe fail to come. 
Flamineo, 

I muſt not have your lordſhip thus unwiſely amorous: I 

myſelf have loved a lady, and purſued ber with a great deal 
of under-age proteſtation, whom ſome three or four gallants 
that have enjoyed would with all their hearts have been glad 
to have been rid of: tis juſt like a ſummer bird- cage in a 
_ the birds chat are without deſpair to get in, and the 

irds that are within deſpair, and are in a conſumption, for 
fear they ſhall never get out. Away, away, my lord. 


Euter Camillo. 
See here he comes. This fellow by bis apparel 
Some men would judge a politician; 
But call his wit in queſtion, you ſhall find it 
Meerly an aſs de in's foot cloth. 


How now, brother ? what, travelling to bed to your kind wife! ? 
Camillo, | 


I aſſure you, brother, no; my voyage les 
More northerly, in a far colder clime ; | 
I do not well remember, I proteſt, . 
When I lay laſt with ber. 
Flamineo. 


Strange you mould loſe your count. 
uo, 

We never lay together, but ere morning 

There grew a ** flaw between us. 


10 jy; foot cloth.} i. e. in = houſings, his accoutrements. See Note 
to King Richard III. A. 3. S. . 8. 
11 Lew) Flaw — hgaified a 5, or blaſt, It here means 3 
quarrel. So, in Pericles, A. 2. | 
« — ] do not fear the flaw, 
« Tt hath done to me the worſt.” 
den of Feverſham. : 
BY 7 25 were I uppon the ſea 
« As oft I have in many a bitter ſtorme, 


« And ſaw a dreadfull ſuthern fam at band, &c.“ | 


F. lamiuto. 


VITTORIA COROMBONA. 


your part _ 
To have made up that flaw. . 
Camillo. * 
True, but ſhe loaths I ſhould be ſeen in't. 
Why, fir, what's the matter ? 
Camillo. 
The duke your maſter viſits me, I thank him ; 
And I perceive how, like an earneſt bowler, 
He very paſſionately leans that way 
He would have his bowl run. 
4 Flamineo. 
I ho not think — 
ee Camillo. 
ty? * faith, his cheek 


That nobleman bowl 
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Hath a moſt excellent bias, it would fain jump with my miſtreſs. 
| Flamineo 


Will you be an afs, 
Deſpight your Ariſtotle? or a cuckold, + 
Contrary to your Ephemerides, - 
Which ſhews you under what a ſmiling planet 
You were firſt ſwaddled? 
Camillo. 


Pew wew, ſir; tell not me 
Of planets nor of Ephemerides : 
A man may be made a cuckold in the day-time, 
When the ſtars eyes are out. | 

83 Flamineo. 

ir, bye t'you ; 
I do commit you 8 your pitiful pillow 
Stutt with horn-ſhavings. 
| Camilp, 


: Brother. | 


32 => Faith bis cheek 


Hath a moſt excellent biat,] So, in Troilus and Creſſida, A. 4. 8. f.: 


Blow, villain, till thy ſphered bias cheek 
„Out ſwell the cholic of puff d Aquilon.“ 


Q 4 Flamines 


OO ' > ——_ —— —  — — 
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Might Tad iſe 1 only courſe | p 
ig 8 courle 8 
Were to lock up your wile. 5 


Bar her the ſight of revels. 
Excellent. 


Let her not go to church, but *t like a hound 
In Leon, at your heels. 


*Twere for her honour. 


And fo you ſhould be certain in one fortnight, 
Deſpight her chaſtity or innocence, 
To be cuckolded, which yet is in ſuſpence: 
This is my counſel, and J aſk no fee fort. 
: | Camillo. 


Come, you know not where my night- cap wrings ma. 
Flamineo 


Wear it o'th* old faſhion ; let your large ears come through, 
it will be more eaſy. ny I will be bitter; bar your wife 
of her entertainment, Women are more willingly and more 
gloriouſly chaite, when they are leaſt reſtrained of their 
liberty. It ſeems you would be a fine capricious mathema- 
tically jealous coxcomb ; take the height of your own horns 
with a Jacob's ſtaff, afore ws are up. Theſe politick in- 


cloſures for paltry muttog, more rebellion in the fleſh, 
u Gedrefuſe ne,] See Note 1 to The Match at Midaight, vol. VII. 
Pr i. — libs @ bound 


In Leon, at your heels,] I know not that the cuſtom of being fol- 
lowed by a dog is peculiar to this city in Spain, but rather believe we 


| ſhould read, 


— like a hound in lam, i. e. a leaſh, a ſtring. 
See Note on King Lear, A. 3. 5. 6. vol IX. p. 482, 8. 


than 
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than all eee eee ee fincs 
the laſt Jubilee. 


This doth not phyſic me. 
Flamines, 
It ſeems you are jealous ; i'll ſhew 


Ry you the error of it by a 
jar 


1 have — orb of ſpectaeles faſhioned 
with ſuch ive art, that lay down but one twelve pence 
och'board, 'twull as if there were twenty ; now ſhould 
you wear a pair of theſe ſpectacles, and ſee your wife tyin 
er ſhoe, you would imagine tw — hands were taking. up o of 
your wife's clothes, and this put you into a horrible 
couſeleſs fury. 


Camille, 
The fault there, fir, is 7 "2M ER 


True, but 5 they that — — juni 
objects they look an to be duc iq mores be — 
preſent to a man, like ſo many — in a baſon of water, 


twenty ſeveral erabbed faces, many times makes his own ſua· 
dow his cuckold-maker, 


Enter Vittoria Corombona. 


See, the comes; what reaſon have you to be jealous of this 
creature ? what an ignorant aſs or flattering knave might he 
be counted, that ſhould write ſonnets to her eyes; or call her 
brow, the ſnow of. Ida, or ivory of Corinth, or compare her 
hair to the black-bird's bill, when tis liker the black-bird's 
feather ? this is. all: be wiſe, I will make you friends: and 
you ſhall go to bed together. Marry look you, it ſhall not be 
your ſeeking. Do you ſtand upon that by an pou means: walk 
you aloof ; 1 would not have you ſeen int. —Siſter, my lord 
attends you in the banquetting-houſe ; your huſband is won- 
drous diſcontented. 


15 — they that have the yellow jaundice, think all objects they look on 10 bs 
yellow.) This thought is adopted by Mr. Pope: 
«© All ſeems infected that th* infected ſpy, 
« As all books yellow un 8. 


b. 
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Vittoria Corombona. 
14d nothing to diſpleaſe him; I carved to him at Ow 
time. - | 
Flamineo, | 


You need not have carved him, in faith ; Ze ſay he is wo | 
2 already. I muſt now ſeemingly fall out with 
Shall @ gentleman ſo well deſcended as — louſy 
that within this twenty years rode with the black guard in the 
duke's carriage, mongſt 1 ? 


Now he begins to tickle her. 
X Flamineo. 


* excellent ſeholar—ove that hath a head fill'd with calves. 
brains without any ſage in them,—come crouching i in the hams 
10 you for a night's lodging ?—that hath an itch in's hams, which 
like the fire at the glaſs-houſe hath not gone out this ſeven 

rs i be not a conrtly gentleman f—when he wears white 
Lain ttin, one would take him by his black muzzle to be no other 
creature than a maggot—you are a goodly foil, I confeſs, well ſet 
eu. but cover d with a falſe tone, you counterfeit diamond. 
Camillo. . 
He will make her know what is in me. 
Flamineo, © 
Come, my lord attends you ; thou ſhalt go to bed to my 


lord. 
| Cami los 
N. ow he comes to't. | 
| Flamineo. 


With a reliſh as curious as a vintner going to taſte new 
wine—l am opening your caſe hard. 7 Camillo. 
Camillo. 

A virtuous brother, on my credit ! 
Flamineo. 
| He will give thee a ring with a philoſopher's fone in it. 
D Camillo. 
Indeed, I am ſtudying 2. 
Flamineo, 
Thou ſhalt lie in a bed ſtuft with turtles feathers; ſwoon in 
perfumed linen, like the fellow was ſmothered in roſes, 80 
Pes ſhall be tby happineſs, that as men at ſea think — 
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and trees, and ſhips, go that way they go; ſo both heaven and 
earth ſhall ſeem to go your voyage. ShalPr meet him, tis fix'd, 


with nails of diamonds to inevitable neceſſity. [ Aide. 
Vittoria Corombona. | 
How ſhall's rid him hence? LA. 


Flamineo. | _ ; 

I will put ** the brize in's tail ſhall ſet him gadding pre- 

ſently.—1 have almoſt wrought her to it, I find her coming; 

but, might I adviſe you now, for this night I would not lie wich 
her, I would croſs her humour to make her more humble. 


Camillo. , 
Shall I, ſhall I? | 
Flamineo, 
It will ſhew in you a ſupremacy of judgment. 
Camillo. 


True, and a mind differing from the tumultuary opinion 
for, guæ negata, grata. 
; Flamineo. 


Right: you are the n adamant ſhall draw her to you, though 
you — diſtance off, g | ZR 
Camillo. 


A philoſophical reaſon, 
ineo. 
Walk by her o'th' noblemau's faſhion, and tell her you will 
lie with her at the end of the progreſs. 
25 Camillio. 
Vittoria, I cannot be induc'd, or as a man would ſay, in- 


cited. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
To do what, fir? 


16 the brize] i. e. the fly that ftings cattle. 80, in Ben Jonſon's 
Poetaſter, A. 3. S.1. 
This Se hath prick'd my patience.“ 
The New Inn, A. 5. S. 3. 8 
% Sheelee nien 
« Runs like a heefer, bitten with the brize, 2 
About the court crying on Fly, and curſing.“ | 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on Troilus and Creſſida, A. 1. S. 3. and to 
Antony and Claopatra, A. 3. S. 8. 
37 adamant} i. e. the magnet, 8. P. 
| Camillo. 
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. To lic with you to- to-night. Your filk-worm uſeth to faſt 
every third day, and the next following ſpins the better, 
| To-morrow at night I am for you 
Vittoria Corombona. 
| You'll ſpin a fair thread, mud to't, 
Flamines, 


Bat do A 


Camille. 
Vo you think ſo? why look you, brother, becauſe you thall 
not think I'll gull you, take the key, lock me into the cham- 
ber, and ſay you be „ — me. 


In troth I will; in be N . er once: 
Bur hare you nes flle door? 


A —— Obes tell me to-morrow how 


ſeurvily ſhe takes my unkind parting. 
* — 
I will. 


Camillo. 
Didſt thou not make the jeſt of the ſilk· vorm ? 
Good - night, in faith I will uſe this trick often. 


| Flamineo, 
Do, do, do. [Exit Camillo. 
80, now you. are ſafe. ha, ha, ; thou intangleſt thyſelf 
in thine own work like a ſilk worm. 


Enter Brachiano. 
Come, ſiſter, darkneſs hides your bluſh, Women are like 
eurſt dogs; civility keeps them tied all * but they are 


let looſe at midnight, then they do moſt Wood, or moſt miſe 
chief, My lord, my lord. 


18 hau int thyſelf in bins oton work life a filk-worm. | Thus Pope 
The — at — ſpins fine his little ſtore, J : 


And labours till he clouds himſelf all o et. 8. 


2 Zenchs 
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Zanche brings out a caryet, sad it, and lays on it . air 


| Brachiano, | 
Give credit: I could wiſh time would ſtand ftill, . 
And never end this interview, this hour; 
But all delight doth itſelf ſoon'ſt devour. 


Enter Cornelia Gfexing. 
Let me into your boſom, happy lady, 
Pour out, inftead of nce, my vows. 


* Looſe me not, madam, for if you forego me, 
I am loſt eternally. 281 


Sir, in the way of pi 
3 ei y0u hen wha, 
Brachians, 


You are a ſweet 7 — 
ittoria Corombona, 
Sure, fir, a loathed cruelty in ladies 
Is as to dotors many funerals : 
It takes away their credit, 


Brachiano. 


Excellent creature | 
We call the cruel, fair ; what name for you 


That are fo merciful ? 
See now they cloſe. 
Moſt h 5 3 
oſt happy union, 
PPY 


My fears are fall'n upon me: oh my heart! 
My ſon the pander ! now I find our houſe 
Sinking to ruin, Earthquakes leave behind, 
Where they have tyranniz'd, iron, lead, or ſtone ; 
But woe to ruin, violent luſt leaves none. 

Brachiano, 
What value is this jewel ? 
itoria Corombona, Jr > 

Tis the ornament of a weak fortune. | 

Frachians, 
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| --* Brachiano. 
In footh III have it; nay, I will but change 
My jewel for your jewel. 
| neo. 
Bxcellents. :.. - :: | 3 2 
His jewel for her jewel: well put in, duke. 
Brachiano. 


Nay, let me fee you wear it. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Here, fir. 4 


/ | Br * hiano. 
Nay, lower, you ſhall wear my jewel lower. 
| | 4 


That's better, ſhe muſt wear his jewel lower. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
To paſs away the time, I'll tell your grace 
A dream I had laſt night. 


Brachiano. 
Moſt wiſhedly, 
Vittoria Corombona. 

A fooliſh idle dream: , 
Methought I walk'd about the mid of night 
Into a church-yard, where a goodly yew-tree 
Spread her large root in ground: under that yew, 
As I fate ſadly leaning on a grave, | 
Checquer'd with croſs ſticks, there came ſtealing in 
Your dutcheſs and my huſband ; one of them 
A pick-ax bore, th' other a ruſty ſpade, 
And in rough terms they gan to challenge me 
About this yew. | 
Br achiano, 


That tree? 74 ON 
Vittoria Corombona. 
This barmleſs yew ; ; 
They told me my intent was to root up 
That well grown yew, and plant i'the ſtead of it 
A wither'd black-thorn ; and for that they vow'd 
To bury me alive: my huſband ſtraight 
With pick-ax gan to dig, and your tell dutcheſs 
With ſhovel, like a fury, voided out 
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The earth, and ſcatter d bones : lord, how methought A 
I trembled ! and yet for all this terror re: 


I could not pray. | 
1 4 Flamineos. 
No; the devil was in your dream. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


When to my reſcue there aroſe, methought, 
A whirlwind, which let fall a maſſy arm 
From that —_— plant; | 
And both were ſtruck dead by that ſacred yew, 
In that baſe ſhallow grave that was their due. 

neo. 

Excellent devil! 
Sbe bath taught him in a dream 
To make away his dutcheſs and her huſband, 

Br achians. 

Sweetly ſhall I interpret this your dream. 
You are lodg'd within his arms who ſhall protect you 
From all the fevers of a jealous huſband; 
From the poor envy of our flegmatick dutcheſs. 
I'll ſeat you above law, and above ſcandal ; 
Give to your thoughts the invention of delight, 
And the fruition ; nor ſhall government 
Divide me from you longer, than a care 
To keep you great : you ſhall to me at once, 
Be dukedom, health, wife, children, friends, and all, 

Cornelia. 


Woe to light hearts, they ſtill fore-run our fall. 
1 7 [Cornelia comes forwards, 
Flami neo. 


What fury rais'd thee up? away, away. [ Exit Zanche.. 
ornelia. 
What makes you here, my lord, this dead of night ? 
Never dropt mildew on a flower here till now. 
; | Flamineo., 
pray, will yousgo to bed then 
Leſt you be blaſted ? : 
Cornelia. 


O that this fair garden 
Had all with poiſon'd herbs of Theſſaly 
At firſt been planted ; made a nurſery 
I 


For 
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For witch · eraft, rather than a burial-plot 
For both your honours. 


Vitoria Corombona, 
Deareſt mother, que: 


O, thou doſt make my drow end 1 

Tie than nature. the curſe of children! 
In life they y it —— | 
— in Sl eave us in pale fears. 

Brachiano. 
Come, come, T wilt hot hear you. 
Vitoria Corombona, 
Dear, wy lord. . 
Cornelia, 

Where is thy durebefs now, adult'rous duke ? 

Thou little dream'ſt this the i is come to Rome. 


The lives of princes ſhould like dials move, 


vanes oor A example is ſo ſtrong, 
the times by them go right, or wrong. 
7 e w 


So, have you done 


. 
Unfortunate Camillo! | 
ay. Vittoria Corontbonz, 
0 


Hag b. if any chaſte denial, 
If any but blood could have altay'd 
His long ſie to me 

Cornelia, 


I will join with thee, 
To the — woeful end ere mother knee d: 
If thou diſhonour thus thy huſband's bed, 
Be thy life ſhort as are the funeral tears 
In great mens 


Brathiano, 


4 i a F 
5 8 * 2 We” ad * 
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Fy, fy, the 3 — 

Be thy act Judas like, betray in kiffipg. | 
May'ſt thou be envy'd during his ſhort . breath, . 
And pity'd like a wreteh after his death. 2 


O me accurs d! { Exit Vittoria Coromboud. 


Are you out of your wits, .my lord ? 
Til fetch her back again. 


Brachiano. 
No, I'll to bed. 
Send doctor Julio to me preſently. 
Uncharitable woman ! thy raſh tongue 
Hath rais'd a fearful and prodigious ſtorm ; 
Be thou the cauſe of all enſuing harm. {Exit Brachiano. 
Flamineo. 
Now, you that ſtand ſo. much upon your bonour ! 
Is this a fitting time o'night, think you, 
To ſend a duke home w t e er a man? 
I would fain know where lies the maſs of wealth 
Which you have hoarded for my mainteuance, 
That I may bear my beard out of the level 
Ot my loxd's ſtirrup. a | 
Cornelia. 


What ! becauſe weare poor, 

Shall we be vicious? 
Flamineo. 

Pray, what means have you 
To keep me from the gallies, or the gallows ? W 
My father prov'd himſeif a gentleman, 
Sold all his land, and, like a fortunate fellow, 
Died ere the money was ſpent. Vou brought me up 
At Padua, I confeſs, where I proteſt, 
For want of means (the univerſity judge me) 
I have been fain to heel my tutor' ſtockings 
At leaſt ſeven years; conſpiring with a beard 


Made me a graduate; then to this duke's ſervice. 
Vor. VI. R I viſited 
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I viſited the court, whence I return'd 
More courteous, more leacherous by far, 


not a ſuit the richer. And ſhall I, 
Having a path ſo open, and ſo free 


To my preferment, ſtill retgin your milk 
15 pale forehead ? no, this face of mine 


and fortify with luſty wine, 
? ſhame and bluſhing. 
F Corneli 


4. 
O that I ne'er had borne thee ! 


Flamineo. 

I would the common'ſt courtezan in Rome 

Had been my mother, rather than thyſelf, 

Nature is very pitiful to whores, | | 

To give them but few children, yet thoſe children 
Plurality of fathers ; they are ſure. 

They ſhall not want. Go, go, 

Complain unto my great lord cardinal ; 

It may be he will juſtify the act. | 
 Lycurgus wonder'd much, men would provide 

Good ftallions for their mares, and yet would ſuffer 

Their fair wives to be barren. 

Cornelia, | 
Miſery of miſeries ! | [Exit Cornelia, 
Neo. 
The dutcheſs comes to court ! I like not that. 

We are engag d to miſctief, and muſt on, 

As rivers to find out the acean 

Flow'with crook _— beneath forced banks ; 

Or as we ſee, to aſpire ſome mountain's top, 

The way aſcends not ſtraight, but imitates 

The ſubtile foldings of a winter ſnake; 

So who knows policy and her true aſpect, 

Shall find her ways winding and indirect. [ Exit, 


1 ; ACT 
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a nd, he hs 


Enter Franciſco de Medicis, cardinal Monticelſo, 
Isabella, young Giovanni, with litth Jaques the Moor. 


LOS Franciſco de Medicis. | \ 
H avs you not ſeen your huſband fince you arrived? 
IVabella, 
Not yet, fir. | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


Surely he is wonderful kind; 
Tf I had ſuch a dove-houſe as Camillo's, 
I would ſet fire on't, were't but to deſtroy 
The pole-cats that haunt to it My ſweet couſin | 
Giovanni 


Lord uncle, you did promiſe me a horſe, 


And armour, 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
That I did, my pretty couſin. 
Marcello, ſee it fitted. 


My lord, the duke is here. | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


' Siſter, away; you muſt not yet be ſeen, 


Jabella. 

I do beſeech you, CE 
Entreat him mildly, let not your rough tongue 
Set us at louder variance ; all my wrongs 
Are freely pardon'd; and I do not doubt, 

As men, to try the precious unicorn's horn, 


Marcello. 


Make 


I9 precious unicorn's born] © The antients held the Unicorn's born to 
© be a counter poiſon ; and that the animal uſed to dip it in the water, to 
« purify and ſweeten it ere it would drink: it is added, that for the ſame 
« reafon other beaſts wait to ſee it drink before them.—-Thence, as alſo 
« from the rarity of the thing, people have taken occaſion to attribute 
divers mediciual virtues thereto. 

„But Amb. Pare has proved it a mere piece of charletanery, and all 
« the virtues attributed to it to be falſe; and yet the price it has bore is 
< almoſt incredible, Andrea Racci, a phyſician of Florence, affirms the 

R 2 6« pound 


* 
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Make of the powder a preſervative circle, 
And in it put a ſpider ; To theſe arms 


Shall aurm his peiſon, force it to obeying, 
And kaep him chaſte from an intected frying, 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
I wiſh they may. , Be gone. 


Enter Brachiano azd Flamineo. 


Void the chamber: Fo 
You are welcome, will you fit? I pray, my lord, 
Be you my orator, my heart's too full, | 


ll fecond you anon. ; 
| Aontroelſo, 


Ere I begin, | \ 
Let me entreat your grace forego all paſſion, 
' Which may be raiſed by my tre diſcburſe. 


Brachiano. 


As filent as i'th* church ; you may proceed, 


It is a wonder to your noble friends, . 
That you, having as twere enter'd the world 
With a free ſcepter in your able hand, 

And have to the uſe of nature well applied 

High gifts of learning, ſhould in year prime age 
Neglect your awiul throne, for the ſoft down 

OF an infatiate bed. Oh, my lord, | 

The drunkard after allthis laviſh cups 

Is dry, and then is fober : fo at length, 

?? When you awake from this lafcivious dream, 
Repentance then will follow, like the {ting 

Plac'd in the adder's tail, Wretched are princes 
When 


| < pound of 16 ounces to have been Told in the Apothrcsries ſhops for 
« 1536 crowns, when the ſame weight of gold was only worth one hun- 
« dred forty-cight crowns.” Chambers Dictionary. See alſo Sir Thoma: 
Brown's Vulgar Errors. B. 3. C. 23. : 

20 When you awake from this laſcivious dream, 
Repentance oben will follow, like the fi 
Plac'd in the adder's tail.) So Thomfon ſays : 
| Even preſent, in the yory lap of Love 
” | Toglorious laid: while Muſick flows around, 
Perfumes, 


VITTORIA COROMBONA. 2k 


When fortune blaſteth but a petty flower 
Of their unwieldy crowns ; or raviſheth 
But one pearl from their ſeepters : but alas! 
When they thro' wilful ſhipwreck loſe good fame, 
All princely titles periſh with their name; + 
Brachiano. Pa 
You have ſaid, my lord. 


Montice/Jo. 
Enough to give you taſte 
How far I am from flatt'ring _ greatneſs, 
Brachiano. 


Now you that are his ſecond, what ſay you? 
Do not like Jung hawks fetch a courſe about, 


Your game fair, and fos you. 
Frarciſco de Medicis. 
Do not fear it: 


Tl anſwer you in your own hawking phraſe. 

Some eagles that ſhould r upon the ſun 

Seldom ſoar high, but take their Iuſtful eaſe:; 

Since they from 1 ow birds their prey can ſeize. 
You know Vittoria 


Bracbiano. 
Ves. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
You ſhift your ſhirt there, 
Whea you return from tennis ? 
B racbiauo. 
Happily. Y 
Franciſco de Medicis, 


Her huſband is the lord of a poor fortune, 
Yet ſhe wears cloth of tiſſue. | 


Brachiano, \ 
What of this ? 
Will you urge that, my good lord cardinal, 


Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours; 

Amid the Roſes fierce repentance rears 

Her ſnaky Creſi : a quick returning pang 

Shoots thro' the confcious Heart; where honour ſtill, 

And great defign, againſt th' oppreſſive load 

Of Luxury, by fits, * heave. _ Springy L *. 


3 
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* of her confeſſion at next ſhrift, 
know from whence it ſails? 
Franciſco de Medicis. 

She is your ſtrumpet. 
Bracbiano. 

Uncivil fir, there's hemlock in thy breat, 
And blackeſt ſlander. Were ſhe whore of mine, 
All thy loud cannons, and thy ** borrow'd Switzers, 
Thy gallies, nor my ſworn confederates, 


Durſt not ſupplant 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
's not talk on thunder. | 
Thou haſt a wife, our ſiſter ; would J had given 
Both her white hands to death, bound and lock'd faſt 
In her laſt winding ſheet, whea I gave thee 
But one. 


Ds Bracbiano. 
Thou hadit given a ſoul to God then. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
True; 


Thy ghoſt'y father, with all his abſolution, s 
Shall ne'er do ſo by thee, | 

Sole 1 Bracbiano. | 

t Hon. 
e Franciſco de Medicis. 

I ſhall not need, luſt carries her ſharp whip 
At her own girdle ; lapk to't, for our anger 
Is making thunder-bolts, : 


Thunder! i'faith, 
They are but crackers. | 
Franciſco de Medicis, 

We'll end it with the cannon, = 

| Brachiano. 

Thou'lt get nought by it, but iron in thy wounds, 

And gunpowder in thy noſtrils, 


Brachiano, 


2 borrow'd Switzers,] Switzers, in our antient plays are generally 
ſpoken of as the guards particularly belonging to the perſons of princes- 
See The Noble Gentleman, by Beaumont and Fletcher, A. 3. S. 1. and 


Hamlet, A. 4. S. 5. Francis 
r 
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F 72 de Medici I» 
ers. 
ge . 4 B by, 
Pity on thee, 


'Twere you'd ſhew your ſlaves, or men condemn'd, 
Your new-plow'd forehead-defiance, I'll meet thee, | 
Even in a thicket of thy ableſt men. | 


Monticelſs, 
My lord, you ſhall not word it any farther 
Without a milder limit. 
Willingly . 
Have you proclaim'd —_— bai 
ve you mad a triumph, t t 
A Lon thus? CR mens 
Monticelſo, 
My lord ! 
Brachiano, 
I'm tame, I'm tame, fir, 
Flamineo. 


We ſend unto the duke for confe 
Bout levies gainſt the pirates; my lord duke 
Is not at home: we come ourſelf in perſon; 
Still my lord duke is buſied. But we fear 
When Tyber to each prouling paſſenger 
Diſcovers flocks of wild ducks ; then, my lord, 
'Bout moulting time I mean, we ſhall be certain 
To find you ture enough, and ſpeak with you, 

Brachiano, 


Ha! 
Flamineo. 
A meer tale of a tub, my words are idle; 
But to expreſs the ſonnet by natural reaſon, . 
When ſtags grow melancholy, you'll find the ſeaſon 


Enter Giovanni. 
Monticelſo. 
No more, my lord ; here comes a champion 


Shall end the difference between you both ; 
R 4 Your 
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| Your ſon, prince Giovahii. See, my lords, 
il. What hopes you ſtore in him; this is a caſket. * 
witli For both your crowns, and ſhould be held like dear. 
Il Now is he apt for knowledge; therefore know 
| Tt is a more direct and even way, | 
| To train to virtue thoſe of princely blood, 
| By examples than by precepts: it by examples 
| Whom ſhould he rather ſtrive to imitate 
| Than his own father? be his pattern then, 
1 Leave him a ſtork of virtue that may laſt, 
Should fortune rend his ſails, and ſplit his maſt, 
| Brachinno. 
1 Your hand, boy, growing to a ſoldier ? 
| tovanni, 
Give me a pike. | 
F. . de Medicis, 
ö | What, practiſing your pike fo young, fair cuz? 
| | 10ovanni, | 
Suppoſe me one of Homer's froys, my lord, 
Toſſing my bull-ruſh thus. Pray, fit, tell me, 
Might not a child of = diſereiion : 
Be leader to an army 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Yes, couſin, a young prince 
Of good diſcretion might. 


Giovanni. 
Say you ſo? TE 

Indeed I have heard, tis: fit a general 

Should not endanger his 6wn perfon oft, 

So that he makes a noiſe when he's on horſeback 

Like a Dantzick drummer, O, *tis excellent ! 

He need not fight; methinks his horſe as well 

Might lead an army for him. If I live, 

I'll charge the French fee in the very front 

Of all my ttovps; the. foremoſt man. 


. ranciſco de Med:cis, 
Giovanni, 

And will not bid my ſoldiers up and follow, 

But bid them toilow we, - - : : 


What! what! 


Brachiar. 
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 Bracbianse 
22 Forward 3 
He flies with the ſhelt on's head. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Pretty couſin! a 
Gio vm 


The firſt year, uncle, that 1 go to wary 
All priſoners that I rake I will ſet free, 
Without their ranſom.” 

Franeiſto de Medicis. 

Ha ! without their ranſom ! 

How then will you reward your ſoldiers, 
That took thoſe priſoners for you? 
Giovanni, 
Thus, my lord; 
IV marry thein to all-the wealthy widows 


That fall that year, | 
| PFrantiſco de Mediois. 

Why then, the next year following, 

You'll have no men to go with you to war, 
Giovanni. 

Why then I'll preſs the women to the war, 
And then the men will follow, 
Monticelſo. 


: Fr anciſco de Medici s. 

See, a good habit makes a child a man, 
Whereas a bad one makes 4 man aà beaſt. 
Come, you and J are friends. 


Brachiano, 
Moſt wiſhedly : 
Like bones which, broke in ſunder, and well ſer, 
Knit the more ſtrongly. 
Francia & Medicis, 
Call Camillo hither : 


You have receiv'd the rumour, how count Lodowick 
Is turn'd a pirate. f 


Witty prinee | 


22 Forward lap-7ving / | 
Ile flies with the jhell on's head.] So Horatio ſays in Hamlet, A. 8. 


S. 2.“ This /ap-wing runs away with the ſhell on bis head.” See Mr. 
Neevenz's Note thereon. 


Brachiano, 


1 & not come to chide: my jealouſy ! 
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Brachiano, 
Yes. 1 
Franciſco de Medicis. 3 
We are now : 


preparing | 
Some ſhips to fetch him in. Behold your dutcheſa. 


We now will leave you, and expect from you 
Nothing but kind intreatys _ [Exeunt Fran. Mon. Giov. 
| Enter Iſabella. 
Brachiano. 


You have charm'd me. 
You are in health, we ſee. 


And above health, 
To fee my lord well. 


LZabella. 


i Bracbiano. 

So, I wonder much | 
What amorous whirlwind hurried you to Rome ? 
Jabella. 


Devotion, my lord. 


Devotion! 

Is your ſoul charg'd with any grievous ſin? 
| Junabella. 

'Tis burthen'd with too many; and I think 
The oft'ner that we caſt our reckonings up, 
Our fleeps will be the ſounder. | 

. - Br achiano, 

Take your chamber. 

Jabella. 


Nay, my dear lord, I will not have you angry; 
Doth not my abſence from you, now two. months, 


Bracbiano. 


Merit one kiſs ? 


| Brachiano, 3 
J do not uſe to kiſs : 
If that will diſpoſſeſs your jealouſy, 


I'll ſwear it to you. 
Jabella. 
O my lov'd lord, 


+: "a 


Vo 


f 
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I am to learn what that Italian means. 
You are as welcome to theſe longing =_ 
As I to you a virgin. 
Brachians, 
O your breath | 
Out upon ſweet-meats and contig phyſick, 
The plague is in them. 
JDabella. 
. You have oft, for theſe two lips, 
Neglected cafſia, or the natural ſweets 
Ot the ſpring - violet: they are not yet much wither'd, 
My lord, I thould be merry : theſe your frowns 
Shew in a helmet lovely ; but on me, 
In ſuch a peaceful interview, methinks 
They are too roughly knit, 


Brachiano. 
O diſtemblance ! 


Do you bandy factions gainſt me? have you learnt 


The trick of impudent baſeneſs to complain 
Unto your kindred ? 
Jabella. 


Never, my dear lord. 
Bracbiano. 
Muſt I be hunted out? or was't your trick 
To meet ſome amorous gallant here in Rome, | 
That muſt ſupply our diſcontinuance ? 
Lſabella. 
I pray, ſir, burſt my heart; and in my death 
Turn to your antient pity, tho* not love. 
Brachiano. 
Becau'e your brother is the corpulent duke, 
That is, the great duke: 'sdeath, I ſhall not ſhortly 
Racket away five hundred crowns at tennis, 
But it ſhall reſt upon record! I fcorn him 
Like a ** ſhav'd Polack ; all his reverend wit 


23 ſhav'd Polack ;] i. e. Polander. See the Notes of Mr Pope, Dr, 
Johnſon, and Mr. Steevens, on Hamlet, A. 1. S. 1. In Moryſon's Liner 
1617, p. 3. p. 170. it is ſaid, “ The Polonians hows all their heads — 
« excepting the haire of the forehead, whic nk nouriſh very long, 
« and caſt backe to the hinder part of the head.” | 
y Lies 
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Lies in his wardrobe : he's a diſcreet: fellow, 
When he's made up in his robes of ſtate. 
Your brother, the great duke, becauſe h'as gallies, 
And now and then ranſacks a Turkiſh fly- boat, 
(Now all the helliſh furies rack his ſoul) 
Firſt made this match; accurſed be the prieſt 
That ſang the wedding-maſs, and even my iſſue! 
O, too too far you have curſt. 

Your hand Tl kisg; © 
This is the lateſt ceremony of my love. 
Henceforth I'll never lie with thee : by this, 
This wedding-ring, I'll ne er more lie with thee, 
And this divorce ſhall be as truly kept, 
As if the judge had doom'd it. Fare you well; 
Our ſleeps are ſever d. 

Datel. 


Forbid it, the ſweet union | 
Of all things bleſſed ! why, the ſaints in heaven 


Will knit their brows at that. 


Brachiano, 
Let not thy love 
Make thee an unbeliever; this my row 
Shall never, on my foul, be ſatisfied 
With my repentance: let thy brother rage | 
Beyond a horrid tempeſt, or ſea · fight, 3 


My vow is fix d. ö 
| Labella. 
O my winding-ſheet ! 


Now ſhall I need thee ſhortly." Dear, my lord, 
Let me hear once more, what I would not hear. 


Never ? . 
8 7. achiano. 


Never. 


Jabella. 
O my unkind lord! may your fins find mercy, 
As I upon a woful widow'd bed 
Shall pray for you, if not to turn your eyes 
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- Upon wretched wife and hopeful ſon, 
Yee thee in time you'll fix them upon heaven, 
Brachiano. 


No more; go, go, complain to the great duke. 


No, my dear lord, — all have preſent witneſs 
How I'll work peace between you. I will make 
Myſelf the author of your curſed vow, 

I have ſome cauſe to do it, you have none 

Conceal it, I beſeech you, for the weal 

Of both your dukedoms, that you wrought the means 
Of ſuch a ſeparation : let the tault 

Remain with my ſuppoſed jealouſy, 

And think with what a piteous and rent heart 

I ſhall perform this ſad enſuing part. 


Enter Franciſco de Medicis, Flamineo, Monticelſo, Marcello, 
myo, 
Brachiano. 


Well, take your courſe. My honourable brother ! 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Siſter ! this is not well, my lord. Why, ſiſter ! 
She merits not this welcome. | 


Brachiano. 
Welcome, ſay ? 
She hath given me a ſharp welcome, 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Are you fooliſh ? 
Come, dry your tears : is this a modiſh courſe, 
To better what is naught, to rail and weep ? 
Grow to a reconcilement, or, by heaven, 
I'll ne er more deal between you. 
Jabella. 
Sir, you ſhall not; 
No, tho' Vittoria, upon that condition, 
Would become honeſt. 
Frarciſco de Medicis. 
Was your huſband loud 
Since we departed ? 


Labella. 


— — — 


AP PIE — 


ö 


* 
. 
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Jabella. 


life, ſir, no; 
I ſwear by that I do not care to loſe, 
Are all theſe ruins of my former beauty 
Laid out for a whore's triumph ? 
* Franciſco de Medicis. 
'Do you hear? 
Look upon other women, with what patience 
They ſuffer theſe flight wrongs, and with what juſtice 
They ſtudy to requite them: take that courſe. 
'  fſabella. 
O that I were a man ! that I had power 
To execute my apprehended wiſhes, 
] would whip ſome with ſcorpions. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


What, turn'd fury ? 
Habella, 


To dig the ſtrumpet's eyes out; let her lie 
Some twenty months a dying, to cut off 
Her noſe. and lips, pull out her rotten teeth, 

Preſerve her fleſh like mummy, for trophies 
Ot my juſt anger! Hell ro my aſfliction 

Is mere ſnouv-water. By your favour, fir; 
Brother, draw near, and my lord cardinal : 
Sir, let me botrow of you but one kiſs ; 
Henceforth Il! never lie with you, by this, 
This wedding-ring. . 


Fr anciſdo de Medicis. 
How, neꝰ er more lie with him? 
Jabella. 


And this divorce ſhall be as truly kept 
As if in thronged court a thouſand ears 
Had heard it, and a thouſand lawyers hands 
vcal'd to the ſeparation. * 
Brachiano, 

Ne'er lie with me? 

I/abella. 

Let not my former dotage 

Make thee an unbeliever ; this my voy 
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Shall never on 1 
With my r tance; manet alta mente reboſturs, 

| Sets Franciſco de — ga 

Now, by my birth, you are a fooliſh, mad, 

And jealous woman. | 
| | Brachiano, | 
You ſee *tis not my ſeeking. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 

Was this your circle of pure unicorn's horn, | 
You ſaid ſhould charm your lord? now horns upon thee, 
For jealouſy deſerves them: keep your vow, 

And take your chamber, 
Iſabella, 


No, ſir, I'll preſently to Padua; 
1 will not ſtay a minute, 
Monticelſo. 


O madam !— 
_ Brachiano, 


"Twere beſt to let her have her humour; 
Some half day's journey will bring down her ſtomach, 
And then ſhe'll turn in poſt, 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


To ſee her come | 
To my lord cardinal for a diſpenſation 
Of her raſh vow, will beget excellent laughter. 
Jabella. 
Unkindneſs, do thy office; poor heart, break: 
*4 Thoſe are the killing griefs, which dare not ſpeak. [ Exit. 


Zater Camillo. 


Marcello. 
Camillo's come, my lord. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Where's the commiſſion ? 


g's Theſe are the hllng griefey which dare no ſprak.] So, in Marberb, 


« Give ſorrow words : the grief that does not ſpeak, 
NE « Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break.” 
re leves loquuntur, ingentes ſlupent. 8. 
Marcello. 
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Marcello. 


"Tis here. 


Give me the ſignet. 


Franciſco de Madicie. | 


Flamineo, 

My lord, do you mark their whiſpering? I will compound a 
medicine, out of their two heads, ſtronger than garlick, deadlier 
than *5 ſtibium: the cantharides, which are ſcarce ſeen to ſtick 


upon the fleſh, when they work to the heart, thall not do 1 it 
with more or inviſible cunniig. 
Enter Doctor. 
| Brachtano. . 
About the murder ? 
Flamineo, 


They are ſending him to Naples, but TY ſend kim to Candy, 
Here's another * too. 


Brachiano. 
O, the doctor! ; 

: Huaminto. | 
A poor quack. ſalving knave, my lord; one that ſhould have 
been laſh'd for's leachery, but that be.canfeſt a judgment, had 
an Execution laid upon him, and ſo put the whip to a 2 2 


And was cozen'd, my lor, by an arranter-knaye than my: 
ſelf, and made pay all the calourable execution. 
_Flamineo, 

He will ſhoot pills into a man's: guts ſhall make them have 
more ventages than a cornet or a lamprey: he will poiſon in 
a kiſs; and was once minded for his maſter-piece, ** becauſe 
Ireland breeds no poiſon, to have prepar'd a deadly vapour in 
a Spaniard's fart, that ſhould have pajſon'd all Dublin. 

Br. achiano, 8 
O, ſaint Anthony's fire! 


Doctor * 
Your ſecretary is merry, my lord. 


25 flibium] An ancient name for antimony, now ſeldom uſed. Chan- 24 


bers's Dictiouar 
28 becauſe . kad breeds no poiſon] See Nate 24 to the Second Part of 


e vol. III. p. 420. 
; > Flami nao. 


* 
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Flancineo. 

O thou curs'd antipathy to nature I look, his eye's blood- 
ſhed, like a needle a chirurgeon ſtitcheth a wound with: let 
me embrace thee, toad, and love thee: O thou abominable 
loathſome gargariſin, that will fetch up lungs, lights, heart, and 
liver, by ſcruples. 5 

—— er nck 

No more : I muſt employ thee, oQar. 
You muſt to Padua, and, by the — n 
Uſe ſome of your ſkill for us. 


Daftor * 
Sir, I ſhall. 
Brachiano. 
But for Camillo? 
Flamineo. 


He dies this night, by ſuch a politick ſtrain, 
Men ſhall ſuppoſe him by's own engine ſlain. 
But for your dutcheſs' death. 

Doctor, 


Tll make her ſure. | 
Brachiana. 
Small miſchiefs are by greater made ſecure. 
| Huaminco. 


Remember this, you ſlave; when knaves come to prefer- 
ment, they riſe as gallowſes are rais'd in the Low Countries, | 
one upon another's ſhoulders, [ Exeunt. 
Enter Monticelſo, Camillo, and Franciſco de Medicis 
| Monticeſſo. $a: 
Here is an emblem, nephew, pray peruſe it; 


'Twas thrown in at your window. 
Camillo. 


At my window ? 

Here is a ſtag, my lord, hath ſhed his horns, 

And, for the loſs of them, the poor beaſt weeps: 

The word, Inopem me copia fectt, | 
That is, ET 


Plenty of horns hath made him poor of horns, 
Camillo. 7 
What ſhould this mean ? | 
Vor. VI. 
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| u i 4 Monticelſo, Ia. | 

ö tell you ; tis given out you are a cucko 

. yo 8¹ JC 


It is given out ſo. | | 
T had rather ſuch a report as that, my lord, 
Should keep within doors. 
| Franciſco de Medicis. 
Have you any children ? 


# £4 Camillo, 

one, m AS | 

F Franciſco de Medicis. 
You are the happier: 

Pll tell you A tale, 


Camillo. 
P ray, my lord. 
Franciſcv de Medicis, 
An old tale: 


Upon a time Phcebus, the god of light, 
Or him we call the Sun, would s be married: 
The gods gave their conſent, and Mercury 

Was ſent to voice it to the general world. 

But what a pittvus cry there ſtraight aroſe 
Amongſt ſmiths and felt- makers, brewers and cooks, 
| Reapers and butter-women, amongſt fiſhmongers, 

And thouſand other trades, which are annoy'd 

By his exceſſive heat; twas lamentable : 

They come to Jupiter all in a ſweat, 

And do forbid the banes. A great fat cook 

Was made their ſpeaker, who intreats of Jove, 

That Phoebus might be gelded ; for if now, 

When there was but one ſun, ſo many men 
Were like to periſh by his violent heat, 

What ſhould they do if he were married, 

And ſhould beget more, and thoſe children 

Make fire-works like their father ? So ſay I; 

Only I will apply it to your wife. 

Her iſſue, ſhould not providence prevent it, 

Would make both nature, time, and man repent it. 


Monticelſo. 
Look you, couſin, 
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Go, change the air for ſhame; ſee if your abſence 
Will blaſt your cornucopia. Marcelto 

Is choſen with you joint-commithoner, 

For the relieving our Italian coaſt | 


From pirates. | 
Marcello. 
I am much honour'd in't. 
Camillo. 
But, ſir, ; 
Ere I return, the ſtag's horns may be ſprouted 
Greater than thoſe are ſhed. | 
_ Moniicelſſo, 
Do not fear it; 
T'll be your ranger. | 
8 Camillo. 


You muſt watch !th' nights; 
Then's the moſt danger. 
ranciſco de Medicis, 

Farewel, good Marcello; 

All the beſt tortunes of a ſoldier's wiſh 
Bring you on ſhip- board. 
Camillo. 


Were I not beſt, now I am turn'd ſoldiet; 
Ere that I leave my wife, ſell all ſhe hath, 
And then take leave of her? 

nticelſd. 
expect good from you, 
our parting is ſo merry. 
erry, my lord! o't tains humour right, 
I am reſolve to be res » > night. ad [ Ext. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 

So, twas well fitted: now ſhall we diſcern 
How his wiſh'd abſerice will give violent way 
To duke Brachiano's luſt. 


Monticelſo., 

Why tliat was it; 
To what ſcorn'd purpoſe elſe ſhould we make choice 
Of him for a ſea-captain ? and, beſides, 
| | 8 2 Count 
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Count Lodowick, which was rumour'd for a pirate, 
Is now in Padua. | 


Franciſco de Medicis. 
Is't true ? eu 
icelſo. 
"Moſt certain, 


I have letters from him, which are ſuppliant 
To work his quick repeal from baniſnment: 
He means to addreſs himſelf for penſion, 
| Unto our ſiſter dutcheſs. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
O 'twas well. 
We ſhall not want his abſence paſt fix days: 
I fain would have the duke Brachiano run 
Into notorious ſcandal ; for there's nought, 
In ſuch curſt dotage, to repair his name, 
Only the deep ſente of ſome deathleſs ſhame, 
Monticelſo. 
It may be objected, I am diſhonourable 
To play thus with my kinſman; but T anſwer, 
For my revenge I'd ſtake a brother's life, 
That, being wrong' d, durſt not avenge himſelf, 
. Franciſco de Medicis, 
Come, to,obſerve this ſtrumpet. 
Monticelſo, 
Curſe of greatneſs ! 
* he'll not leave her ?. | 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
There's ſmall pity in't; 
Like miſsletoe on ſear elms ſpent by weather, 
Let him cleave to her, and both rot together, [ Exetnt, 


Enter Brachianq, with one in the habit of a conjurer. 


Brachiano, 
Now, fir, I claim your promiſe; *tis dead midnight, 
The time prefix d to ſhew me, by your art, | 
How the intended-murder of Camillo 
And our loath'd dutcheſs grow to action. 
Cotytrer, 
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You have won me, by your bounty, to a deed 
I do not often 88 : ſome there are, | 
Which, by = iſtick tricks, aſpire that name 
Which I would gladly loſe, of necromancer ; 
As ſome that uſe to juggle upon cards, 
Seeming to conjure, when indeed they cheat. 
Others that raiſe up their confederate ſpirits 
Bout wind-mills, and endanger their own necks 
For making of a ſquib: and ſome there are 
?7 Will keep a curtal to ſhew juggling tricks, 
And give out tis a ſpirit. Beſides theſe, 
Such a whole ream of almanack- makers, figure-flingers, 
Fellows, indeed, that only live by ſtealth, 
Since they do merely lie about ſton goods, 
They'd make men think the devil were faſt and looſe, 
With ſpeaking fuſtian Latin, Pray fit down ; 
Put on this night-cap, fir, tis charm'd ; and now 
Ill ſhew you, by my ſtrong commanding art, - 
The circumſtance that breaks your dutcheſs' heart. 


A dumb Shew. 

Enter ſuſpiciouſly Julio and Chriſtophero; they draw à curtain 
where Brachiano's picture is. They put on ſpectacles of glaſi, 
avhich cover their eyes and noſes, and then burn perfumes before 
the picture, and waſh the lips of the picture; that done, quench- 


ing the fire, and putting ¶ their ſpectacles, they depart laughing, 


Enter Iſabella in her night-gown, as to bed-ward, with light after 

ber: count Lodovico, Giovanni, Guid-antonio, and others 
waiting on her : ſhe kneels down as to prayers, then draxvs the 
curtain of the picture, does three reverences to it, and iges it 
thrice : ſhe faints, and cuil not ſuffer them to come near it; 
dies: ſorrow expreſt in Giovanni, ad in count Lodovico. 
She's conveyed out ſolemnly. 


Br achianp. 
Excellent ! then ſhe's dead. L 


27 Will keep a curtal &c.] This was ſaid of Bank;'s celebrated Horſe 
ſo oſten mentioned in ancient writers. See Digby on Bodies, 
8 3 Conjurer . 
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gan. 


She's poiſon d 
By the fum'd picture: twas her cuſtom nightly, 
Before the went to bed, to go and vifit 
Your picture, and'to feed her eyes and lips 
On the dead ſhadow. Doctor Julio 
Obſerving this, infects it with an oil, 
And other poiſan'd ſtuff, which preſently 

Did ſuffocate hier ſpirits. ' nk ach 
Brachiano, 


Methought I ſaw 
Count Lodovico there. 
| Conjurcr . 

He was; and, by my art, 

T find he did moſt paſſionately doat 

Upon your dutcheſs. Now turn another way, 
And view Camillo's far more politick face, 
Strike louder, muſick, from this charmed ground, 
To yield, as fits the act, a tragick ſound. 


The ſecond dumb Show. 


Enter Flamipeo, Marcello, Camillo, with four more as captains: 
" they drink healths, and dance: a waulting horſe is brought into 
the toom: Marcello and two more cubiſper d out of the room, 
<vbile Flamineo and Camillo fript themſelves into their ſhirts, 
as to vault ; thry compliment <cho ſhall begin: as Camillo is 
about to vault, Flamineo pitcheth him upon his neck, and, with 
the help of the ref?, <vriths his neck about: ſeems to ſce if it be 
broke, and lays him folded double, as 'twere under the horſe: 
makes ſhew to call for help: Marcello comes in, laments ; ſends 
for the cardinal and duke, wwhbo come forth with armed men; 
 evonders at. the act; commands the body to be carried home ; 
 afprehends Flamineo, Marcello, and the ret; and goes, as 
"Favere, to apprehend Vittoria. ES 1 


| Brachiano, 
Twas quaintly done; but yet each circumſtance 
I taſte not fully. 1 | 
a Conjur re 
O *twas moſt apparent; _ 
You ſaw them enter charg'd with their deep healths 1 
* | . N 
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To their boon voyage; and, to ſecond that, 
Flamineo calls to have a vaulting horſe 
Maintain their ſport. The virtuous Marcello. 
Is innocently plotted forth the room, | 
Whilſt your eye ſaw the reſt, and can informyou 
The engine of all, | 

Brachiano, 

It ſeems Marcello and Flaminco 

Are both committed, 


urer. 
Yes, you ſaw them 1 
And now they are come with purpoſe to apprehend 
Your miſtreſs, fair Vittoria : we are now 
Beneath her roof. Twere fit we inſtantly 
Make out by ſome back poſtern. 
| Brachiano, 
Noble friend, < OPT 
You bind me ever to you; this ſhall ſtand 
As the firm ſeal annexed to my hand, 
It ſhall inforce a payment, [Exit Brachiano. 
| urer. 
Sir, I thank you. 
Both flowers and weeds ſpring, when the ſun is warm, 


And great men do great good, or elſe great harm. 


[Exit Conjurer. 
Enter Franciſco de Medicis, and Monticelſo, their chancellor 
and regifter. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


You have dealt diſcreetly, to obtain the preſencg 
Of all the grave ** leiger ambaſſadors, 
To hear Vittoria's trial. | 
Monticelſo. 
*Ewas not ill; 


For, fir, you know we have nought but circumſtances 
To charge her with, about her huſband's death ; 
Their approbation, therefore, to the proofs 

Ot her black luſt ſhall make her infamous. 


28 Jeiger ambaſſadors] See p. 52. | 
S 4 To 
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To all our neighbouring kingdbnis. I wonder 
If Brachiano will be here? | 
| Frantiſco He Meuicis. 
O fy ! *twere impudence tov palpable, Trennt. 


Enter Flamineo ad Marcello guarded, and a Lawyer, 


2 What, are you in by the Week ? ſo, I will try now whe- 
ther thy wit be cloſe priſoner : methinks none ſhould fit upon 
- thy ſiſter, but old whore-maſterss K | 

Flamineo. 
Or cuckolds; for your cutkold is the moſt terrible tickler 
of leachery, Whore-maſters would ſerve; for none are judges 


at tilting, but thoſe tat have been old tilters. * 


My lord duke and ſhe have been very private. 
He ' Flamineo. © | 
You are a dull afs: 'tis threaten'd they have been very 
publick. | | 


3 Lawyer 1 
If it can be proved they have but kiſs d one another. 


5 Flaminco. 
What then? | 5 
| 
My lord cardinal will ferret them. 
| Flamineo. 


A cardinal, I hope, will not catch coneys, | 


For to ſow kiſſes (mark what I ſay) to ſow kiſſes is to rea 
leachery ; and, I am fure, a Woman that will endure kiffing is 


halt won. 
Hlaminco. 
True, her upper part; by that rule, if you will win her 
nether part too, you know what follows. | 
| | _ Lawyer. 
Heark, the ambaſſadors are lighted, 


29 What, are you in by the week] This phraſe appears to ſignify an en- 
gagement for a time limited. It occurs in Love's Labour Loft, A. 5. 
S. 2. See Note thereon, edit. 1778. 8. 


I f Fluamineo. 
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Flaminto. | 

I do put on this feigniett garb of mitth, ; 

To gall ſuſpicion, | | 
| . F | Mareello, 

O my unfortunate fiſter! 
I would my dagger-point had cleft her heart 
When ſhe firſt ſaw Brachiand: you, tis ſaid, 
Were made his engine, and his ſtalking horfe, 
To undo my ſiſter. 


Flamineo. 

I am a kind of path | 
To her, and mine own preferment. 
Marrello. 
Your ruin. | 


Flamineo, 
Hum ! thou art a ſoldier, 
Followeſt the great duke, feedeſt his victories; 
As witches do their ſerviceable ſpirits, 
Even with thy prodigal blood: what haſt got ? 
But, hke the wealth of captains, a poor handful, 
0 Which in thy palm thou bear'ſt, as men hold water 
Secking to gripe it faſt, the frail reward 


Steals thro? thy fingers. 
| Marcello. 
Sir! 
Flamineo, 
Thou haſt fearce maintenance 
To keep thee in freſh 3* ſhamois. 
| Marcello, 
Brother ! | 
| Flami neo. 
Hear me: | 


And thus, when we have even-pour'd ourſelves 


30 W hich in thy palin thou bear , as men hold water; 
Secking to gripe it faſt, 8 reward 
Steals thro' thy fingers. | ryden has borrowed this thought in All 
for Love; or, The World wel! Loſt, A. 5. 
« O that I leſs could fear to loſe this Being, 
« Which, /ike a ſnow-ball in my coward hand, 
« The more *tis graſp a, the Taſer melts away,” 
1 hamojs] i, e. ſhoes made of the wild goat's ſkin, Chamais, Fr. ' 8. 
neo 


: 
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Into ſights, for their ambition, 

Or idle ſpleen, how ſhall we find reward? 

But as we ſeldom find the miſsletoe 

Sacred to phyſick, or the builder oak, 

Without a mandrake by it ; ſo in our queſt of gain, 
Alas, the pooreſt of their forc'd diſlikes | 


At a limb proffers, but at heart it ſtrikes, 


This is n doctrine. ; 
Marcello, 


Flamineo,, 
When age ſhall turn thee: 


White as a blooming hawthorn——- 
Mar cello, 


Come, come. 


I'll interrupt you. 
For love of virtue bear an honeſt heart, 
And ſtride o'er every politick reſpect, 
Which, where they moſt advance, they moſt infect, 
Were I your father, as I am your brother, 
I ſhould not be ambitious to leave you 


A better patrimony. 
 #lamineo, 
Pll think on * | 
; k Enter Savoy, 
The lord ambaſſadors, 
Here there is a paſſage of the lieger ambaſſadors 


over the ſtage ſeverally, 
Enter French ambaſſador, 


Lawyer, 
O my ſprightly Frenchman ! Do you know him? * an 
admirable tier, 
Flamineo. 


I faw him at laſt tilting ; 3* he ſhew'd like a pewter candle- 
ſtick, faſhion'd like a man in armour, _bolding a tilting ſtaff in 
his hand, little bigger than a candle of twelve Yth* pound. 


32 he ſhew'd like a peꝛuter candleſlick, &c.] So Shakſpeare in King 
We Their 
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| ©, but he is an excellent borſeman. Ne ne 
» F#lamineo, | : 
A lame one in his lofty tricks ; he ſleeps a horſeback 3* like a 
poulter. 5 8 


; Li .. „ 84 
Lo you my Spaniard. | 
Flamincro. : 


He carries his face in's ruff, as I have ſeen a ſerving · man 
carry glaſſes in a cypreſs hat-band, monſtrous ſteady, for fear 
of breaking: he looks like the claw of a black-bird, firſt 
ſalted, and then broil'd in a candle. + { Exthnt. 


= 


LD 


The arraigument of Vittoria. 


Enter Franciſco de Medicis, Monticelſo, the ** four licger Ambay- 
| ſadors, Brachiano, Vittoria. Corombona, Ifabella, Lawyer, 


and a guard, 


Montiicelſo. 
Forbear, my lord. here is no place aſſign'd you: 
This buſineſs, by his holineſs, is left 
To our examination. 


« Their horſemen fit like fixed candleſticks, 
« With torch flaves in their hand:“ 

Mr. Steevens obſerves, ' that the ancient candleſticks frequently repre- 
youn human figures holding the ſockets for the lights in their extended 

ands, | 

% like a poulter ] Poulterers do not at preſent attend markets at earlier 
hours than men of other trades, ſo that this compariſon in our times 

| ſeems to want force. 8. ; 

In the former edition of this collection, the word poulter was changed to 
the more modern term poulterer ; the former, however, was that which an- 
ciently was in conſtant uſe. The Company of Foulters were incorporated 
by that name 19 Henry VIII. and again renewed zoth Queen Elizabeth. 
dee Sowe's Survey, 1722, vol. II. p. 216. Bs. 

34 four | The quartos read /ix; four, however, are only mentioned. 


Brachiano, 


i THE WHITE DEVIL: OR, 


. Raoul ths 
ay it thrive wit A [ Lays a ri | Ms 
ne r 
A chair there for his lordſhip. 

Brachiano. 


Forbear your kindneſs ;. an unbidden gueſt 
Should travel as Dutch women go to church, 
Bear their ſtool with them. 


Monticelſo, 
At your pleaſure, fir. | 
Stand to the table, gentlewoman. Now, ſignior, 
Fall to your plea. 0 | 


| Larger. 
- Domine judex converte oculos in hanc peſtem mulierum corrup - 
am. 
2 | Vittoria Corombona. 
What's he ? 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
A lawyer, that pleads againſt you. 
Vitoria Corombona. h 
Pray, my lord, let him ſpeak his uſual tongue, 
Fl make no anſwer elſe. 
: | Franciſco ds Medicis, 


Why, you underſtand Latin. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
I do, fir, but amongſt this auditory 3 
Which come to hear my cauſe, the half or more 


May be ignorant in't. 
| Aonticelſo. 


Go on, fir, | 

Vittoria Corombona, 
By your favour, 
Iwill not have my accuſation clouded 
In a ſtrauge tongue: all this aſlembly 


Shall hear what you can charge me with. 


Franciſco de Medicis. 
Signior, 
Vou need not ſtand on't much; pray, change your language. 
5 Monticelſo. 


Oh, for God's ſake! gentlewoman, your credit 


Shall be more tamous by it, 
| | Layer. 
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| Lawyer, 
Well then have at you. 
1ttoria Corombona, 
I am the mark, fir, 3* PI give aim to you, 
And tell you how near you ſhoot. 


G Lawyer. ; 

Moſt literated judges, pleaſe your lordſhips 
So to connive your judgments to the view 
Of this debauch'd and diverſivolent woman ; 
Who ſuch a concatenation 
Of miſchief hath effected, that to extirp f 
The memory of't, muſt be the confummation 
Of her, and her projections. 

Vittoria Corombona. 
What's all this ? 


Lawyer. 

Hold your peace ! 

Exorbitant fins muſt have exulceration. 
Vittoria Corombona. 

Surely, my lords, this lawyer hath ſwallowed 
Some apothecaries bills, or proclamations ; 
And now the hard and undigeſtable words 
Come up like ſtones we uſe give hawks for phyſick. 
Why, this is Welch to Latin. 


| Lawyer . 

My lords, the woman 
Knows not her tropes, nor is perfect 
In the academick derivation 
Of grammatical elocution. 

Franciſco de Medicis. 

Sir, your pains 
Shall be well ſpared, and your deep eloquence 
Be worthily applauded among thoſe 
Which underitand you. 


My good lord. 


3# ＋ll give aim to youz] See Note ag to Cornelia, p. 277. vol. II. 


Franciſces 


\ 


* 
Freiin 


% THE WNHITE DEVIL: OH, | 


Franciſco de Medicis, 
p Sir, ; fullian b 3 8 Nen 
ut up your papers in your fuſtian bag, 
| [Franciſco ſpraks this as in ſcerny 
Cry mercy, fir, tis buckeram, and accept 15 
My notion of your learn d verboſity. x 


I moſt graduatically thank your lordſhip ; 
T ſhall have uſe for them elſewhere. - | 
| Monticelſo. | 

I ſhall be plainer with you, and paint out 9 
Vour follies in more natural red and white, A 
Than that upon your cheek, 

Fittoria Corombona, 
O you miſtake, 


You raiſe a blood as noble in this cheek 
As ever was your mother's. ' 
Monticelſo. | 
I muſt fpare you, till proof cry whore to that: 
Obſerve this creature here, my honour'd lords, 
A woman of a moſt prodigious ſpirit, 


In her effected. 
| Vittoria Corombona. 

My honourable lord, 
It doth not ſuit a reverend cardinal 
To play the Lawyer thus. 

p Monticel/o. 

Oh, your trade inſtrufts your language! 
You ſee, my lords, what goodly fruit ſhe ſeems j 
35 Yet like thoſe apples travellers report 


ch 41. JL 


IS 


«a Y food IO Oe. has 


28 Yer like chaſe apples Sc.] This account is taken from Maunde- 
ville's Travels. See Edition, 1725, p. 122.“ And alſo the Cytees there 
c weren loſt, becauſe of Synne. Aud there beſyden growen trees, tlat 
e beren fulle faire Apples, and fair: of colour to bebolds ; but whoſo bre- 
« tethe hem, or cuit:the hem in two, he pot gs within hem Coles and 
te Cyndres ; in tokene that, be Wrathe of God, the Cytees and the Lond 
« weren brente and ſonken in to Helle. Sum men clepen that See, the 
« Lake Dalfetidee ; ſurname, the Flom of Develes ; and ſume that Flom 

„ that. is ever ſtynkynge. And in to that See, ſonken the 5 Cytees, 
be Wrathe of God ; that is to ſeyne, Sodom, Gomorre, Aldama, Seboymy 
in and Segor.” 


tn it tr ..v0 ee cc... or Oi toon Pl. io 


To 
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To grow where Sodom and Gomorah ſtood, 
I will but touch her, and you ſtraight ſhall ſee 
She'll fall to ſoot and aſhes. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Your invenom'd apothecary ſhould do't. 


icelſo, 

I am reſolved, ” 

Were there a ſecond paradiſe to loſe, 
This devil would betray it. 
Vittoria Corombona, 

O poor charity! - 

Thou art ſeldom found in ſcarlet. 
Monticelſo. 

Who knows not how, when ſeveral night by night 
Her gates were choak'd with coaches, and her rooms 
Outbrav'd the ſtars with ſeveral kinds of lights; 
When ſhe did counterfeit a prince's court 
In muſick, banquets, and moſt riotous ſurfeits; 

This whore forſooth was holy. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Ha ? whore? what's that ? 
Monticelſo, 

Shall J expound whore to you? ſure I ſhall ! 

Tl! give their perfect character. They are firſt, 
Sweet-meats which rot the eater : in man's noſtrils 
Poiſon'd perfumes. They are coz'ning alchymy ; 
Shipwrecks in calmeſt weather. What are whores ? 
Cold Ruſſian winters, that appear ſo barren, 

As if that nature had forgot the ſpring. 

They are the true material fire of hell. 

Worſe than thoſe tributes i'th Low- countries paid, 
Exactions upon meat, drink, garments, ſleep; 

Ay even on man's perdition, his fin. 
They are thoſe brittle evidences of law, 

Which forfeit all a wretched man's eſtate 

For leaving out one ſyllable, What are whores ? 
They are thoſe flattering bells have all one tune, 

At weddings and at funerals, Your rich whores 
Are only treaſuries by extortion fill'd, 

And empty'd by curs'd riot. They are worſe, 


| Worſe 


i 
- 
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Worſe than dead ary which are begg's at th* gallows, 
And wrought upo ſurgeons, to teach man 
Wherein he is im bar sa whore ? 


| She is like the gilt counterſeited coin, 
Which, whoſoe er firſt ſtamps it, brings in trouble 


All that receive it. 
Vittoria Corombond. 


' This character "(capes me. 
Monticelſo. 
You, gentlewoman ? 
Take from all beaſts and from all minerals 


Their u poiſon — 
Vittoria Gorombona. 
Well, what then ? 


| Mouicelſ. 

* tell thee ; wink 5 
find in thee an apothecary's ſhop 

To ſample them all. ; 


French Ambaſſadar. 
She hath lived ill. 
Engliſh Ambaſſador. 
True, but the 5 s too bitter. 
Mouticelſo. | 
You know what whore is. Next the devil adul'ty; 


Enters the devil murder. 
Fr anc! iſco de Medicis P 


| Your unhappy huſband 


Is dead, 
'  Fiitoria Coroathona. 
O he's a happy huſband ; 


Now he owes nature nothing. 
Franciſco de Medicit, 


And by a vaulting engine. 
4 a — 

An active plot; 

He jumpt into his grave. 

Franciſe o de Medicis; 

What a — was't, 
That from ſome two yards high, a ſtender man 
Should break his neck? © 


Monticiſſo, 
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| Monticelo. | | 


Tth' ruſhes! 255 
Fr anciſco de Medlicis. 
And what's more, 
Upon the inſtant loſe all uſe of ſpeech, 
All vital motion, like a man had lain 
Wound up three days. Now mark each circumſtance, 
Montice g. 
And look upon this creature as his wife. 
She comes not like a widow : ſhe comes arm d 
With ſcorn and impudence : is this a mourning-habit ? 
n Vittoria Corombona. 
Had I foreknown his death, as you ſuggeſt, 
I would have beſpoke my mourning, 


Monticel/o, 
O you are cunning ! 
Vittoria Corombona, 

You ſhame your wit and judgment, 
To call it ſo; what! is my juſt defence 
By him that is my judge call'd impudence ? 
Let me appeal then from this 3* Chriſtian court 
To the uncivil Tartar, 


Monticelſo, | 

X See, my lords, h : | 
he ſcandals our proceedings. = 
Vittoria Corombonas. = 


Humbly thus, 
Thus low, to the moſt worthy and reſpected g 
Leiger embaſſadors, my modeſty | 
And woman-hood I tender; but withal, | 
90 intangled in a curſed accuſation, 
That my defence, of force, like Perſeus, 
Muſt perſonate maſculine virtue. To the point ; 
Find me but guilty, ſever head from body, 
We'll part good friends: I ſcorn to hold my life 


At yours, or any man's intreaty, fir, 

36 Chriſtian court] We have here an inſtance of the introduction of 
terms into one country, which peculiarly belong to another. The prac- 
tice has been already mentioned. In England the Ecclehaſtical courts, 
Where cauſes of adultery are cognizable, are called Courts Chriſtian. 


Vol, VI, P Engliſh 
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She hath a brave ſpirit. 
Monticelſo. 
Well, well, ſuch counterfeit jewels | EY 
Make true ones oft ſuſpected. | 
Vittoria Corombona, 
You are deceived ; 
For know, that all your ſtrict combined heads, 
Which ſtrike againſt this mine of diamonds, 
Shall prove but glaſſen hammers, they ſhall break; 
Theſe are but feigned ſhadows of my evils. 
37 Terrify babes, my lord, with painted devils, 
I am paſt ſuch needleſs palſy. For your names 
Of whore and murdreſs, they proceed from you, 
As if a man ſhould ſpit againſt the wind ; . 


The filth returns in's face. 
Monticelſo, 


Pray you, miſtreſs, ſatisfy me one queſtion : : 
Who lodg'd beneath your roof that fatal night 


Your huſband brake his neck ? 
Brachiano, 


That queſtion | | 
Inforceth me break ſilence ; I was there, 
Monticelſo. 


Your band? 
Brachiano, 


Why, I came to comfort her, 
And take ſome courſe for ſettling her eſtate, 
Becauſe I heard her huſband was in debt - 
To you, my lord. 


| Monticclſo, 
He was. 
ö Bracbiano. 
And 'twas ſtrangely fear d, 


That you would cozen her. 


1 37 Terrify babes, my lord, with painted devils,] So, in Macbab, A. 2. 
2. 


« — tis the eye of childhood | 
«© That fears a painted devil.” 


Meonticelſo« 


* 
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Monbiceſſo. 
Who made you overſeer ? 
Brachiano. 
Why, my charity, my charity, which ſhould flow 
From every generous and noble ſpirit, 
To orphans and to widows. 


Your luſt. 
Brachiano, 


Cowardly dogs bark loudeſt ! ſirrah, prieſt, 
PII talk with you hereafter. Do you hear? 
The ſword you frame of ſuch an excellent temper, 
ll ſheathe in your own bowels, 
There are a number of thy coat reſemble 


Your common polt-boys. 
Monticelſõ. 
Ha? 
Br achiano, 


Your mercenary poſt-boys ; 
Your letters carry truth, but *tis your guiſe 
To fill your mouths with groſs and impudent lies. 

Servant. 
My lord, your gown. 
Br achiano. 

Thou lieſt, *twas my ſtool. 
Beſtow't upon thy maſter, that will challenge 
The reſt o'th* houſhold- ſtuff; for Brachiano 

Was ne'er ſo beggarly to take a ſtool 
Out of another's lodging : let him make 
Vallance for his bed on't, or demy foot-cloth 
3 For his moſt reverend moile. Monticello, 
Nemo me impune laceſſit. - [Exit Brachiano, 


33 For his moſt reverend moile.] Cardinals rode on Mules. See Fiddes's 
Lif: of Cardinal Molſey, in Collections, p. 87. & ſeq. S. P. 

A moile was the old term for a mule. So, in Eraſmus Praiſe of Folie, 
Sign. H. “ For one that is ſand blynd woulde take an aſſe for a moyle, or | 
« another prayſe, a rime of Robyn Hode, for as extellent a making' as 
&« Troylus of Chaucer, yet ihoulde they not ſtraight waies be counted 


«© madde therefore.” 
| * 2 Monticelſo, 
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Monticelſo. 
Your champion's gone. | 
IP Vittoria Corombona, 
The wolf may prey the better. 
ranciſco de Medicis. 
My lord, there's great ſuſpicion of the murder; 
But no ſound proof who did it, For my part, 
I do not think ſhe hath a ſoul fo black 
To act a deed fo bloody: if ſhe have, 
As in cold countries huſband-men plant vines, 
And with warm blood manure them ; even ſo 
One ſummer ſhe will bear unſavory fruit, 
And ere next ſpring wither both branch and root. 
The act of blood let paſs, only deſcend 
To matter of incontinence. | 
Vitoria Corombona. 
I diſcern poiſon 


Under your gilded pills. 
Monticelſo. 

Now the duke's gone, I will produce a letter, 
Wherein twas plotted, he and you ſhould meet 
At an apothecary's ſummer-houſe, 

Down by the river Tyber. View't, my lords : 
Where after wanton bathing and the heat 
Of a laſcivious banquet—TI pray read it, 
I ſhame to ſpeak the reſt, 
| Vittoria Corombona. 

Grant I was tempted; 

Temptation to luſt proves not the act: 
Cafta eft quam nemo rogavit. 
You read his hot love to me, but you want 
; My froſty anſwer. 

Monticelſo, : 


Froſt th" dog-days ! ſtrange! 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Condemn you me for that the duke did love me ? 
So may you blame ſome fair and cryſtal river, 
For that ſome melancholick diſtracted man 
Hath drown'd himſelf in't, 


Monticeiſo,” 
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Monticelſo. 
Truly drown'd, indeed. 
Vittoria Corombona, 

Sum up my faults, I pray, and you ſhall find, 
That beauty and gay cloaths, a merry heart, | 
And a good ſtomach to a feaſt, are all, a 
All the poor crimes that you can charge me with. 
In faith, my lord, you might go piltol flies, 
The ſport would be more noble. 


Monticelſo. 

V | 
0 A Vittoria Corombona. | 

But take you your courſe, it ſeems you have begyar'd me 

firſt 

And now would fain undo me. I have houſes, 
Jewels and a poor remnant of 3? cruſadoes; 

ould thoſe would make — charitable! 


icelſo, 
If the devil 
Did ever take good ſhape, behold his picture.) 
Vittoria Corombona, 
You have one virtue left, 
You will not flatter me. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Who brought this letter ? | 
| Vittoria Corombona. | | 
I am not compelld to tell you. 
Moxnticelſo, 
My lord duke ſent to you a thouſand ducats, 
The twelfth of Auguſt. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
_ "Twas to keep your couſin | 
From priſon, I paid uſe for't. 
Monticelſo. 


: I rather think, 
Twas intereſt for his luſt. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Who ſays ſo but yourſelf? if you be my accuſer, 
Pray ceaſe to be my judge ; come from the bench; 


#9 eruſadoes ;] See Note 48 Sy The Honeſt Where, vol. III. p. ee 
3 
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Give in your evidence againſt me, and let theſe 
Be moderators. My lord cardinal, 
Were your intelligencing ears as loving 
As to my thoughts; had you an honeſt tongue, 


'T would not care though = * 'd thein all, 
| ntice 


Go to, go dt; 
After your goodly and vain-glorious banquet, 


I'll give you a choak-pear. | 
p 9 Fitoria Corombona. 
Of your own grafting ? 
Monticelſo, 
Vou were born in Venice, honourably deſcended 
From the Vittelli; *twas my couſin's fate, 
Ill may I name the hour, to marry you; 


He bought you of your father. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Ha ? 


Monticelſo, 
He ſpent there in ſix months 
Twelve thouſand ducats, and (to my knowledge) 
Recei d in dowry with you not one “ julio. 
Twas a hard penny-worth, the ware being ſo * 
J yet but draw the curtain; now to your p cture: 
You came from thence a molt notorious ſtrumpet, 
And fo you have continucd. 
Viitoria Corombona, 
My lord! 
Monticelſo, 
Nay, hear mes. 
| You ſhall have time to prate. My lord Brachiano— 
Alas! I make but repetition, | 
Of what 1s ordinary, and Ryalto talk, 
And balleted, and would be plaid o "h" ſtage, 
But that vice many times finds ſuch loud friends, 
That preachers are charm'd ſilent, 
You gentlemen, Flamineo and Marcello, 


42 julio. ] A coin of about fix-pence value. Moryſon, in the Table 
prefixed to his Itinerary, calls it a Giulis or Paolo. , 
The 
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The court hath nothing now to charge you with, 
Only you muſt remain upon your ſureties 


For your — 1 


I ſtand for Marcello. 


Hamineo. 


And my lord duke for me. 


Monticelſo. - 
For you, Vittoria, your publick fault, 


Join'd to th' condition of the preſent time, 
Takes from you all the fruits of noble pity, 


Such a corrupted trial have you made 


Both of your life and beauty, and been ſtyl'd 
No leſs an ominous fate, than blazing ſtars 
To Princes, Hear your ſentence ; you are confin'd 


' Unto a houſe of converts, and your baud — 


Flamineo, 
Who, I? 

Monticelſo, 
The Moor. 

F. Jamineo. 


O, I am a ſound man again. 
Vittoria Corombonas 


A houſe of converts ! what's that ? 


Montice lſo. 


A houſe of penitent whores. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Do the noblemen in Rome 
Erect it for their wives, that I am ſent 


To lodge there ? 


Franciſco de Medicis. 


You muſt have patience. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


I muſt firſt have vengeance. 


T fain weuld know if you have your falvation 


By patent, that you proce 


Away with her, 
Take her hence. 


ed thus. 


Monticelſo. 


T4 
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A 3 Vittoria Corombona, 
ra a ra 7 ; 
” 8 Monticelſo. 
How ? | 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Yes, you have raviſh'd juſtice ; 
Forc'd her to do your pleaſure, 
Monticeſſo. 
Fie, ſhe's mad l 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Die vith thoſe pills in your moſt curſed maw, 
Should bring you heal:h ! or while you fit o'th' bench, 
Let your own ſpittle choak you! . 

f Monticelſo, 

She's turn'd fury. . 

Vittoria Corombona. 

That the laſt day of judgment may ſo find you, 
And leave you the ſame devil you were before! 
Inſtruct me, ſome good horſe-leach, tc ſpeak treaſon ; 
For ſince you cannot take my life for deeds, 

Take it for words: O woman's poor revenge! 
Which dwells but in the tongue. I will not weep. 
No; I do ſcorn to call up one poor tear 
To fawn on your injuſtice: bear me hence 
- Unto this houſe of—what's your mitigating title? 
Monticelſo. 5 
Of converts. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
It ſhall not be a houſe of converts ; 
My mind ſhall make it honeſter to me 
Than the Pope's palace, and more peaceable 
Than my foul. Though thou art a cardinal, 
Know this, and let it ſomewhat raiſe your ſpight, 
Through darkneſs diamonds ſpread their richeſt light. 
[Exit Vittoria Corombona. 


Enter Brachiano. 


Brachtano. 
Now you and J are friends, fir, we'll ſhake hands : 
5 | a 


- 
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In a friend's grave together ; a fit place, 
Being the — of ſoft peace, ** atone our hatred, © 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Sir, what's the matter ? 
Brachiano, 
TI will not chaſe more blood from that lov'd cheek ; 
You have loſt too much already; fare you well. [ Exit. 
. Franciſco de Medicis. | 4 
How ſtrange theſe words found! what's the interpretation? 
Flamineo, . 
Good; this is a preface to the diſcovery of the dutcheſs's 
death : he carries it well ; becauſe now I cannot counterfeit a 
whining paſſion for the death of my lady, I will feign a mad 
humour for the diſgrace of my ſiſter; and that will keep off 
idle queſtions. Treaſon's tongue hath a villainous palſy in't; 
I will talk to any man, hear no man, and for a time appear a 
politic madman, | [Exit 


Enter Giovanni and Count Lodovico, 
; Franciſco de Medicis, 
How now, my noble couſin? what in black! 
Giovanni. 
Yes, uncle, I was taught to imitate you 
In virtue, and you muſt imitate me 
In colours of your garments, My ſweet mother 


Is 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
How? where? 


Giovanni, 
Is there; no, yonder : indeed, ſir, I'll not tell you, 
For I ſhall make you weep. | 
| Franciſco de Medicis. 
Is dead? 


| Giovanni, 
Do not blame me now, 
I did not tell yuu ſo, 
Lodomico. 
She's dead, my lord. 
alone] i. e. reconcile, See Note on Cymbeline, vol. IX. p. 191. 


edit. 1778. 8. 
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Franciſco de Medicis, 
Dead! 
Monticelſs. 
Bleſſed lady 
Thou art now above thy woes. 
Wilt pleaſe your lordſhips to withdraw a little ? 
loan. 
What do the dead do, uncle? do they eat, 


Hear muſick, go a hunting, and be merry, 
As we that live ? 


Lord, lord, that I were dead ; 
I have not ſlept theſe fix nights, When do they wake? 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
When God ſhall pleaſe. 
Giovanni, 
Good God, let her ſleep ever! 
For I have known her wake an hundred nights, 
When all the pillow where ſhe laid her head 
Was brine-wet with her tears. I am to complain to you, fir; 
I'll tell you how they have uſed her now ſhe's dead; 
They wrapp'd her in a cruel fold of lead, 
And would not let me kiſs her. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Thou did'ſt love her. 
I have often heard her fay ſhe gave me ſuck, 
And it thould ſeem by that the dearly lov'd me, 
Since princes ſeldom do it. 
Fr anciſco de Medicis. 
O, all of my poor fiſter that remains 


Take him away for God's ſake! [Exit Giovanni, 


| Monticelſo, 
How now, my lord? 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Believe me, I am nothing but her grave ; 
And I ſhall keep her bleſſed memory 


Longer than thouſand epitaphs. 
3 Enter 
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Enter Flamineo as diſtracted. 
Flami neo. 
We endure the ſtrokes like anvils or hard ſteel, 
Till pain itſelf make us no pain to feel. 
Who ſhall do me right now? is this the end of ſervice? 
I'd rather go weed garlick; travel through France, and be 
mine own oſtler; wear ſheep-ſkin linings, or ſhoes that ſtink of 
blacking, be enter'd into the liſt of the torty thouſand pedlars 
of Poland, 
Enter Savoy. 
Would I had rotted in ſome ſurgeon's houſe in Venice, built 
upon the pox as well as on piles, ere I had ſerv d Brachiano. 


You muſt have comfort. 
F. lamineo. 


Four comfortable words are like honey. They reliſh in 


your mouth that's whole ; but in mine that's wounded, they 

o down as if the ſting of the bee were in them. Oh, they 
ava wrought their purpoſe cunningly, as if they would not 
ſeem to do it of malice. In this a politician imitates the devil, 
as the devil imitates a cannon. Whereloe'er he comes to do 
miſchief, he comes with his backſide towards you. 


Enter the French, 


| French, 
The proofs are evident. 
Flami uro. | 
Proof! *twas corruption. O gold! what a god art thou! 
and O man, what a devil art thou to be tempted by that curſed 
mineral! You diverſivolent lawyer, mark him; knaves turn 
informers, as maggots turn to flies, you may catch gudgeons 
wita either, A cardinal ! I would he would hear me, there's 
nothing ſo holy but money will corrupt and putrity it, like 
victuals under the line. You are happy in England, my 
lord ; here they ſell juſtice with thoſe weights they preſs men 
to death with, O horrible ſalary ! 
Engliſh. 
Fy, fy, Flamineo. 


42 under the line] i. e. the equinoctial line, . 
Flaminco. 
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Bells ner ring well, till they are at their full pitch; and! 
hope yon cardinal ſhall never have the grace to pray well, till 
he come to the ſcaffold, If they were rack'd now to know the 
confederacy ; but your noblemen are privileg'd from the rack; 
and well may, for a little thing would pull ſome of them 
o pieces afore they came to their arraignment. Religion, oh 
how it is #3 commedled with policy. The firſt blood ſhed in 
the world happen'd about religion. Would 1 were a Jew ! 
O, there are too many. | | 
You are deceiv'd; there are not Jews enough, prieſts 


enough, nor gentlemen enough. 
Marcello, 
How ? * 


| 5 HVuamineo. 

I 'I prove it; for if there be Jews enough, ſo many Chriſtians 
would not turn uſurers; if prieſts enough, one ſhould not have 
fix benefices ; and if gentlemen enough, ſo many early muſh- 
rooms, whoſe beſt growth ſprang from a dunghill, ſhould not 
aſpire to gentility. Farewel, let others live by begging, be 
thou one of them: practiſe “ the art of Wolnor in England, 


to ſwallow all's given thee; and yet let one purgation make 
ATT thee 


43 commedled with policy] i. e. co-mingled. To meddle antiently figni- 
fied 0 _ or mingle, See Note on The Tempe, edit. 1778. vol. I. 

10. . 

F So, in The Perſones Tale, Tyrwhitt's Edition of Chaucer, vol. III. 
p- 146. For ſothly, ther is nothing that ſavoureth ſo ſote to a child, 
« as the milke of his norice, ne nothing is to him more abhominable than 
cc that milke, when it is m:dled with other mete. 

. 44 the art of Wolnor in England] The exploits of this glutton, and 
the manner of his death, are mentioned by Dr. Moffet, who wrote in 
Queen Elizabeth's time. See his Treatiſe, entitled “ Health's Improve- 
ment: or, Rules comprizing and diſcovering the nature, method, and 
ic manner of preparing all ſorts of foods uſed in this vation.” Repub- 
liſhed by Oldys and Dr. James, 12m9. 1746. Neither was our country 
4 always void of a Moolmar, who living in my memory in the court 
« ſeemed like another Pandareus, of whom Antonius Liberalis writeth 
ec thus much, that he had obtained this gift of the Goddeſs Ceres, to eat 


4 iron, glaſs, oyſter-ſhells, raw fiſh, raw fleth, raw fruit, and whatſoever | 
« elſe he would put into his ſtomach, without offence.” P. 376. _ 
; «i 
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\ thee as hungry again as fellows that work in a ſaw-pit. I'll 

go hear the {creech-owl. | [Exit. 
Lodovico. 


"This was Brachiano's pander ; and %us ſtrange ; 
That in ſuch open, and apparent guilt k 
Of his adulterous ſiſter, he dare utter 
So ſcandalous a paſſion. I muſt wind him. 

Enter Flamineo. 
| Flamineo. 
How dares this baniſh'd count return to 
His pardon not yet purchas'd ? I have heard 
The deceaſed dutcheſs gave him penſion, 
And that he came along from Padua 
Tin' train of the young prince. There's ſomewhat in't. 
Phyſicians, that cure poiſons, ſtill do work 
With counter-poiſons, 
Marcello. 


Mark this ſtrange eucounter. 
Faminro. 

The god of melancholy turn thy gall to poiſon, 
And let the 45 ſtigmatick wrinkles in thy face, 
Like to the boiſt'rous waves in a rough tide, 

One ſtill overtake another. 


Lodovico. 
I do thank thee, 
And I do wiſh ingeniouſly for thy ſake, 
The dog-days all year long. 


Flamineo. 
How croaks the raven ? 
Is our good dutcheſs dead? 
Lodovice. 
Dead. 


* fiſh being eaten raw, is harder of digeſtion than raw beef; for Diogenes 
died with eating of raw fiſh; and Folmer (our Engliſh Pandareus) 
« digeſting iron, glaſs, and oyſter-ſhells, by eating a raw eel was over- 
* maſtered.” P. 123. He is alſo. mentioned by Taylor the Water 
Poet, in his account of The Great Eater of Kent, p. 145. © Milo the 
* Crotonian could hardly be his equall: and Y/co/ner of Windſor was 
I not worthy to bee his foot- man. 


s ftigmatick] i. e. marked as with a brand of infamy. 8. 
Flamineo. 
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Flamineo. 
O fate! | 
Misfortune comes like the coroner's buſineſs, 
Huddle upon huddle. 
Lodovico. 1 


Shall thou and I join houſe-keeping ? 
Flami 


Ae. 


Yes, content. 
Let's be unſociably ſociable. 


Lodowvico. 

Sit ſome three days together, and diſcourſe ? 

; Hlamineo, 
Only with making faces ; 
- Lie in our cloaths, 
w. 1 R c Lodowico, 
ith faggots for our pillows. 
” Rn, 

7 And be louſy. 

Lodovico, 


In taffeta linings, that's genteel melancholy, 
Sleep all day. 
J. /amineo. 


Yes; and ** like your melancholy hare 
Feed after midnight. 
We are obſerv'd: fee how yon couple grieve. 
dowico. ö 
What a ſtrange creature is a laughing fool! 
As if man were created to no uſe 
But only to ſhew his teeth. 


46 — [ke your melancholy hare c 
Feed after midnigbt.] Dr. — obſerves (Note to F Part of 
| _ Henry IV. A. 1. S. 2.), that “a hare may be conſidered as melan- 
4 choly, becauſe ſhe is upon her form always ſolitary, and, according to 
4% the phyſic of the times, the fleſh of it was ſuppoſed to generate me- 
« lancholy.” 5 
In Paync/P; tranſlation of Regimen Sanitatis Salerni, 157 5, p. 22. it is 
ſaid, „The eyght thinge is hare fleſhe, whiche likewiſe engendreth me- 
* Iancholy bloudde, as Rafis ſayeth in the place afore alegate : this fleſhe 
« engendreth more melancholy than any other, as Galen ſaythe. 
&« of this Iſaac, in dietis univerſalibus, ſaythe, that hares fleſhe ſhoulde net 


« bee eaten as meate, but onely uſed in medicenes,” 6 
Haminto. 
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. Flamineo, 

III tell thee what, 
It would do well inſtead of looking- glaſſes, 
To ſet one's face each morning by a ſaucer 


Of a witch's congeal'd blood. 


Lodovico, 
Precious rogue! 
We'll never part. 
Flamineo. 
Never, till the beggary of courtiers, 


The diſcontent of churchmen, want of ſoldiers, 
And all the creatures that hang manacl'd, 

Worſe than ſtrappado'd, on the loweſt felly 

Of fortune's wheel, be taught, in our two lives, 
To ſcorn that world which life of means deprives, 


Enter Antonelli. 

| Antonelli. Js 

My lord, I brin _”= news. The on's death- 

At the earneſt fait © the great duke of — * 

Hath ſign'd your pardon, and reſtor'd unto you 
Lodovico. | 

I thank you for your news. Look up again, 

Flamineo, tee my pardon. | 

Flamineo, | 


Why do you laugh ? ; 
There was no ſuch condition in our covenant, 
Lodovico, 
Why? 


Hlami neo. 

You ſhall not ſeem a happier man than I, 
You know our vow, fir, if you will be merry, 
Do it i'th' like poſture, as if ſome great man 
Sate while his enemy were executed; 

Tho' it be very leachery unto thee, 
Do't with a crabbed politician's face. 
Lodovico. 

Vour ſiſter is a damnable whore. 


9. 
Ha? 


- - 


17 | 
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Lodovico. | 


Look you, I ſpake that laughing, 
Flamineo, 


Doſt ever think to ſpeak again? 
Zodovico. 


Do you hear? 
Will'ſt fell me forty ounces of her blood, 


To water a mandrake ! 5 


. Flamineo. 
Poor lord, yqu did vow 
To live a louſy creature, | | 
= Lodovico, 25 
Ves. . i gy 
3 Flamineo. 
Like one 
That had for ever forfeited the day-light, 
By being in debt. 
E | 
Ha, ha! | 
Flami neo. 


I do not greatly wonder you do break, ; 
Your —— learn'd it lon ſince. But [ll tell you. 


dovicos 
What? 
Flamineo, 
And't ſhall ſtick by you, 
| — Lodovico. 
J long for it. i 
Flamineo. 
This laughter ſcurvily becomes yeur face: 
If you will not be melancholy; be angry. [Strikes him, 
See now I _ too. 
Marcello. 
You are to blame, Ill force you hence. 
Lodovico, * 
Unband me. IErxeunt Marcello and Flamineo. 
That e'er I ſhould be fore d to right myſelf, 
Upon a pander ! 
Antonelli, 


My lord. 


9 
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| Lodovico, 
He had as good met with his fiſt a thundetbolt, 
| Gq/pars, 
How this ſhews ! 
"  Lotovice, 


Uds'death ! how did my ſword miſs him? 
Theſe rogues that are moſt weary of their lives | a | 
Still *ſcape the greateſt dangers. 

A pox upon him! all his reputation, 

Nay, all the goodneſs of his family, 

Is not worth half this earthquake; 

Tlearn'd it of no fencer to ſhake thus; 

Come, I'll forget him, and go drink ſome wine, [ Exeunt.. 


Enter Franciſco au“ Monticello. 


Monticelſo. 

Come, come, my lord, ' untie your folded thoughts, 
And let them dangle looſe, as a bride's hair. N 
Your ſiſter's poiſoned, . 

Franciſco de Medicis, 

Far be it from my thoughts POE 

To ſeek revenge. 


| Monticelſo. 
What, are you turn'd all marble? 
| Franciſco de Medicis. 
Shall I defy him, and impoſe a war 
Moſt burthenſome on my poor ſubjectsꝰ necks, 
Which at my will I have not power to end? 
You know, for all the murders, rapes, and-thefts, 
Committed in the horrid luſt of war, 
He that unjuſtly caus'd it firſt proceed, | 
Shall find it-in his grave, and In his ſeed, 4 | 


47 — wntie your folded thoughts, ' 
And let them dang le looſe like a bride's hair.) Brides formerly walked 
to church with their hair hangirg looſe behind. Anne Bullen's was | 
thus diſhevelled when the went to tlie altar wth King Henry the Eighth, 
Tate has inſerted theſe lines in his Crue! Huſband, I was led to them V 
by a quotation of Fielding's in his Notes on Tem Thumb. 8. 0 19 


vol. VI. 7 Monticelo, 
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| Monticelſo. 
That's not the courſe I'd with you; pray obſerve me. 
We ſee that undermining more prevails 
Than doth the cannon. Bear your wrongs conceal'd, 
And, patient as the tortoiſe, let this camel 
Stalk o'er your back unbruis'd : ſleep with the lio 
And let this brood of ſecure fooliſh mice - - 
| Play with your noſtrils, till the time be ripe 
For th' bloody audit, and the fatal gripe : 
Aim like a cunning fowler, cloſe one eye, 
That you the better may your game eſpy. 
| Franciſco de Medicis, 
Free me, my innocence, from treacherous acts! 
I know there's thunder yonder : and I'll ſtand, 
Like a fate valley, which low bends the knee 
To ſome aſpiring mountain: ſince I know 
"Treaſon, like ſpiders, weaving nets for flies, 
By her foul work is found, and in it dies. 
To paſs away theſe thoughts, my honour'd lord, 
It 1s reported you poſleſs a book, 
Wherein you have ** quoted, by intelligence, 
The names of all notorious offenders 
Lurking about the city. 
. Monticelſo. 


Sir, I do; | 
And ſome there are which call it my black-book : 
Well may the title hold; for tho' it teach not 
The art of conjuring, yet in it lurk 
The names of many devils. 


| Franciſco de Medicis. 
Pray let's fee it. 
Montic elſe, 
I'll fetch it to your lordſhip. . [Exit Monticello, 


43 quoted] i. e. noted. So, in Ben Jonſon's Fox, A. 2. S. 1. 
« — to obſerve : 
4 To quote, to learn the language, and ſo forth.“ 
A. 4. 8. 1. 
LT Sir, I do ſlip 
No action of my life thus, but I guete it.” 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on Hamlet, A. 2. 8. 1. 


Franciſco 
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Franciſco de Medicis. 
Monticelſo, 
I will not truſt thee, but in all my plots 
Til reſt as jealous as a town beſieg d. | 
Thou canſt not reach what I intend to act, 
Your flax, ſoon kindles, ſoon is out again : 
But gold flow heats, and long will hot remain. 


Enter Monticelſo, preſents Franciſco de Medicis with a book. 


Monticelſo. 
Tis here, my lord. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


Firſt, your intelligencers, pray let's ſee ; 

Their number riſes ſtrangely. 
Monticelſo., 

And ſome of them | 
You'd take for honeſt men. The next are panders ; 
Theſe are your pirates; and theſe following leaves, 
For baſe rogues, “ that undo young gentlemen, 
By taking up commodities ; tor politick bankrupts ; 
For fellows that are bawds to their own wives; 


Only 

49 — that undo young gentlemen, 

By taking up commodities ;] It was the practice of uſurers formerly, 
and has been continued by their ſucceſſors even to the preſent times, to 
defraud the neceſſitous who borrow money by furniſhing them with goods 
and wares, to be converted into caſh at a great loſs to the borrower. 
This was done to avoid the penal Statutes againſt Uſury. It was 
called taking up commodities, and is often noticed in our ancient writers. 
See ſeveral inſtances in the Notes of Mr. Steevens and Dr. Farmer tv 
Meaſure for Meaſure, A. 4. S. 4. 

Again, Wilſon's Diſcourſe upon Uſury, 1572, p. 99. © I have neede of 
« money, and deale wyth a broaker, hee aunſwereth me that hee cannot 
« helpe me with moneye, but yf I liſt to have wares I ſhall ſpeede. 
« Well! my neceflitte is great, he bryngeth mee b/orting paper, pak- 
&« threed, fuſtians, chamlets, hanks, bels, and hoodes, or I wote not what: 
I deſire hym to make ſale for mine advantage, aſkyng what he thinketh 
will be my loſſe, he aunſwereth not paſt twelve pounde in the hundred. 
When I come to receive, I do finde that I loſe more than twentye in 
© the hundred.“ 

Dekkar's Seaven deadly Sinnes of Lendon, 1606, p. 35.—* theſe are 
* Uſurers, who for a little money and a greate deale of traſh (as fire- 
% ſhovels, browne paper, motley cloake bags, &c.) bring yong Novices 

U3 2 inte 
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Only to put off horſes, and flight jewels, 
Clocks, defac'd plate, and ſuch commodities, 
At birth of their firſt children. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Are there fuch ? x 
Monticel/o, 


Theſe are for impudent bawds, 
That go in men's apparel; for uſurers 
That ſhare with ſcriveners for their good reportage; 
For lawyers that will antedate their deeds ; 
And ſome divines you might find folded there, 
But that I ſlip them o'er for conſcience fake, 
Here is a general catalogue of knaves : 
A man might ſtudy all the priſons o'er, 
Yet never attain this knowledge, 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Murderers ? 
Fold down the leaf, I pray ; 
Good, my lord, let me borrow this ſtrange doctrine. 


Mcnticelſo. 
Pray uſe't, my lord. 
| Franciſco de Medicis. 
I do aſſure your lordſhip, 
You are a worthy member of the ſtate, 
And have done infinite good in your diſcovery 
Of theſe offeaders, | | | 
| Monticelſo. 


Somewhat, firs 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


O God! 
59 Better than tribute of wolves paid in England; 
*Twill hang their ſkins o'the hedge. 


Monticeſſo. 


& into a Foole's Paradice till they have ſealed the morgage of their 
landes, and then like pedlers goe they (or ſome familiar ſpirit for 
« them raizde by the Uſurer) up and downe to cry Commodities which 
« ſcarce yeeld the third part of the ſum for which they tate them up.” 

50 Better than tribute, &c.] This tribute was impoſed on the Welſh 
by King Edgar, in order that the nation might be freed from theſe 
ravenous and deſtructive beaſts. Drayton, in Poly-o/bion, Song gth, ſays : 

Thrice famous Saxon King, on whom time ne'er thall prey, 


« O Edgar ! who compeldſt our Ludwal hence to pay 


C .o ˙ CS ae; 


| 
\ 
ö 
5 
f 
4 
. 


C r RS ona Toles , k 


„ eo ths „ 


SLE oak .. 


J muſt make bold 4 

To leave your lordſhip. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 

Dear, fir, I thank you, 
If any aſk for me at court, report | 
You have left me in the company of knaves. [Zxit Monticelſo. 
I gather now by this, ſome cunning fellow 
That's my lord officer, one that lately ſkipp'd 
From a clerk's deſk up to a juſtice's chair, 
Hath made this knaviſh ſummons, and intends, 
As the Iriſh rebels were wont to ſell heads, 
So to make prize of theſe, And thus it happens : 
Your poor rogues pay for't which have not means 
To preſent bribes in fiſt; the reſt o'the band 
Are raz'd out of the knaves record; or elſe 
My lord he winks at them with eaſy will, 
His man grows rich, the knaves are the knaves ſtill. 
But to the uſe I'll make of it; it ſhall ſerve 
To point me out a liſt of murderers, 
Agents for any villainy. Did I want 
Ten 5* leaſh of courtezans, it would furniſh me; 
Nay laundreſs three armies. That in ſo little paper 
Should lie the undoing of ſo many men! 
Tis not ſo big as twenty declarations. 
See the corrupted uſe ſome make of books: 
Divinity, wreſted by ſome factious blood, 
Draws twords, ſwells battles, and o'erthrows all good: 
To faſhion my revenge more ſeriouſly, 
Let me remember my dead ſiſter's face: 
Call for her picture ? no, Ill cloſe mine eyes, 
And in a melancholy thought I'll frame 


Enter Ifabella's ghoſt. 


Her figure fore me. Now I have it—how ſtrong 
Imagination works ! how ſhe can frame 


Three hundred wolves a year for tribute unto thee : 
And for that tribute paid, as famous may'ſt thou be, 
O conquer'd Britiſh king, by whom was firſt deſtroy'd 
The multitude of wolves, that long this land annoy' d.“ 


51 Ten leaſh] Ten laſh is ten times three. 8. . 
U 3 Things 
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Things which are not! methinks ſhe ſtands afore me, 
And by the quick idea of my mind, 

Were my ſkill pregnant, I could draw her picture. 
Thought, as a ſubtle juggler, makes us deem 
Things ſupernatural, which yet have cauſe, 
Common as ſickneſs. Tis my melancholy, 

How cam'ſt thou by thy death ?—how idle am I 

To queſtion my own idleneſs did ever 

Man dream awake till now remove this object: 
Out of my brain with't: what have I to do 

With tombs, or death-beds, funerals, or tears, 

That have to mediate upon revenge ? 

So, now *tis ended, like an old wife's ſtory : 
Stateſmen think often they ſee ſtranger ſights 

Than madmen. Come, to this weighty buſineſs : 
My tragedy muſt have ſome idle mirth in't. 

Elſe it will never paſs. I am in love, 

In love with Corombona; and my ſuit 

Thus halts to her in verſe.— 

I have done it rarely: O the fate of princes ! N 
J am fo uled to frequent flattery, __ [Hewrits 
That, being alone, I now flatter myſelf! 

But it will ſerve.— Tis ſeal'd ; bear this 


* 


Enter Servant, 


To the houſe of converts, and watch your leiſure 

To give it to the hands af Corombona, 

Or to the matron, when ſome followers 

Of Brachiano may be by. Away. [Exit Servant. 
He that deals all by ſtrength, his wit is ſhallow : 

When a man's head goes thro', each limb will follow. 

The engine for my buſineſs, bold count Lodowick ; 

*Tis gold muſt ſuch an inſtrument procure, 

With empty fiſt no men do falcons lure, 

Brachiano, I am now fit for thy encounter: 

Like the wild Iriſh, VII ne'er think thee dead 

Till I can play at football with thy head. 

52 Fleetere ſi nequeo ſuperos, Acheronta movebo. [ Exit Monticello, 


52 Flectere, &c.] A line from Virgil. 
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r 
Enter the Matron, and Flamineo. 
Matron. 


8 HO U Lb it be known the duke hath ſuch recourſe 
To your impriſon'd ſiſter, I were like 
To incur much damage 3 it. 

lamineo. 


Not a ſcruple. | 
The Pope lies on his death-bed, and their heads 
Are troubled now with other buſineſs 

Than guarding of a lady, 


Enter Servant, 


Serwant. 
Vonder's Flamineo in conference 

With the matron. Let me ſpeak with you; 
I would entreat you to deliver for me 

This letter to the fair Vittoria, 


Matron, 
J ſhall, fir, 

Servant, 7 
With all care and ſecreſy; 


Hereafter you ſhall know me, and receive - | 
Thanks for this courteſy. [Exit, 


Flamineo, 
How now ? what's that? 
Matrox, 
A letter, 
F. lamines. 


To my fiſter ? I'll ſee it deliver d. 


Enter Brachiano. 
Brachiano, 


What's that you read, Flamineo ? 
F. lamineo. 
Look, 


U 4 Br achiano, 


| 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
i 


Should know what fowl is coffin'd in a bak'd meat 


A halter on his ſtrange equivocation! 
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Brachiano. | 
Ha! To the moſt unfortunate, his beſt reſpected Vittoria, 
Who was the meflenger ? 


2 Haminto. 
I know not. 
Brachtiano, 
No! who ſent it? 
| Flamines. 


Uds'foot ! you ſpeak, as if a man 


Afore you cut it up. 
Bracbiano. | 
I'll open't, were't her heart. What's here ſubſcrib'd! 
Florence ! 
This juggling 1s groſs and palpable. 
I have found out the conveyanee. Read it, read it. 
Flamineo. 
Yorr tears Dll turn to triumph, be but miue: 
Your prop is fallin: I pity, that a vine, 
Which princes Pls. — have long d to gather, 
Wanting ſupporters, now ſhou'd fade and wither. 
Wine, !'faith my lord, with lees would ſerve his turn, 
Your fad impriſonment I'll ſoon uncharm, 
And with a princely uncontrolled arm 
Lead you to Florence, where my love and care 
Shall hang your wiſhes in my ſilver hair, 


Nor for my years return me the fad willow, 
Mo prefer bloſſoms before fruit that's mellow? 
Rotten, on my knowledge, with lying too long 1'th? bed-ſtraw, 
And all the lines of age this line convinces : 
The gods newer æuaæ old, no more do princes. 
A pox on't, tear it; let's have no atheiſts, for God's ſake. 
Brachiano. 
Uds'death. T'll cut her into atoms! 
And let the irregular north- wind ſweep her up, 
And blo her into his noſtrils: where's this whore ? 
What ? who do,you call her ? 
| B achiano, 
Oh, I could be mad; 
Prevent 
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$3 Prevent the curs'd diſeaſe ſhe']l bring me to, 
And tear my hair off, Where's this changeable ſtuff? 
Flamineo. 
O'er head and ears in water, I aſſure you, 
She is not for your wearing. 


, Brachiano. 
ou pander ! 
it 108 Flamineo, 
What me, my lord? am I your dog? 
ÞBrachiano. 
A bluod-hound : do you brave, do you ſtand, me? 
Flamineo. 


Stand you! let thoſe that have diſeaſes, run; 
I need no plailter, 


Would you be kick d? 


Brachiano, 


Flamineo. 
Would you have your neck broke ? 
I tell you duke,“ I am not in Ruſſia; 


My ſhins mult be kept whole. 
Brachtiangs 


$3 Prevent the curs'd diſeaſe ſhe'll bring me to, 

Ard tear my hair off.] Meaning the Lues Venerea, which makes 
the hair come off, and gave occaſion, as commonly is thought, for the 
modern uſe of the peruke. . 

54 — 1 am not in Ruſſia; 

My hint muſt be kept whole.) It appears from Giles Pletcher's 
Ruſſe Commonwealth, 1 591, p. 51- that, on determining an action of debt 
in that country, “ the partie convicted is delivered to the Serjeant, who 
« hath a writte for his warrant out of the Office, to carry him to the 
« Praveuſh, or Righter of Juſtice, if preſently hee pay not the mon ie, 
« or content not the partie. This Praveuſh, or Righter, is a place neare 
« to the office: where ſuch as have ſentence paſſed againſt them, and re- 
« fuſe to pay that which is adjudged, are beaten with great cudyels on 
the ſhinnes, and calves of their legges. Every forenoone from eight to 
« eleven they are ſet on the Praveuſh, and beate in this fort till the monie 
* be payd. The afternoone and night time they are kepte in chaines 
« by the Serjeant: except they put in ſufficient ſuerties for their ap- 
pearance at the Praveuſh at the hower appointed. You ſhall ſee fortie 
« or fiftie ſtand together on the Praveuſb all on a rowe, and their /hinne; | 
* thvs hecudgelled and bebaſted every morning with a piteous crie. If 
v after a yeare's ſtanding on the Praveuſh, the partie will not, or lacke 
© wherewithall to ſatisfie his creditour, it is lawfull for him to ſell his 


* wife and children, eyther outright, or for a certaine terme of yeares. 
« And 


364 THE WHITE DEVIL: OR, 


Brachiano, 


Flamineo, 
O my lord! methodically. 
As in this world there are . of evils; 
So in this, world there are degrees of devils. 
You're a great duke, I your poor ſecretary. 
I do look now for?; a Spaniſh fig, or an Italian ſallet, daily. 
Brachians, 
Pander, ply your convoy, and leave your prating. 
mints. 

All your kindneſs to me is like that miſerable courteſy of 
Polyphemus to Ulyſſes : * reſerve me to be devour d laſt; 
you would dig turts out of my grave to feed your larks; that 
would be muſick to you. Come, I'll lead you to her. 
Brachiano. | 


Do you know me ? 


Do you face me ? 
Flamineo. 


O, fir, I would not go before a politick enemy with my back 
towards him, tho' there were behind me a whirlpool, 


Enter Vittoria Corombona, 


Brachiano. 

Can you read, miſtreſs ? look upon that letter : \ 
There are no characters, nor hieroglyphicks. 
You need no comment, I am grown your receiver, 
God's precious! you ſhall be a brave great lady, 
A ſtately and advanced whore, 

Vittoria Corombona. 
Say, fir? 


Br achiano. 
Come, come, let's ſee your cabinet, diſcover 
Your treaſury of love- letters. Death and furies ! 
Vl fee them all. 


« And if the price of them doo not amount to the full payment, the cre- 
« tour may take them to bee his bondſlaves, for yeares or for ever, ac- 
« cording as the value of the debt requireth.“ 

55 a Spanſhfig] Referring to the cuſtom of giving poiſon'd figs to 
thoſe who were the objects either of the Spaniſh or Italian revenge. See 


Mr. Steevens's Note on Xing Henry V. A. 3. S. 6. a 
. Vittoria 


Vittoria Corombona. 
Sir, upon my ſoul, | 
T have not any. Whence was this directed? 
Brachiano, 


Confuſion on your politick ignorance ! 
56 You are reclaim'd, are you? I'll give you the bells, 
And let you fly to the devil, 
Flamineo, 
Ware hawk, my lord ! 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Florence ! this is ſome treacherous plot, my lord ; 
To me he ne'er was lovely I proteſt, 
So much as in my ſleep. 
Brachiano. 
Right! they are plots. 
Vour beauty! O ten thouſand curſes on't! 
57 How long have I heheld the devil in cryſtal ? 
Thou haſt led me, hike an heathen facrifice, 
With muſick, and with fatal yokes of flowers, 
To my eternal ruin. Woman to man 
Is either a god, or a wolf. | 
Vittoria Corombona. 
My lord. 


Away! 
We'll be as differing as two adamants, 
The one ſhall ſhun the other. What! doſt weep? 
Procure but ten of thy diſſembling trade, 
We'll furniſh all the Iriſh funerals 
With howling, paſt wild Iriſh. 
Flaminco. 


Brachiano, 


Fie, my lord! 


56 You are reclaim'd, are you? I'll give you the bells, 
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And let you fly to the devil. uding to the practice of fixing bells 


to the legs of hawks. 


57 How long have I beheld the devil in cryſtal ?J The Beril, which is 
a kind of cryſtal, hath a weak tincture of red in it. Among other 
tricks of aſtrologers, the diſcovery of paſt or future events was ſuppoſed to 
be the conſequence of loking into it. See Aubrey: Miſcellanies, p. 165. 


edit. 1721, 


Brachiano, 
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Brachiano. | | 
That hand, that curſed hand! which I have wearied 
With doating kiſſes ! O my ſweeteſt ducheſs ! 
How lovely art thou now! thy looſe thoughts 
Scatter like quickfilver: I was bewitch'd ; 
For all the world ſpeaks ill of thee. 
NDitioria Corombona. 
No matter, 
Tl live fo now, I'll make that world recant, 
And change her ſpeeches. Vou did name your ducheſs. 
| Brachiano, 
Whoſe death God pardon ! 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Whoſe death God revenge 
On thee, moſt godleſs duke! 
Flamineo, 
Now for the whirlwinds. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
What have I gain'd by thee, but infamy ? 
Thou haſt ſtain'd the ſpotleſs honour of my houſe, 
And frighted thence noble ſociety : 
Like thoſe, which, ſick o'the pally, and retain 
Ill-ſcenting foxes *bout them, are ſtill ſhunn'd 
By thoſe of choicer noſtrils. What do you call this houſe ? 
Is this your palace? did not the judge ſtile it 
A houſe of penitent whores ? who ſent me to it ? 
Who hath the honour to advance Vittoria 
To this incontinent college ? is't not you ? 
Is't not your high preferment? go, go brag 
How many ladies you have undone like me. 
Fare you well, fir; let me hear no more of you. 
I had a limb corrupted to an uleer, 
But I have cut it off; and now I'll go © 
Weeping to heaven on crutches, For your gifts, 
J will return them all; and I do wiſh 
That I could make you full executor 
To all my fins. O that I covld tofs myſelf 
Toto a grave as quickly: for all thou art worth 
Jil not ſhed one tear more I'll burſt firſt, 
[ She throws herſelf upon a bed, 


B 7 achiano. 
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5 . Br. achiano, 
I have drunk Lethe: TX: 
Vittoria ! my deareſt happineſs! Vittoria! 
What do you ail, my love? why do you weep ? 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Ves, I now weep ponyards, do you ſee ? 
| Brachiano. 
Are not thoſe matchleſs eyes mine ? 
| Vittoria Coroniboua. 
I had rather 
They were not matchleſs. 
Zrachiano. 
Is not this lip mine? 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Yes; thus to bite it off, rather than give it thee, 
Flamineo. 
Turn to my lord, good ſiſter. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Hence, you pander ! 
f Flam ineo. 


Pander! am I the author of your fin ? 
Vittoria Corombona. 
Ves: he's a baſe thief that a thief lets in. 
Flamineo. 
We're blown up, my lord, 
Brachiano. 
Wilt thou hear me? 
Once to be jealous of thee, is t'expreſs 
That I will love thee everlaſtingly, 
And never more be jealous, 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O thou fool, 


Whoſe greatneſs hath by much o'ergrown thy wit ! 


What dar'ſt thou do, that I not dare to ſuffer, 
Excepting to be ſtill thy whore ? for that, 
In the ſea's bottom ſooner thou ſhalt make 
A bonfire. 
Flamineo, 


O, no oaths, for God's ſake ! 
6 


Brachiano, 
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Brachiano. 


Will you hear me? bs 
Vittoria Corombona. . 


N ever. 
Flamineo. 


What a damn'd impoſthume is a woman's will! 
Can nothing break it ? fie, fie, my lord, 
Women are caught as you take tortoiſes, 
She muſt be turn'd on her back. Siſter, by this hand 

I am on your fide, Come, come, you have wrong'd her. 
What a ſtrange credulous man were you, my lord, 
To think the duke of Florence would love her ? 
Will any mercer take another's ware 
When once *tis tows'd and ſullied ? and yet, ſiſter, 
How ſcurvily this frowardneſs becomes you! 
Young leverets ſtand not long, and women's anger 
Should, like their flight, procure a little ſport: 
A full cry for a quarter of an hour, | 
And then be put to the dead ſquat. 
Bracbiano. 
Shall theſe eyes, 

Which have ſo long time dwelt upon your face, 


Be now put out? 
Hlami neo. 


No cruel landlady ithe world, 
Which lends forth groats to broom- men, and takes uſe 
For them, would dot. 
Hand her, my lord, and kiſs her: be not like 
A ferret, to let go your hold with blowing. 
| Br achiano. 


Let us renew right hands. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Hence! 
Brachiano. 
Never ſhall rage, or the forgetful wine, 
Make me commit like fault. 
BY”. Flamineo. 
Now you are !th' way on't, follow it hard. 
| Brachiano, 


Be thou at peace with me ; let all the world 


Threaten the canon, | ; 
| g 1 minto. 
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Flamineo. 
Mark his penitence ; 
Beſt natures do commit the groſſeſt faults, 
When they're given o'er to jealouſy: as beſt wine, 
ing, makes ſtrongeſt vinegar. I'll tell you; 
The eu more rough and raging than calm rivers, 
But not ſo ſweet, nor wholeſome. A quiet woman 
Is like a ſtill water under London- bridge; 
A man may 5? ſhoot her ſafely. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
O ye diſſembling men ! 
Flaminto. 
We ſuck'd that, ſiſter, 
From women's breaſts, in our firſt infancy, 
Vittoria Corombona, 
To add miſery to miſery ! 
| Bracbiano. 
Sweeteſt, 
Vittoria Corombona. 

Am I not low enough? | 
Ay, ay, your good heart gathers like a ſnow-ball, 
Now your affection's cold. | 

Flamineo. 

Ud's foot, it ſhall melt 
To a heart again, or all the wine in Rome 
Shall run o'th' lees for't. 

Vittoria Corombona. 

Your dog or hawk ſhould be rewarded better 
Than I have been: I'll ſpeak not one word more. 
Flamines, 

Stop her mouth | 
With a ſweet kiſs, my lord. 
So, now the tide's turn'd, the veſſel's come about. 
He's a ſweet armful. O we curl'd-hair'd men 
Are ſtill moſt kind to women. This is well. 
Brachiano, 
That you ſhould chide thus ! 


57 — flill water under London-bridge; 
A man * ſhout her ſafely.] 75 [hoot the Bridge was a term uſed by 
watermen, to ſignify going through London- bridge at the turning of the 
tide, The veſſel then went with great velocity, and from thence it pro- 

bably was called ſhooting. 
Flamineo, 
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Flamineo, 
O, fir, your little chimnies | 
Do ever caſt moſt ſinoke. I ſweat for you. 
Couple together with as deep a ſilence, 
As did the Grecians in their wooden horſe, 
My lord, ſupply your promiſes with deeds: 
You know that painted meat no hunger feeds, 
Brac biano. 


Say, ungrateful Rome. 
Flaminco, 


Rome! it deſerves to be call'd Barbary, for our villainous 
uſage. 
1 

Soft; the ſame project which the duke of Florence, 
(W hether in love or gullery I know not) 


Laid down tor her eſcape, will I purſue. 
Flamineo, 


And no time fitter than this night, my lord : 
The pope being dead ; and all the cardinals enter'd 
The conclave, tor th' electing a new pope ; 
The city in a great confuſion; ; 
We may attire her in a page's ſuit, 
Lay her poſt - horſes, take ſhipping, and amain 
For Padua. 


Brachiano. 
Tl 6 ſteal forth the prince Giovanni, 
And make tor Padua. You two with your old mother, 
And young Marcello that attends on Florence, 
If you can work him to it, follow me; 
I wilt advance you all : tor you, Vittoria, 


Think of a dutcheſs title. 
> Flamineo. 
Lo' you, ſiſter, 


Stay, my lord; I'll tell you a tale. 5 The crocodile, which 
lives in the river Nilus, hath a worm breeds i'th' teeth of'r, 
which puts it to extream auguith : a little bird, no bigger than 
a wren, is barber- ſurgeon to this crocodile; flies into che Jaws 


SB The crecedile, which lives, &c.) See C. Plinii Secundi . 
Hiſtoriz, lib. viii. chap. 25. 10 
Olly 
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„picks out the worm, and brings preſent remedy, The 
era but ungrateful to her that did it, that 
bird may not talk largely of her abroad for non-payment, 
cloſeth her chaps, intending to ſwallow her, and fo put her to 
perpetual ſilence. But nature, loathing ſuch ingratitude, hath 
arm'd this bird with a quill or prick on the head top, which 
wounds the crocodile i'th* mouth, forceth her to open her 
bloody priſon, and away flies the pretty tooth-picker from her 
cruel patient. | 


Brachiano. 
Your application is ; I have not rewarded 
The ſervice you have done me, a 
Flamineo. 
No, my lord. 


You ſiſter are the crocodile : you are blemiſh'd in your fame, 
my lord cures it. And though the compariſon hold not in 
every particle; yet obſerve, remember, what good the bird 
with the prick i thꝰ head hath done you; and ſcorn ingratitude. 
It may appear to ſome ridiculous 

Thus to talk knave and madman ; and ſometimes 

Come in with a dry'd ſentence, ſtuft with ſage. 

But this allows my varying of ſhapes, 

Knaves do grow great by being great men's apes. [Exeunt, 


Enter Franciſco de Medicis, Lodovico, Gaſ; and 
Embaſſadors. 9 8 0 


Fr. anciſeo de Medicis. 
So, my lord, I commend your diligence. 
Guard well the conclave ; and, as the arder is, 
Let none have conference with the cardinals, 
Lodovice, 
I ſhall, my lord: room for the embaſſadors. 
Gaſparo. | 
They're wondrous 5? brave to-day : why do they wear 
Theſe ſeveral habits ? 
L odovice. 


O, fir, they're knights 
Of ſeveral — K 


59 brave] fine. See Note 27 to The Second Part of the Hanes Whore, 


vol. III. p. 88 
V OL. I, X That 


if 
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© 60 That lord th? black cloak, with the ſilver croſs, 
Is knight of Rhodes; the next, knight of S. Michael; 
62 That, of the golden fleece ; the Frenchman there, 
63 Knight of the Holy Ghoſt ;. my lord of Savoy 
Knight of th' annunciation; the Engliſhman 
65 Is knight of th* honoured garter, dedicated 
Unto their ſaint, 8. George. I could deſcribe to you 
Their ſeveral inſtitutions, with the laws 
Annexed to their orders ; but that time 
Permits not ſuch diſcovery. 
. Franciſco de Medicis. 
Where's count Lodowick ? | 


Ladovico. 
Here, my lord. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
"Tis o'th' point of dinner time; 
Marſhal, the cardinal's ſervice. 


Lodovico. 
Sir, I ſhall. 


Enter Servants, with ſeveral diſhes coverea, 


Stand, let me ſearch your diſh, who's this for ? 
Servant. 
For my lord cardinal Monticelſo. 


69 That lord 7th black chak, with the filver eroſs, 

1; knight of Rhodes ;] A Knight of Rhodes was formerly called 

A Knigfkt of St. John Jeruſalem, and now A Knight of Malta. The 

Order waz inſtituted ſome time before the conqueſt of Jeruſalem by the 

Chriſtiaus in 1099. Segar ſays, that © a governor, called Gerardus, com- 

« manded that he and all others of that houſe ſhould wear a white cr 

46 2 a blacke garment, which was the originall of the Order, and ever 
« fince hath been uſed.” Honor Military and Civill, fol. 1602, p. 97. 

61 knight of St, Michael] This Order was erected in 1469, by Lewis XI. 

King of France. See Segar on Honor, p. 83. 

62 That, of the golden bare Inſtituted by Philip the Good, Duke of 
Burgundy and Earl of Flanders, in 1429. See Segar, p. 79. 

63 Xnjghtof the Holy Ghoſt] Inftituted by Henry 111. King of France 
and Poland, in the year 1579. See Segar, p. 87. 

64 Knight of the Amnunciation] An Order begun by Amedes Count 
of Savoy, ſurnamed Il Verde, in memory of Amedes the firſt Earl, who, 
having valorouſly defended the Ifle of Rhodes, did win thoſe arms now 
borne by the Dukes of Savoy. See Segar, p. $5. | | 

65 Knight of the honoured Garter] Founded by King Edward III. 

hs” .  Logoyich 
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Lodovicos | 
Whoſe this ? 
Servant. 


For my lord cardinal of Bourbon. 

Why doth he ſearch the diſhes ? to obſerve 
What meat is dreſt ? 

Engliſh Embaſſadur. 

No, fir, but to prevent 
Leſt any letters ſhould be conveyed in, 
To bribe or to ſolicit the advancement - 
Of any cardinal, When firſt they enter 
Tis lawful for the embaſſadots of princes 
To enter with them, and to make their ſuit 
For any man their prince affecteth beſt ; 
But after, till a general election, 
No man may ſpeak with them. 

Lodovico. 

You that attend on the lord cardinals, 

Open the window, and receive their viands. 
A. Cardinal, 

You muſt return the ſervice; the lord cardinals 
Are buſied bout electing of the pope, 
They have given o'er ſcrutiny, and are fallen 
To admiration. | 


4c. 
[4 cardinal on the terras, 
F ranciſco de Medicis - 
I'll lay a thouſand ducats you hear news 
Of a pope preſently, Hark; ſurely he's elected: 
Behold ! my lord of Arragon appears 
On the church battlements, 
Arragon. 
12 _ — 7 : Rewerendiſſimus cardinal:s 
renxo onticelſo electus eft in ſedem apoflolicam, et elegit fibi 
nomen Paulum Quartum. ae CR _ 
Omnes. 


Fivat ſanfus pater Paulus Quartus ! 
g g Se want. 
Vittoria, my lord 
X 2 Franciſco. 


Away, away. 
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| Franciſco de Medicis, 


Well: what of her? 
Is fled the city. 


Ha? | 
| Servant. 
With the duke Brachiano. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Fled ! where's the priace Giovanni ? 


Gone with his father, 
| Franciſco de Medicts, 

Let the matrona of the convertites 
Be apprehended: fled ? O damnable ! 
How fortunate are my wiſhes ! Why, *twas this 
I only laboured, I did ſend the letter | 
T' inſtruct him what to do. Thy fame, fond duke, 
I firſt have poĩſon d; directed thee the way 
To marry a whore ; what can be worſe ? this follows, 
The hand muſt act to drown the paſſionate tongue, 
I ſcorn to wear a ſword, and prate of wrong. 


Servant. — 
Franciſco de Medicis, 


Enter Monticelſo i fate. 


Monticelſo. 

Concedimus vobis apſtolicam benedictionem, et remiſſionem pee 
catorum. _ 

My lord reports Vittoria Corombona 

Is ſtol'n from forth the houſe of convertites 

By Brachiano, and they're fled the city. 

Now, though this be the firſt day of our ſtate, 

We cannot better pleaſe the divine power, 

Than to ſequeſter from the holy charch 

Theſe curſed perſons. Make it therefore known, 

We do denounce excommunication 

Againſt them both: all that are theirs in Rome 
We likewiſe baniſh. Set on. [ Exeuui. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


* 


Come, dear Lodovico. 
2 | You 
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You have ta'en the ſacrament to proſecute 
Th' intended murther. 
| Lodovico. 


With all conſtancy. 
But, fir, I wonder you'll ingage yourſelf 
In perſon, being a great prince. 
8 S Franciſco de Medicis. 
Divert me not, 
Moſt of his court are of my faction, 
And ſome are of my council, Noble friend, 
Our danger ſhall be like in this deſign. | 
Give leave, part of the glory may be mine. [Zxit Franciſco, 


Enter Monticelſo. 
Monticelſo. 
hy did the duke of Florence with ſuch care 
Labour your pardon? ſay. * 
| * Lodovico, 
Italian beggars will reſolve you that, 
Who, begging of an alms, bid thoſe they beg of, 
Do good tor their own ſakes ; or't may be, 
He ſpreads his bounty with a ſowing hand : 
Like kings, who many times give out of meaſure ; 
Not for deſert ſo much, as for their pleaſure. 
Monticego. 
I know you're cunning, Come, what devil is that 
That you are raiſing ? 
Lodovico. 


Devil! my lord? | 
Monticelſo, 


I aſk you, | 
How doth the duke employ you, that his bonnet 
Fell with ſuch compliment upoa his knee, 
When he departed from you ? 


Why, my lord, 
He told me of a reſty Barbary horſe 

Which he would fain have brought to the career, 
The 'fault, and the rin galliard. Now, my lord, 
| have a rare French rider. 


ico. 


X 3 Montice s. 
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| Monticelſo. 
Take you heed, 
Leſt the jade break your neck. Do you put me off 
With your wild horſe-tricks ?—Sirrah, you do lie. 
O, thou rt a foul black cloud, and thou do'ſt threat 


A violent ſtorm. 
Storms are !'th*air, my lord; 
I am too low to ſtorm, 
'' Monticelþ, 
Wretched creature ! 


T know that thou art faſhion'd for all ill, 
Like dogs, that once get blood, they'll ever kill, 
About ſome murther ? was't not ? | 


Lodovico, 
T'll not tell you: 
And yet I care not greatly if I do; 
Marry with this preparation, Holy father, 
I come not to you as an intelligencer, _ 
But as a penitent ſinner. What I utter 
Is in confeſſion merely; which you know 


Muſt never be reveal'd. 
Monticelſo. 
You have o'erta'en me. 
Lodbuico. 
Sir, I did love Brachiano's ducheſs dearly; 
Or rather I purſued her:with hot luſt, 
Though ſhe ne'er knew on't. She was poiſon'd ; 


Upon my ſoul ſhe was: for which I have ſworn 
Tavenge her murther, 


Monticelſe, 

To the duke of Florence? 
Lodovico, 

To him I have, | 8 
| Monticelſo. 


Miſerable creature! 
If thou perſiſt in this, tis damnable. 
Do'ſt thou imagine, thou canſt flide on blood 
And not be tainted with a ſhameful fall? 


7 | Or, 
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Or, like the black and melancholic yew-tree, 
Do'ſt think to root thyſelf in dead men's graves, 1 
And yet to proſper ? Inſtruction to thee 4 
Comes like ſweet ſhowers to over-harden'd ground: 

They wet, but pierce not And fol leave thee, 

With all the furies hanging bout thy neck, 

Till by thy penitence thou remove this evil, 
In conjuring from thy breaſt that cruel devil. : 
Lodovico. 

Tl give it o'er. He ſays tis damnable: [¶ Exit Monticelſo, 
- Beſides, I did expect his ſuffrage, | 
By reaſon of Camillo's death, 


Vater Servant and Franciſco de Medicis. 


Franciſco de Medicis, 
Do you know that count? 
Servant. 
Yes, my lord, 
Fr anciſco de Meedicis. 
Bear him theſe thouſand ducats to his lodging; 
Tell him the pope hath ſent them, Happily 


— 


That will confirm more than all the reſt. [ Exit. 
Servant. 
Sir, 
Lodovico. 


To me, fir ? 
Servant. 


His holineſs hath ſent you a thouſand crowns, 
And wills you, if you travel, to make him 
Your patron for intelligence. N 
Lodovico. 
His creature ever to be commanded. 
Why now 'tis come about, He rail'd r me; 
And yet theſe crowns were told out, and laid ready, 
Before he knew my voyage. O the art, 
The modeſt form of greatneſs ! that do fit, 
Like brides at wedding-dinners, with their looks turn'd 
From the leaſt wanton jeſt, their puling ſtomachs 
Sick of the modeſty, when their thoughts are looſes, 
1 „ Even 


14 
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ven acting of thoſe hot and luſtful ſports | 
Are to enſue about midnight! ſuch his cunning ! 
He ſounds my depth thus with a golden plummet ; 
I am doubly arm'd new. Now to th? act of blood: 
There's but three furies found in 22 hell; 
But in a great man's breaſt three thouſand dwell, 


. * vw. 


a CC 3 ; 


A paſſage over the ſtage of Brachiano, F lamipeo, Marcela 
Hortenſio, Corombona, Cornelia, Zanche, and others, 


Flamineo. 


N all the weary minutes of my life, | 
Day ne'er broke up till now. This marriage 
Canfirms me happy. 28) 


"Tis a good aſſurance. | 
Saw you not yet the Moor that's come to court? 

| Hlaminco. 

Ves, and conferr'd with him i'th* duke's cloſet ; 
J have not ſeen a goodlier perſonage ; 
Nor ever talk'd with man better experienc'd 
In ſtate- affairs, or rudiments of war. 
He hath, by report, ſerv'd the Venetian 
In Candy theſe twice ſeven years, and been chief 
In many a bold deſigg. | 

f ortenſio. 


What are thoſe two 
That bear him company? | 
Two noblemen of Hungary, that, living in the emperor's 
ſervice as commanders, eight years fince, contrary to the ex- 
pectation of all the court, enter'd into religion, into the ſtrict 
order of Capuchins: but, being not well ſettled in their un- 
dertaking, they left their order, and return'd to court; for 
which, being after troubled in conſcience, they way their 
e ryice 


i 
- 
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ſervice againſt the enemies of Chriſt, went to Malta, were there 
knighted ; and in their return back, at this great ſolemnity, 
they are reſolved for ever to forſake the world, and ſettle them- 
ſelves here in a houſe of Capuchins in Padua. WY 
Hortenſio. | TR 


'Tis ſtrange. 


Flaminea. 
One thing makes it fo. They have vow'd for ever to wear, 
next their bare bodies, thoſe coats of mail they ſerved in. 


Hard penance! 
Is the Moor a Chriſtian ? 


Hlamzes, 
He is. 
Hortenſio. 
Why proffers he his ſervice to our duke? 
5 Flamineo. 


Becauſe he underſtands there's like to grow 
Some war between us and the duke of Florence, 
In which he hopes employment. 

1 never ſaw one in a - bold look 

Wear more command, nor in a lofty phraſe 
Expreſs more knowing, or more deep contempt 
Of our light airy courtiers. He talks 

As if he had travel'd all the princes courts 

Of Chriſtendom; in all things ſtrives r expreſs, 
That all, that ſhould diſpute with him, may know 
Glories, like glow-worms, afar off ſhine bright, 
But, look'd too near, have neither heat nor light, 
The duke, 


Enter Brachiano, Florence di/zuiſed like Mulinaſſar, Lodovico, 
| Antonelli, Gaſparo, bearing their ſwords and helmets, 


_ Brachiano. 
You are nobly welcome. We have heard at full 
Your honourable ſervice gainſt the Turk. 
To you, brave Mulinaſſar, we affign 
A competent penſion ; and are in ſorry, 
The vows of thoſe t:vo worthy gentlemen 
Make them incapable of our proffer'd bounty. 


Your 


C , Y 2 8 * * 9 * 
T4 : R , 
"& i ' 

* 
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Your wiſh is, you may leave your warlike ſwords 
For monuments in our chapel. I accept it, 
As a great. honour done me, and muſt crave 
Your leave to furniſh out our ducheſs revels. | 
Only one thing, as the laſt vanity 7 

You &er ſhall view, deny me not to ſtay > a YE! 
To ſee a barriers prepar'd to-night: 0 
You ſhall have private ſtandings. It hath pleas d 
The great ambaſſadors of ſeveral princes, 
In their return from Rome to their own countries, 
To grace our marriage, and to honour me 
With ſuch a kind of ſport. 8 

Franciſco de Medicis 
I ſhall perſuade them 1 25 


To ſtay, my lord. | 
Set on there to the preſence. | f ; 
[Exeunt Brachiano, Flamineo, and Marcello, 
Lodowico. f 

My noble lord, moſt fortunately welcome; 

[ The conſpirators here embrace, 
You have our vows, ſeal'd with the ſacrament, 
To ſecond your attempts. | | 

Gaſparo. 
And all things ready; 

He could not have invented his own ruin 


(Had be deſpair'd) with more propriety. 
[ all, . 


400. 
You would not take my way. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 


*Tis better order'd. 
Lodowvic, 0s 


T' have poiſon'd his prayer-book, or a pair of beads, 
The pummel of his ſaddle, his looking-g | | 
Or th' handle of his racket. O that, that! 

That while he had been bandying at tennis, 


66 The pummel of his ſaddle] This was one of the methods put in 
practice in order to deftroy Queen Elizabeth. In the year 1598, Edward 
Squire was convicted of anointing the pummel of the Queen's ſaddle with 


poiſon, for which he was afterwards executed, See Camden's Elizabethy 


. 26, Elz. edit. 16 . 
p- 726, 39 1 


= 
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He might have ſworn himſelf to hell, and © ſtrook . 
His ſoul into the hazard ! O, my lord, | 
I would have our plot be ingenious, 
And have it hereafter 1 for example, 
Rather than borrow example. 
| . Franciſco de Medicis. 

There's no way 1 
More ſpeeding than this thought on. 

oa 22 
On then. 
1 2 de Medicis, 

And yet methinks that this revenge is 
Becauſe it ſteals upon him like a thief: hs 
To have ta'en him by the caſque in a pitch'd field, 
Led him to Florence ! _— 

Lodovico, 

It had been rare. And there 
Have crown'd him with a wreath of ſtinking garlick, 
T' have ſhown the ſharpneſs of his government, 
And rankneſs of his luſt.— But, peace; 
Flamineo comes. [ Zxeunt Lodovico, et Antonelli, 


Enter Flamineo, Marcello, and Zanche. 


| Marcello. 
Why doth this devil haunt you, fay ? 
neo. 
I know not: 
For (by this light) I do not conjure for her. 
'Tis not ſo great a cunning as men think, 
To raiſe the devil: here's one up already; 
The greateſt cunning were to lay him down, 


| Mar cello, 
She is your ſhame, 
Flamineo, 
I pr'ythee pardon her. 
67 — 


His foul into the hazard.) This horrid thought is found in too many | 
of our antient tragic writers. See Notes on Ham, vol. X. p. 316. 
edit. 1778. 8. ; 


In 


When he's at leiſure I'll diſcourſe with him 
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In faith, you ſee women are like to burs, 5 
Where their atteftion throws * , there they'll ſtick. 
Zanc 


That is my countryman, a goodly perſon ; 


In his own language, [ Exit Zanche, 
I beſeech you do: 3 
How is't, brave ſoldier? O that I had ſeen 
Some of your iron days ! I pray relate 
Some of your ſervice to us. | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
"Tis a ridiculous thing for a man to be his own chronicle. 
I never did waſh my mouth with mine own praiſe, for fear of 


8 Marcello. 
You're too ſtoical, The duke will expect other diſcourſe 


from you. | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 

I ſhall never flatter him: I have ſtudied man too much to 
do chat. What difference is between the duke and I ? no 
more than between two bricks, all made of one clay: onhꝰt 
may be one 1s placed on the top of a turret, the other in the 
bottom of a well, by mere chance, If I were placed as high 
as the duke, I ſhould ſtick as fait, make as fair a ſhew, and 
bear out weather equally, 


Flamineo,. 


getting a ſtinking breath. 


ami neo. 
If this ſoldier bad a patent to beg in churches, then he 
would tell them ſtories. | 


Marcello, 
I have been a ſoldier too. 
Fran. ico de Medicis, 
How have you thriv'd ? ; 
Mar cello. 
Faith poorly. | j 
Franciſco de Medicts. | 


That's the miſery of peace. Only outſides are then re: 
ſpected. As ſhips ſeem very great upon the river, which ſhew 


veiy Iitile upon the ſeas ; fo ſome men i'th' court ſeem Co- 
loſſuſes 
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joſſuſes in a chamber, who, if they came into the field, would 


itiful pigmiecs. 
appear p PAE m i 

Give me a fair room yet hung with atras, and ſome great 
cardinal to lug me by th' ears, as his endear'd minion. ö 


Franciſco de Medicis. Þ 
And thou may'ſt do the devil knows what villainy. 
#lamines, 
And ſafely. | 
Franciſco de Medicis, , 


Night: you ſhall ſee in the country, in haveſt- time, pigeons, 
though they deſtroy never ſo much corn, the farmer dare not 
preſent the fowling-piece to them ; why ? becauſe they belong 
to the lord of the manor; whilit your poor ſparrows, that 
belong to the lord of _ they go to pot for't. * 


nes. 

I will now give you ſome politic inſtructions. The duke 
ſays he will give you a penſion ; that's but bare promite ; 
get it under his hand, For I have known men, that have 
come from ſerving againſt the Turk, for three or four months 
they have had penſion to buy them new wooden legs, and 
freſh plaiſters; - but, after, *rwas not to be had. And this 
miſerable courteſy ſhews, as if a tormentor ſhould give hot 
cordial drinks to one three quarters dead 0'th' rack, only io 
fetch the miſerable ſoul again to endure more dog · days. 


Enter Hortenſio, a young Lord, Zanche, and tao more, 
How now, gallants ? what, are they ready for the barriers ? 


Young Lord, 
Yes: the lords are putting on their armour, 
| Hortenſio. 
What's he? 
Flamineo, 


A new vp-ſtart ; one that ſwears like a falconer, and will lie 
in the duke's ear day by day, like a maker of almanacks. And 
et I knew him, fince he came to the court, ſmell worſe of 
weat than an under tennis-court-keeper. 8 
Hortenſio. 


Look you, yonder's your ſweet miſtreſs, 
| Fami red. 


P's 
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Flamineo. | 4:82 nt 

Thou art my ſworn brother: Tl tell thee, I do love that 
Moor, that witch, very conſtrainedly. She knows ſome of 
my villainy : I do love her juſt as a man holds a wolf by the 
ears. But for fear of turning upon me, and pulling out my 
throat, I would let her go to the devil. 

| Hortenfio.. 
I hear ſhe claims marriage of thee, 
lamines. 7% 

Faith, I made to her ſome ſuch dark promiſe; and, in ſeek- 
ing to fly from't, I run on, like a frighted dog with a bottle at's 
tail, that fain would bite it off, and yet dares not look behind 
him. Now, my precious 820. 


che. 
Ay, love to me rather cools than heats, 
516008 Fami neo. | 
Marry, I am the ſounder lover; we have many wenches 
about the town heat too faſt, 
Hortenſio. 2 
What do you think of theſe pertum'd gallants, then? 
F ; Flamineo. | | 
Their ſattin cannot ſave them. I am confident 
They have a certain ſpice of the diſeaſe ; 
For they that ſleep with . riſe with fleas. 


Believe it! a little painting and gay cloaths 
Make you loath me. 2 4 A 
Flamiuco. 

How, love a lady for painting or gay apparel? I'll un- 
kennel one example more for thee. Eſop had a fooliſh dog 
that let go the fleſh to catch the ſhadow ; I would have cour- 
tiers be better divers. : 

Zanche. 


You remember your oaths ? - 
| Flamineo. 
Lovers oaths are like mariners' prayers, utter'd in ex- 
tremity : but when the tempeſt is o'er, and that the veſſel 
leaves tumbling, they fall from proteſting to drinking. And 
yet, amongſt gentlemen, proteſting and drinking go together, 


and agree as well as ſhoe-makers and Weſtphalia bacon, They 
are 
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are both drawers on; for drink draws on proteſtation, and 
proteſtation draws on more drink. Is not this diſcourſe better 


now than the morality of your ſun-burnt gentleman? ?: 
Enter Cornelia, 
Is this your perch, you haggard ? fly to the ſtews, 
.  #lamineo. 
You ſhould be clapt by th — now: ſtrike i th court? 
ce. 

She's good for nothing, but to make her maids 
Catch cold a-nights: they dare not uſe a bed-ſtaff, 
For fear of her light fingers. 


A FR Marcello, 
You're a ſtrumpet, 
An impudent one. F 
Why do you kick her, ſay ? 


Do you think that ſhe's like a walnut-tree ? 
Muſt ſhe be cudgel'd ere ſhe bear good fruit ? 


brags tha . 
She brags that you . 
marry 
What then ? 
Marcello 


I had rather ſhe were pitch'd upon a ſtake, 
In ſome new ſeeded garden, to affright 
Her fellow crows thence, 
Flamineo, 
You're a boy, a fool; 
Be guardian to your hound: I am of age. 
Marcells. 
If I take her near you, * cut her throat, 


_ 4 | lamineo, 
With a fan of feathers ? 

had 8 3 Marcello, 
n r you, Þll whi 

This folly — you. 4 
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+. +... Maine 
Are you cholerick ? | 
Il purge it with rhubarb. 
Hor tenſio. 
O, your brother! 3 
Flamineo, 
Hang him, 


He wrongs me moſt, that ought tꝰ offend me leaſt 5 


I do ſuſpect my mother play'd foul play, 
When ke Shes wr thee. * 
N Marceth, 

Now, by all my hopes, 
Like the two'flaughter'd ſons of Oedipus, 
The very flames of our affection | 
Shall turn two ways. Thoſe words I'll make thee anſwet 
With thy heart's blood. | 

5 Flamineo. | 

Do, like the geeſe in the progreſs z 

You know where you ſhall find me. 


Marcello. 
Very good; | 
An' thou be'ſt a noble friend, bear him my ſword, 


And bid him fit the length on't. 
Young Lord. 
Sir , I ſhall, | 


: | Zanche. , 
He comes. Hence petty thoughts of my diſgrace ; 
I n&er lov'd my complexion till now, 


. Enter Franciſco, 
Cauſe I may boldly ſay, without a bluſh, 


J love you. 
Flamineo. 
Your love is untimely ſown ; 
There's a ſpring at Michaelmas, but 'tis but a faint one: 
I am ſunk in years, and I have vow'd never to marry. 
anche. 
Alas! poor maids get more lovers than huſbands: 
Yet you may miſtake my wealth, For; as. when embaſſadors 


.are ſent to congratulate princes, there's commonly ſent m_ 
wit 


2 
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with them a rich preſent, ſo that, tho? the prince like not the 
ambaſſador's perſon, nor words, yet he likes well of the pre- 
ſentment ; ſo I may come to you in the ſame manner, and 
be better lov'd for my dowry than my virtue. 
% Franciſco, 
I'll think on the motion. 
Zanche, 
Do; Til now detain you no longer. At your better leiſure 
III tell you things ſhall itartle your blood: 
Nor blame me that this paſſion I reveal ; 
Lovers die inward that their flames conceal. 
Franciſco, 
Of all intelligence this may prove the beſt : 
Sure I ſhall draw ſtrange fowl from this foul neſt, [ Exeunt. 


Enter Marcello and Cornelia. 


Cornelia, 

I hear a whiſpering all about the court, 
You are to fight: who is your oppoſite ? 
What is the quarrel ? 

NMarcello. 


Tis an idle rumour, 

Cornelia. 

Will you diſſemble? ſure you do not well 
To fright me thus: you never look thus pale, 
But when you are moſt angry. I do charge you, 
Upon my blefling ; nay I'll call the duke, 
And he ſhall ſchool you. 

Marcello, 
Publiſh not a fear, 
Which would convert to laughter: *tis not ſo. 
Was not this crucifix my father's ? 
Cornelia. 
Yes, 


Marcello. 
I have heard you ſay, giving my brother ſuck, 
He took the crucifix between his hands, 


Enter Flamineo. 


And broke a limb off, 
Vor. VI, * Cornelia. 
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| Cornelia, 


Flaminco. 
I have brought your weapon back. 


0 Yn; hare mended. 


[Flamineo runs Marcello through, 


Cornelia, | 
Ha, oh my horror ! | 


Marcello, 
You have brought it home, indeed. 
/ Cornelia. 
Help, oh he's murder'd ! | 
Hlamineo. 5 
Do you turn your gall up? I'll to 
And ſend a ſurgeon to you. | 12 Flamineo. 
Enter Hortenſio, | 
Hor / enſio. 
How, o'th* ground? 
Marcello. 


O mother, now remember what I told 
Of breaking off the crucifix. Farewel. 
There are ſome fins, which heaven doth duly puniſh 
In a whole family. This it is to riſe 
By all diſhoneſt means. Let all men know, 
That tree ſhall long time keep a ſteady foot, 
Whoſe branches ſpread no wider than the root, [Dies. 

g . | 
O m tual ſorrow ! 
N Hortenſio. 

Virtuous Marcello ! 

He's dead. Pray leave him, lady : come, you ſhall. 
nelia. 8 

Alas! he is not dead; he's in a trance. * 
Why here's nobody ſhall get any thing by his . 
Let me call him again, — God's ſake! F 

Hortenfio, 
I would you were deceiv'd. 
| Cornelia. 
O you abuſe me, you abuſe me, you abuſe me! how 2 


tu 
ſt 
ſe 
f1 
f 
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have away thus, for lack of tendance? rear up's head, 
EN binds bs _— inward will kill him. * 

orten ſio. | 

You ſee he is departed, 

Cornelia. 

Let me come to him; give me him as he is; if he be 
turn'd to earth, let me but give him one hearty kiſs, and you 
ſhall put us both into one coffin, ** Fetch a looking-glaſs ; 
ſee if his breath will not ſtain it; or pull out ſome — 
from my pillow, and lay them to his lips: will you loſe him 
for a little pains taking ? 

Hortenfio, 

Your kindeſt office is to pray for him, 

ornelia. 

Alas! I would not pray for him yet. He may live to lay 
me 'th* ground, and pray for me, if you'll let me come to 
him, 

Enter Brachiano all arm'd, ſave the beaver, with Flamineo, 
and Page. 


Brachiano, 
Was this your handy-work ? 
Flami 


It was my misfortune. 
Cornelia. 
He lies, he lies; he did not kill him: theſe have killd 
him, that would not let him be better look'd to. 
| B rachiano. 
Have comfort, my griev'd mother, 
Cornelia. 
O you ſcreech-ow!l ! 


68 Fetch me a Looking Glaſs, Sc.] So, Shakſpeare in King Lear, A. f. 


83: 
f Lend me a — — ; 
If that ber breath will miſt or lain the ſtone 
« Why, then ſhe lives. 


« This feather flirs; ſhe lives J if it be fo, 
«Tr is a chance that does redeem all ſorrows 
“That ever I have felt.” 


Y 2 Hortenſio. 
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\ | 8 0 * a Hortenfio. 
| Cornelia, 


Let me go, let me go. 
[She runs to Flamineo with ber knife drawn, and coming to 
bim lets it fall. 
The God of heaven forgive thee! Do'ſt not wonder 
I pray for thee ? Pl tell thee what's the reaſon : 
1 have ſcarce breath to number twenty minutes; 
Fd not ſpend that in curſing. Fare thee well: 
Half of thyſelf lies there ; and may'ſt thou live 
To fill. an hour-glaſs with his moulder'd aſhes, 
To tell how thou ſhould'ſt ſpend the time to come 
In bleſt repentance ! 
Brachiano, 
Mother, pray tell me 
How came he by his death ? what was the quarrel ? 
| Cornelia, 
Indeed, my younger boy preſum'd too much 
Upon his manhood, gave him bitter words, 
Drew his ſword firtt ; and fo, I know not how, 
For I was out of my wits, he tell with's head 
Juſt in my boſom, | 
i Page. 
This is not true, madam. 
Cornelia. 
I pr'ythee peace. 
One arrow's graz d already: it were vain 
T” loſe this; for that will ne'er be found again. 
Brachiano, 
Go, bear the body to Cornelia's lodging : 
And we command that none acquaint our dutcheſs 
With this ſad accident. For you, Flamineo, 
Heark you, I will not grant your pardon. 
Flamineo, 
No? | 


Bracbiano. 


Only a leaſe of your life; and that ſhall laſt x 
But for one day, Thou ſhalt be forced each evening | 


To renew it, or be hang'd. ; : 
= OR Flaminco. 
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Flaniineo, 
At your pleaſure. 


Enter Lodovico and Franciſco, 


Your will is law now, I'll not meddle with it. 
[ Lodovico fprinkles Brachiano's beaver with a poiſon. 
Brachiano. 
You once did brave me in your fiſter's lodging; 
Ill now keep you in awe for't. Where's our beaver ? 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
He calls for his deſtruction. Noble youth, 
I pity thy ſad fate. Now to the barriers, 
This ſhall his paſſage to the black lake further; | 
The laſt good deed he did, he pardon'd murder. [ Exennt. 


Charges and ſhouts. They ® fight at barriers, firfl ſingle pairs, 
then three to three, | 


Euter Brachiano and Flamineo, with others, 


Brachiano. 

An armorer ! ud's death, an armorer ! 
| Flamineo. 

Armorer ! where's the armorer? 

Brachiano. 
Tear off my beaver. 

Flamineo. 
Are you hurt, my lord ? 

Brachiano, 
O my brain's on fire. 


Enter Armorer, 


The helmet is poiſon'd. 
Armorer. 


My lord, upon my ſoul.— 


6 fight at barriers,] © Barriers (from the French Barret ſignifies 
* with us that which the French call jeu de Barres, palzfiram) a mar- 
* tial ſport or exerciſe of men armed, and fighting together with ſhort 
* ſwords within certain limits or liſts, whereby they are ſevered from 
« the beholders. Cowel, This exerciſe was formerly much in requeſt 
em England, but now is laid aſide.” Blount, 

T4 Brachiano. 
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' You kill without book; but your art to ſave 
| Fails you as oft as pu mens needy friends, 


11 ' 


Bracbiano. 
Away with him to torture. 


There are ſome great ones that have hand in this, L 
And near about me. - 
Enter Vittoria Corombona, 8 
Vittoria Corombona. Y 
O] my lov'd lord poiſon'd ? 
eo. 

Remove the bar: here's unfortunate revels. 

Call the phyſicians. 5 


Enter two Phyſicians. 
A plague u ou ! 
We have —— of your cunning here already: 
J fear the ambaſſadors are likewiſe poiſon'd, 
Brachiano. 

Oh! I am gone already. The infection ; 
Flies to the brain and heart. O thou ſtrong, heart, 
There's ſuch a covenant *tween the world and it, 
They're loath to break. 

Giovanni. 

O my moſt lov'd father! 

Brachiano. 

Remove the boy away: 

Where's this good woman? had I infinite worlds, 
They were too little for thee. Muſt I leave thee ? 
What ſay you, ſcreech-owls, is the venom mortal? 


Phy cians. 
Moſt deadly. 2 


Brachiano, © 


Moſt corrupted politick hangman ! 


I that have given life to offending ſlaves, 

And wretched murderers, have I not power 

To lengthen mine own a twelve-month ? 

Do not kiſs me, for I ſhall poiſon thee. 

This unction is ſent from the great duke of Florence. 
Franciſco de Medicis. | 

Sir, be of comfort. 
WO f Bracbiano. 
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. Brachiano. 

70 O thou ſoft natural death! that art joint-twin 
To ſweeteſt ſlumber !--no rough-bearded comet 
Stares on thy mild departure; the dull owl 
Beats not againſt thy caſement ; the hoarſe wolf 
Scents not thy carion. Pity winds thy oorſe, 
Whilſt horror waits on princes. 

; ittoria Corombona. 

I am loſt for ever 

Brachiano, 

How miſerable a thing it is to die 

Mongſt women howling : what are thoſe ? 


neo, 
Franciſcans. 
They have brought the extreme unction. 
Bracbiano. 


On pain of death let no man name death to me; 
It is a word mot infinitely terrible. 
Withdraw into our cabinet. | 
[Exeunt all but Franciſco and Flamineo. 
Flamineo. 

To ſee what ſolitarineſs is about dying princes ! as hereto- 
fore they have — towns, divorc'd friends, and made 
great houſes unhoſpitable ; ſo now, O juſtice ! where are their 
flatterers now ? flatterers are but the ſhadows of princes bodies, 
the leaſt thick cloud makes them inviſible. 


F rn anciſco de Medicis, 
There's great moan made for him. 
Flamineo. 


Faith, for ſome few hours, ſalt-water will run moſt plen- 
tiſully in every office o'th* court. But, believe it, moſt of 
them do but weep over their ſtep mother's grave. 


79 0 thou ſoft natural death ! &c.] Mr. Steevens introduces this paſ- 
ſage as ſomewhat parallel to the following ia Shakſpeare's Cymbeline, 


A. 4. 8. 2: 
« Why he but ſleeps : 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed: 
« With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
„And worms will not come to thee,” 


Y4 Franciſco 


b \ 
'Y [ 
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Franciſco de Medicis. 
How mean you? 


F. lami neo. a 
Why they diſſemble, as ſome men do that live within e m. 
paſs o'th? verge. % | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Come, you have thriv'd well under him, 
Flamineo, 


Faith, ?* like a wolf in a woman's breaſt : I have been fed 
_ with poultry ; but for money, underſtand me, I had as good 
a will to cozen him as e'er an officer of them all: but I had 
not cunning enough to do it. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
What didſt thou think of him? *faith, ſpeak freely. 

OY Flaminco. 

He was a kind of ſtateſman, that would ſooner have rec- 
kon'd how many cannon-bullets he had diſcharg'd againſt a 
town, to count his expence that way, than how many of his 
valiant and deſerving ſubjects he loſt before it. 

Franciſco de Medicis. 
O, ſpeak well of the duke. 
Flaminco, 

T have done, 

Wilt hear ſome of my court-wiſdom ? 


Enter Lodovico. 


To reprehend princes is dangerous; and to over-commend 
ſome of them is palpable lu ing. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
How is it with the duke ? 
| Lodowvico. 

Moſt deadly ill. 
He's fal.'n into a ſtrange diſtraction: 
He talks of battles and monopolies, 
Levying of taxes; and from that deſcends 
To the molt brain-ſick language. His mind faſtens 


TI te a wolf ina woman's breaſt :] The — j 1 cravings of 
women during their pregnancy were anciently accounted for by ſuppo- 
fing ſome voracious animal to be within them. 8. 0 

N n 


3 
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On twenty ſeveral objects, which confound 
Deep ſenſe with folly. Such a fearful end 

May teach ſome men, that bear too lofty creſt, 
Tho? they live happieſt, yet they die not bet. 
He hath conferr'd the whole ſtate of the dukedom 
Upon your ſiſter, till the prince arrive 


At mature age. 
Flamineo. 


There's ſome good luck in that yet. 
f Franciſco de Medicis, 
See, here he comes. 


Enter Brachiano, preſented in a bed, Vittoria and others, 


There's death in's face already. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Om lord ! 
4 * Brachiano, 


Away, you have abus'd me : 
You have convey'd coin forth our territories, 
Bought and ſold offices, oppreſs'd the poor, 
And I ne'er dreamt on't. Make up your accounts; 
I'll now be my own ſteward. 

Franciſco de Medicis. 
Sir, have patience. 
Brachiano, 

Indeed, J am to blame: 
For did you ever hear the duſky raven 
Chide blackneſs? or was't ever known the devil 
Rail'd againſt cloven creatures ? 

Vittoria Corombona. 
O my lord! 


Brac hiaso. 
Let me have ſome quails to ſupper. 


ineos 


Sir, you ſhall, 
Brachiano, 
No, ſome fry'd dog-fiſh ; your quails feed on poiſon, 
That old dog: fox, that politician, Florence 
Pl forſwear hunting, and turn dog-killer, 
Rare! I'll be friends with him; for, mark you, fir, one do 


 Yonder's a fine flave come in now. 


With pearls o'th' head of them. Do not you know him? 


| Ovr treaſury is empty, there is nothing; 


For fear of breaking's neck. And there's a lawyer, 
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Still ſets another a barking. Peace, peace, | 


Hlamineo, 
Where? at 


Why, there. 
In a blue bonnet, and a pair of breeches 
With a great cod-piece. Ha, ha, ha; 
Look you, his cod-piece is ſtuck full of pins, 


B rac Biano. 


FHlamineo. 


No, my lord. 


Why tis the devil; 
I know him by a great roſe he wears on's ſhoe 
To hide his cloven - foot: P11 diſpute with him, 
He's a rare linguiſt. 

Vittoria Corombona. 

My lord, here's nothing. 
| Bracbiano. 5 
Nothing! rare! nothing? when I want money, 


Brachiano, 


Fil not be uſed thus, 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O! lie ſtill, my lord. 
Brachiano. 
See, fee, Flamineo that kill'd his brother 
Is dancing on the ropes there; and he carries 
A money-bag in cach hand, to keep him even, 


In a gown whipp'd with velver, ſtares and gapes 
When the money will fall, How the rogue cuts capers ! 
It ſhould have been in a halter. 
"Tis there; what's thc ? 
Flamines, 
Vittoria, my lord, 
Brachiano. 
Ha, ha, ha, her hair is ſprinkled with arras powder, that 


makes her look as if ſhe had ſinn'd in the paſtry. What's he? 
Flamineso, 
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Flamineo. | 
A divine, my lord. | 
* [Brachiano ſtems here near his end; Lodovico and Gaſparo, 
in the habit of Capuchins, preſent him in his bed with a 
crucifix and hallow'd candle, 
Brachiano. 
He will be drunk, avoid him: th' argument 
Is fearful, when churchmen ſtagger in't. 
Look you, ſix grey cats that have loſt their tails 
Crawl up the pillow ; ſend for a rat-catcher : 
1'll do a miracle, I'll free the court 
From all foul vermine. Where's Flamineo ? 
Flamineo. 
I do not like that he names me ſo often, 
Eſpecially on's death-bed ; *tis a fign 
I ſhall not live long: ſee, he's near his end. 
Lodovico, 
Pray give us leave; attende, domine Brachiano. 
Flaminco. 
See, ſee how firmly he doth fix his eye 
Upon the crucifix, 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O, hold it conſtant. 
It ſettles his wild ſpirits ; and ſo his eyes 
Melt into tears, 


Lodovico. 
Domine Brachiane, ſolebas in bello tutus efſe tus chyheo, nunc Bunt 
clypeum hoſ?i tuo opponas 3 { The crucifix, 
Gaſparo. 
Olim haſta voluiſti in bello; — blanc ſacram heſtam vibrabis 
contra Yſtem animarum. [The hallow'd taper. 
Lodovico. 


Anende, domine Brachiane, fi nunc quoque probas ea, gue ſunt 


inter nos, flecte caput in dextrum. 
Gaſparo. 
Efto ſecurus, domine Brachiane : cogita, quantum habeas me- 
ritorum : denique memineris meam animam pro tua ofpignoratam fi 


quid ct periculi. 
Lodovico. 


& aunc quogue probas ea, que acta ſunt inter nos, Hecle caput in 
Levum, | He 


| 


* 
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He is departing : pray ſtand all apart, 
And let us only whiſper in his ears 
Some priyate meditations, which our order 
Permits you not to hear. | 
Here the reft being departed, Lodovico and Gaſparo 
diſcever themſolves, 


Gaſpar 0s 
Brachiano. 23 
| Ladowico. 
Devil Brachiano, 
Thou art damn'd. Goh 
aſparo. 
Perpetually. 25 
= Lodovico, 
| A ſlave condemn'd, and given up to the gallows, 
| Is thy great lord and maſter. 
i | Gaſparo, 
True ; for thou 
| | Art given up to the devil. | 
= Lodovico. 
= O, you ſlave! 
| You that were held the famous politician, 
Whoſe art was poiſon. 
i Gaſparo. 
And whoſe conſcience murder. 
TLoodomico. | 
That would have broke your wite's neck down the ſtairs, 
Ere ſhe was poiſon'd. 
Gaſpar 0s 
That had your villainous ſallets. 
Lodowvico. 


7 And fine embroider'd bottles, and perfumes 
Equally mortal with a winter plague, ' 


Gaſparo. 
Now there's mercury. 
, Lodovi C0. 
And copperaſs. 
Gaſparo. 


And quickſilver. 
* Fj | Lodovice, 
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Todovico. 
With other deviliſh apothecary ſtuff, 
A melting in your politic brains : do'ſt hear ? 
Gaſparo, 
This is count Lodovico. 
ico. 
This Gaſparo; 
And thou ſhalt die like a poor rogue. 
Gaſpar 0s 
And ſtink 


Like a dead fly-blown dog. 
| Lodovico. 
And be forgotten before thy tuneral ſermon. 
: Brachiano, 
Vittoria! Vittoria! 
Lodovico. 
O, the curſed devil 
Comes to himſelf again : we are undone. 


Enter Vittoria Corombona, Franciſco de Medicis, and the 
Attendants. 


| | Gaſparo. 
Strangle him in private. What! will you call him again 
To live 1n treble torments ? for charity, 
For chriſtian charity, avoid the chamber. [Exeunt, 
Lodovico. 
You would prate, fir. This is a true-love-knot 
Sent from the duke of Florence. {Brachiano is frangled. 
Gaſpara, 


Lodovico. 

The ſnuff is out. No woman-keeper 1'the world, 
Tho' ſhe had practis'd ſeven years at the peſt-houſe, 
Could have don't quaintlier. My lords, he's head. 


l me. 


. 


What, 1s it done ? 


Omnes. 
Reſt to his ſoul ! | | 
Vittoria Corombona, | 
O me! this place is hell. (Exit Vittoria Corombona. 


Franciſco 
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Franciſco de Medicit. 
How heavily ſhe takes it! 


0 yes. yes; * 6 
/ Had women navigable rivers in their _ 

They would diſpend them all; ſurely, I wonder 

Why we ſhould wiſh more rivers to the city, 

When they ſell water fo To good cheap. I'Il tell thee, 

Theſe are but mooniſh ſhades of griefs or fears ; 

There's nothing ſooner. dry than women's tears. 

Why here's an end of all my harveſt ; he has given me nothing. 

Court promiſes ! let wiſe men count them curs'd ; 

For while you live, he that ſcores beſt, pays worſt, 
Franciſco de Medicis. 

Sure, this was Florence doing. 


Hlamineo. 
Very likely. | 
Thoſe are found weighty ſtrokes which come from th' hand, 
But thoſe are killing ſtrokes which come from th' head. 
O the rare tricks of a Machiavehan ! 
He doth not come, like a groſs plodding ſlave, 
And buffet you to death : no, my quaint knave, 
He tickles you to death, makes you dic laughing, 
As if you had ſwallow'd down a pound of ſaffron. 
You ſee the feat, tis practis'd in a trice; 
To teach naſe 6 a it jumps on ice. 
Frandiſco de Medicis, 
Now have the people liberty to talk, 
And deſcant on his vices, 
Flaminco. 
Miſery of princes, 
That muſt of force be cenſur'd by their ſlaves ! 
Not only blam'd for doing things are ill, 
But for not doing all that all men will; 
One were better be a threſher, 
Udsdeath ! I ſhould fain ſpeak with this duke yet. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Now he's dead ? 


72 good cheap] See Note to The Four P's, vol. 1. 


 Flamints- 
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"Ir Flamineo. 
I cannot conjure ; but if prayers or oaths 
Will get to th'ſpeech of him, tho' forty devils 

Wait on him in his livery of flames, 
Ill ſpeak to him, and ſhake him by the hand, 
Though I be blaſted. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Excellent Lodovico ! 
What ! did you terrify him at the laſt gaſp? 


Lodovico, 
Yes, and ſo idly, that the duke had like 


To have terrified us. 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
How ? 


Exit Flamineo. 


Enter Zanche. 


| Lodowico. 
You ſhall hear that hereafter, 
See ! yon's the infernal, that would make up ſport. 
Now to the revelation of that ſecret 
She promis'd when ſhe fell in love with you, 
Franciſco de — : 
You're paſſionately met in this ſad world. 
E Zanche. 

I would have you look up, fir ; theſe court-tears 
Claim not your tribute to them: let thoſe weep, 
That guiltily partake in the ſad cauſe. 

I knew laſt night, by a ſad dream J had, 
Some miſchief would enſue z yet, to ſay truth, 


My dream moſt concern'd you. 

| Lodovico. 
Shall's fall a dreaming? 

Franciſco de Medicis. 
Yes, and for faſhion ſake I'll dream with her. 

| Zanche. 

Methought, fir, you came ſtealing to my bed. 

: Franciſco de Medicis. 
Wilt thou believe me, ſweeting ? by this light, 


8 


I was 


— — _ 
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73 T was a-dreamt on thee too ; for methought, 
I faw thee naked, 
Zauche. 


Fie, fir! as I told — 


Methought you n by me. 
* ay . ranci} co de Medicis, 
80 dreamt I; 


And leſt thou ſhould'ſt take cold, I cover'd thee 
With this Iriſh mantle, _ 
| « Zanche, 


Verily I did dream 
You were ſomewhat bold with me: but to come to't; 
Lodowico. 
How ! how ! I hope you will not go to't here, 
Franciſco de Medicts, 


Nay, you muſt hear my dream out. 


Zanche. 
Well, ſir, forth. 
Franci ſeo de Medicis. 
When I threw the mantle o'er thee, thou didſt laugli 


Exceedingly, methought, 
Laugh? 


And cryed'ſt out, 

The hair did tickle thee. 
& ZLanche, 
There was a dream indeed ? 
Lodowico. 

Mark her, pr'ythee, ſhe ſimpers like the ſuds 

A collier hath been waſh'd in. 
Zanche, _ 

Come, fir, good fortune tends you; I did tell you 
I would reveal a ſecret : Iſabella, 
The duke of. Florence' ſiſter was impoiſon 'd 
By a fum'd picture; z and Camillo's neck 


Zanc Be. 


Flamineo. 


73 I was a-dreamt] So, in The City Night-Cap, vol. XI. p. 335 
« Now you talk of dreams, ſweet-heart, I'll tell ye a very unhappy. ane , 


66 *. was a dream'd * night of Francis there.“ 


as Ah 1 — f, ws 


Was broke by damn'd Flamineo ; the miſchance 


Laid on a vaulting-horſe. 
a | Hr axciſco de Medicis. 
Moſt ftrange! 
| Zauche. 
Moſt true. | 
Lodovico. 
The neſt of ſnakes is broke. 
| Zanche, 
I ſadly do confeſs, I had a hand 
In the black deed. | 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
Thou kept'ſt their counſel, 
Zanche. 
Right; - 


For which, urg'd with contrition, I intend 
This night to rob Vittoria, 


| Lodovico. 
Excellent penitence! . 
Uſurers dream onꝰt, while they fleep at ſermons, 
Zauche. 


To further our eſcape, I have entreated 
Leave to retire me till the funeral, 
Unto a friend i'the country. That excuſe 
Will further our eſcape. In coin and jewels 
I ſhall at leaſt make good unto your uſe 
An hundred thouſand crowns. 


Franciſco de Medicis. 
O noble wench ! 
Lodovico, 
Thoſe crowns we'll ſhare. | 
Zanche. 


It is a do 


And <waſh the Athiop white, 
Franciſco de Medicit, 


Zanche, 
- SS 


It ſhall, away, 


Be ready for our flight 
Vor. ary 
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1 
Methinks, ſhould make that ſun- burnt proverb falſe, 


14 [ 
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Fr anciſco de Medicis, 
An hour *fore day. | 
O ſtrange diſcovery |! why till now we knew not | 
The circumſtance of either of their deaths. 


Zanche, 
You'll wait about midnight 
In the chapel. [Exit Zauche. 
Hh Franciſco de Medicis, 
There. 
Lodowvico, 
Why now our action's juſtified. 
Franciſeo de Medicis. 


Tuſh, for juſtice ! 
What arms it juſtice ? 74 we now, like the partridge, 
Purge the diſeaſe with laurel ; for the ſame _ 
Shall crown the enterprize, and quit the ſhame. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Flamineo and Gaſparo, at one door; another way, Gio- 
| vanni attended. 
G Haro. 
The young duke! did you cer fee a ſweeter prince? 
Flamineo. 

I have known a poor man's baſtard better favour'd, This is 
behind him: now, to his face, all compariſons are hateful: 
wiſe was the courtly peacock, that, being a great minion, and 
being compar'd for beauty by ſome dottrels that ſtood by, to 
the kingly eagle, ſaid, the eagle was a far fairer bird than her- 
ſelf, not 1n reſpect of her feathers, but in pod of her long 


talons : his will grow out in time, — 
My gracious lord, £ 


Giovanni, 
I pray leave me, ſir, 
| Flamineo. 
You grace muſt be merry : *tis I have cauſe to mourn ; fr 
wot you, what ſaid the little boy that rode behind his father on 
horſeback ? 


74 — e now, like the partridge, 
Purge the diſcaſe with laurel: So Pliny, “ Palumbes, gracculi 
% merulæ, perdices lauri folio annuum faſtidium purgant. „ Nat. Hiſt. 
lib. viii. c. 27. 


Giovanni ' 
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| Giovanni, 

hat ſaid he? 
M * . - Flamineo. 


When you are dead, father, faid he, I hope that I ſhall ride 
in the ſaddle. O tis a brave thing for a man to fit by him- 
ſelf, he may ſtretch himſelf in the ſtirrups, look about, and 
ſee the whole compaſs of the hemiſphere, You're now, my 
lord, in the ſaddle. 

| Giovanni, 

Study your prayers, fir, and be penitent ; 

'Twere fit you'd think on what hath former been, 

I have heard grief nam'd the eldeſt child of fin, Exit Giov. 
Flami neo. 

=_ my prayers ! he threatens me divinely ! 


I am falling to pieces already: I care not, tho' like Ana- 


charſis I were pounded to death in a morter, And yet that 
death were fitter for uſurers, gold and themſelves to be beaten 
together, to make a moſt cordial cullice for the devil. 

He hath his uncle's villainous look already 


Enter Courtier, 


In decimo ſexto,—Now, fir, what are you? 
Courtier. 
It is the pleaſure, ſir, of the duke, 
That you forbear the preſence, and all rooms 
That owe him reverence. 
Flamineo. 
So, the wolf and the raven are very pretty fools when they 
are young, Is it your office, fir, to keep me out ? 


tier. 
So the duke wills. 
Hlamineo. 
Verily, maſter courtiet, extremity is not to be uſed in all 
: ſay, that a gentlewoman were taken out of her bed 
about midnight, and committed to Caſtle Angelo, to the tower 
yonder, with nothing about her but her ſmock; would it not 
ſhew a cruel part in the -gentleman-porter to lay claim to her 
opper — pull it o'er her head and ears, and put her in 
n | 


Z 2 Courtier. 


Th 
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Cour tier. | 
Very good : you're merry. 


Doth he make a court · ejectment of me; a flaming fire · brand 
caſts more ſmoak without a chimney, than within. Illſmother 
ſome of them, | 


TRAIN 


Enter Franciſco de Medicis. 


How now? thou art ſad, 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
I met even now with the moſt piteous ſight, 
Flamineo. 
Thou meet'it another here, a pitiful 
Degraded courtier. 
Franciſco de Medicis. 
| Your reverend mother 
Is grown a very old woman in two hours. 
I found them winding of Marcello's corſe; 
And there is ſuch a folemn melody, 
Tween doleful ſongs, tears, and fad elegies; 
Such as old grandames, watching by the dead, 
Were wont to outwear the nights with ; that, believe me, 
I had no eyes to guide me forth the room, 


They were ſo o'er-charg'd with water, 
Flamineo. 
I will ſee them. 
- Brachiano, 
Twere much uncharity in you: for your ſight 
Will add unto their tears, 
Flamineo, 
I will fee them, | 
They are behind the traverſe. I'll diſcover 
Their ſuperſtitious howling, = 


Cornelia, the Moor, and three other ladies diſcover d winding 
Marcello's corſe. A ſong. 
Cornelia, 
This roſemary is wither'd, pray get freſh ; 
I would have theſe herbs grow up in his grave, 
When I am dead and rotten, Reach the bays, 


6 
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TIl tie a garland here about his head: 
Twill keep my boy from lightning. This ſheet 
J have kept this twenty years, and every day 
Hallow'd it with my prayers; I did not think 
He ſhould have wore it. 
Moor. 


Look you, who are yonder ? 
MY 1 Cornelia. 
O reach me the flowers. 
Moor. 
Her ladyſhip's fooliſh, 
Woman. 
Alas ! her grief 
Hath turn'd her child again. 
Cornelia, 
You're very welcome. 
75 There's roſemary for you, and rue for you. [To Flamineo, 
Hearts-eaſe for you. I pray make much of it, 
I have left more for myſelt. 
ranciſco de Medicis. 
Lady, who's this ? 


Cornelia. 
You are, I take it, the grave-maker, 
Flamineo, 
8o. 
Moor. 
Tis Flamineo. 
Cornelia. 


Will you make me ſuch a fool? 7s here's a white hand: 
Can blood ſo ſoon be waſh'd out ? let me ſee, 
When ſcreetch-owls croak upon the chimney-tops, 
And the ſtrange cricket i th' oven ſings and hops, 
When yellow ſpots do on your hands appear, 
Be certain then you of a corſe ſhall hear. 


15 There's roſemary, &c.] See Note on Hamlet, vol. X. edit. 1778. 
3k © 
76 — here's a white hand: 
Can blood ſo ſoon be waſh'd out] An imitation of Lady Macbeth's 


lieeping ſoliloquy. A. 5. S. 1. 
| p 3 Out 
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Out vpon't, how tis ſpeckVd ! h'as handPd a toad ſure, 
Cowſlip water is 4 ood for the memory: pray buy me three 


ounces o 
Flaminco. 
I would I» were from hence. 
Cornelia, 


Do you hear, fir? 
I'll give you a ſaying which my grand-mother 
Was wont, when ſhe heard the bell, to ſing o'er unto her lute, 
0, 


Do and you will, do. 
Cornelia doth this in ſeveral forms of diſtraflion. 


Cornelia. 
Call for the robin-red-breaft, and the woren, 

Since o'er ſhady groves they _— 
And <wirh leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendleſs bodies of unburied men. 
Call uato his funeral dole 
77 The ant, the ficld-mouſe, and the mole, 
To raiſe him billocks that ſhall keep him warm, 
And (when gay tombs are robb'd) ſuſtain no harm, 
But keep the wolf far thence: that's foe to men, 
For with his nails he'll dig them up again. 
They would not bury him 'cauſe he died in a * 
But I have an anſwer for them. 
Let holy church receive him dul 57 
Since he paid the church- tithes tru ly, 
His wealth is ſumm'd, and this is all his ſtore, 
This poor men get, and great men get no more, 
Now the wares are gone, we may ſhut up. 


| Bleſs you all good people. 18 Cornelia 1 Ladies. 


77 She ant, the field mouſe, and the mole,] Imitated from Shakſpearc's 
Cymbeline, A. 4. S. 2. 
6 tbe ruddock would, 


With charitable bill (O bill, fore ſhaming 

« Thoſe rich leſt heirs, that le their fathers lie 
« Without a monument !) bring thee all this; 
F Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, when flowers are none, 
“To winter ground thy corſe.“ 


Flami co. 
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N  #lamineo. 

T have a ſtrange thing in me, to the which 

I cannot give a name, without it be 

Compaſſion. I pray leave me. Exit Franciſco de Medicis, 
This night I'll know the utmoſt of my fate, 

I'll be refoly'd what my rich ſiſter means 

T'aſſign me for my ſervice: I have liv'd 

Riotouſly ill, like ſome that live in court. 

And ſometimes when my face was full of ſmiles, 

Have felt the maze of conſcience in my breaſt, 

Oft gay and honour'd robes thoſe tortures try, 

« We think cag'd birds ſing, when indeed they cry.“ 

Ha! I can ſtand thee, Nearer, nearer yet. 

What a mockery hath death made thee ! thou look'ſt ſad. 


Enter Brachiano's ghoſt in his leather caſſock and breeches, boots; 
a coul; a fot of li: flowers, with a ſtull in't. The gh 
throws earth upon him, and. ſbecus him the ſtull. 
In what place art thou? in yon' ſtarry gallery? 
Or in the curſed dungeon? no? not ſpeak? 
Pray, fir, reſolve me, what religion's beſt 
For a man to die in? or is it in your knowledge 
To anſwer me how long I have to live ? 
That's the moſt neceſfary queſtion, 
Not anſwer? are you ſtill, like ſome great men 
That cnly walk like ſhadows up and down, 
And to no purpoſe : ſay | 
What's that? O fatal! he throws earth upon me. 
A dead man's ſkull beneath the roots of flowers. 
I pray ſpeak, fir ; our Italian church-men 
Make us believe, dead men hold conference 
With their familiars; and many times 
Will come to bed to them, and eat with them. [¶ Exit ghoſt. 
He's gone; and ſee, the ſkull and earth are vaniſh'd, 
This is beyond melancholy; I do dare my fate 
To do its worſt, Now to my ſiſter's lodging, 
Ard ſum up all theſe horrors ; the diſgrace 
The prince threw on me, next the piteous ſight 
Of my dead brother; and my mother's dotage; 


And laſt this terrible viſion : all theſe 
| Z 4 Shall 


+. oh, j 


it 
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Shall with Vittoria's boun to good, 
Or I will drown this wer rn in their blood. - __ 
Enter Franeiſbo de Medicis, Lodlovieo, and ä 
Lodovice. 


My lord, upon my foul you * no farther; 
You have molt ridiculouſly inga 4 youre 
Too far already. For my part, I have pa 
All my debts : fo, if I ſhould chance to Kal. 
My creditors all not with me; and 1 vow, 
To quit all in this bold aſſembly, 
To the meaneſt follower. My lord, leave this city, 
Or I'll forſwear the murder. [Exi, 
Franciſco de Medicis, 
Farewel, Lodovico. 
If thou do'ſt periſh in this glorious act, 
I'll rear unto thy memory that fame, 
Shall in thy aſhes keep alive thy _ [Exit 
tenſio., 
There's ſome black deed on foot. I'll preſently 
Down to the citadel, and raiſe ſome force. 
Theſe ſtrong court · factions, that do brook no checks, 
In the career oft break the riders necks. {Exit 


Enter Vittoria Corombona avith a book in her hand, Zanche; 
Flamineo following them. 


* Flamineo. 
What? are you at your prayers? give o'er. 


Fittoria Corom 


Flamines. 
I come to you bout worldly buſineſs: 
Sit down, ſit down; nay, ſtay blouze, you may hear it; 
The doors are faſt enough. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Ha, are you drunk ? 


3 ruſkan ? 


Flami Neo. 


Yes, yes, with wormwood water; you ſhall taſte 
Some of ĩt preſently, 


Vittoria 
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Vittoria Curombona. 
What-intends the fury ? 
| Flamineo, 
You are my lord's executrix ; and I claim 
Reward for my long ſervice. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


For your ſervice ? 
Flamineo, 


Come therefore, here is pen and ink, ſet down 
What you will give me. 
Vittoria Corombona. = 2 
There. 5 [She writes, 
Flamineo, 
Ha! have you done already ? 
Tis a moſt ſhort conveyance. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


I will read it. 
{ give that portion to thee, and no other, 
Which Cain groan'd under, having flatn his brother. 

Flamineo. 
A moſt courtly patent to beg by. 
my Vittoria — 
Vou are a villain! ä 
Flamineo. 

Is't come to this? they ſay, affrights cure agues: 
Thou haſt a devil in thee; I will try 
It I can ſcare him from thee, Nay, fit ſtill : 
My lord hath left me two caſe of jewels, 
Shall make me ſcorn your bounty; you ſhall ſee them. ¶ Zæit. 


. * Vittoria Corombona. 
ure he's diſtracted. [ He returns cuith two caſe of piſtols. 
Zanche, y 
O, he's deſperate ! 
For your own ſafety give him gentle language. 
| laminro. 


Look, theſe are better far at a dead lift, 
Than all your jewel-houſe. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
And yet, methinks, 
Theſe ſtones have no fair luſtre, they are ill ſet, 
Flamineo, 


* „ 
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 Flamineo. 
Tul turn the right fide toward you: you ſhall ſee how they 
will ſparkle. 
Vittoria Corombona, 
Turn this horror from me! 
What do you want ? what would you have me do? 


Is not all mine yours ? have I any children? 
HFlamineo, 


Pray thee, woman, do not trouble me 
With this vain worldly buſineſs; ſay your prayers ; 
I made a vow to my 41 lord, | FOES 
Neither yourſelf nor I ſhould outlive him 
The numbring of four hours. 


Fittoria Corombona. 
Did he enjoin it? 


I FRE San 3 


. 


Flaminco. 
He did, and 'twas a deadly jealouſy, 
_ Leſt any ſhould enjoy thee after him, 
That urg'd him vow me to it: for my death, 
I did propound it voluntarily, knowing, 
If he could not be ſafe in his own court, 
Being a great duke, what hope then for us? 
Vittoria Corombona, 
This 1s your melancholy, and deſpair, 
| ge 7]  Flamineo, 
Away : 


Fool thou art, to think that politicians 
Do uſe to kill the effects: of injuries 
And let the cauſe live. Shall we groan in irons, 
Or be a ſhameful and a weighty burthen 
To a publick ſcaffold ? This i is my reſolve : 
I would not live at any man's entreaty, 
'Nor die at ny 's bidding. 
Vittoria Cor ombous, 
Will you hear me? 
Flamineo, 
My life hath done ſervice to other men, 
My — ſnhall ſerve mine own turn; make you ready, 
Vittoria Corombona, 


Do you mean to die, indeed? | 
| g Hai ico. 
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With as 2 pleaſure, 

'er my father got me. 85 
ct uf Vittoria Corombona. 

Are the doors lockt ? 

Zanche. 

Yes, madam. 

Vittoria Corombona. 

Are you grown an atheiſt ? will you turn your body, 
Which is the goodly palace of the ſoul, | 
To the ſoul's ſlaughter-houſe ? O the curſed devil, 
Which doth preſent us with all other ſins 
Thrice candied o'er ; deſpair with gall and ſtibĩum. 
Yet we carouſe it off ; (cry out for help!) {To Zanche, 
Make us forſake that whi:h was made for man, 
The world, to fink to that was made tor devils, 
Eternal darkneſs. 

Zanche, 

Help, help. 

* Flamineo, 

Tl ſtop your throat 
With winter-plumbs, 

Vittoria Corombona, 

I pr'ythee yet remember, 
Millions are now in graves, which at laſt day 
Like mandrakes ſhall 11ife ſhrieking, 

Flamineo, 

Leave your prating, 

For theſe are but grammatical laments, 
Feminine arguments; and they move me, 
As ſome in pulpits move their auditory, 
More with their exclamation, than ſenſe 
Ot reaſon, or ſound doctrine, 

 Zanche, 

Gentle madam, 

Seem to conſent, only ' perſuade him teach 
The way to death; jet him die firſt. 
; Littoria Corombona, 

'Tis good. I apprehend it, 

To kill one's felf is meat that we mult take 


Like pills, not chew'r, but quickly fwallow it; 
The ſmart o'th* wound, or weakneſs of the hand, 
May elſe bring treble torments. | 

I have held it io 
A wretched and moſt miſerable life, 
Which is not able to die. 

Vittoria Corombona. 
O but frailty ! | 


Yet I am now reſolved ; farewel, affliction : 

Behold Brachiano, I, that while you liv'd 

Did make a flaming altar of my heart 

To ſacrifice unto you, now am read 

To ſacritice heart and all. Farewel, Zanche! 
Zanche. 

How, madam ? do you think that I'll outlive you; 

Eſpecially when my belt half, Flamineo, 

Goes the ſame voyage? 
Hlamineo. 


O moſt loved Moor! 
Zanche. 
Only by all my love let me entreat you; 
Since it is moſt neceſſary one of us 
Do violence on ourſelves; let you or I 
Be her ſad taſter, teach her how to die. 
Flamineo. | 
Thou doſt inſtruct me-nobly ; take theſe piſtols, 
Becauſe my hand is ſtain'd with blood already: 
Two of theſe you ſhall level at my breaſt, 
Th'other *gainſt your own, and ſo we'll die 
Moſt equally contented : but firſt ſwear 
Not to outlive me. 
Vittoria Corombona and Zanche, 
Moſt religiouſly. | 
Flamineo. 
Then here's an end of me; farewel, day-light. 
And, O contemptible phyſick ! that do'ſt rake 
So long a ſtudy, only to preſerve 
So ſhort a lite; I take my leave of thee. 
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Shewing the piſtols, 
Y 1 heſe 


* * 
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Theſe are two cupping-glaſſes, that ſhall draw 
All my infected blood out. 


Are you ready ? 


Ready. 

Flamineo, 

Whither ſhall I go now? O Lucian, to thy ridiculous pur- 
gatory ? to find Alexander the Great cobbling ſhoes? Pompey 
tagging points? and Julius Cæſar making hair-buttons? Han- 
nibal ſelling blacking? and Auguſtus crying garlick? Charle- 
maigne ſelling liſts by the dozen P and king Pepin crying ap- 

les in a cart drawn with one horſe ? 
Whether I reſolve to fire, earth, water, air, 
Or all the elements by ſcruples; I know not, 
Nor greatly care Shoot, ſhoot, 
Of all deaths, the violent death is beſt; 
They ſhoot, and run to him, and tread upon bim. 
For from ourſelves it ſteals ourſelves fo fait, 
The pain, once apprebended, is quite paſt, 
Vittoria Corombona. 


What are you dropt? 


Both. 


F lamineo. 

I am mix'd with earth already: as you are noble, 
Perform your vows : and bravely follow me. 
Vittoria Corombona. 


Zanche, 
To moſt aſſured damnation ? 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O thou moſt curſed devil. 


Zanche. 
Thou art caught. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
In thine own engine. I tread the fire out 
That would have been my ruin. 
"IM" Flamineo. 
Will you be perjurd? what a religious oath was Styx, that 
the gods never durſt ſwear by, and violate! O that we had 
ſuch an oath to miniſter, and to be ſo well kept in our courts 


of juſtice ! 


Whither? to hell ? 


Vittoria 


5 
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| ; . . Vittoria Coronbona, 
Think whither thou art — . 

Ache. . 

And remember what villanies thou haſt acted. 

| Vittoria Corombona. 

This thy death 

Shall make me, like a blazing ominous ſtar, 
\ Look up and tremble. 

Flamineo. 


Oh, I am caught with a ſpringe ! 
* 8 Vittoria Corombona. 
| You ſee the fox comes many times ſhort home, 
*Tis here prov'd true. | 
Flamineo. 
KilPd with a couple of 7* braches ! 
Vitteria Corombona. 
- No fitter offering for the infernal furies, 
Than one in whom they reign'd while he was living. 
Flami neo. | 
O, the way's dark.and horrid ! I cannot ſee, 
Shall 1 have no company ? 
Vittoria Corombona, 
O yes, thy fins 85 
| Do run betore thee to fetch fire from hell, 
e To light thee thither. 


Flamineo. EIS, 
O, I ſmell ſoot, moſt ſtinking ſoot ; the chimney is a fire; 
My liver's parboil'd, like Scotch holly-bread ; 
There's a ptumber laying pipes in my guts, it ſcalds ; 
Wilt thou outlive me ? | | 
anche. 


Yes; and drive a ſtake | 
Through thy body; for we'll give it out, 
Thou didſt this violence upon thyſelf. 


78 brachcs] Ulitius, in his Notes on Gratius, as quoted by Dr. War- 
burton in his Note to Othello, A. 2. S. 1. ſays, Racha Saxonibus canem 
Srenificabat, unde Scoti bodie Rache pro cane femina habent, quod Arg lis 


. Brache. 
Flamineo. 


* 5 3 ö * 
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| Flamineo. : 

O cunning devils! now I have try'd your love; 
And Joubled all your reaches, I am not wounded: 

| {Flamineo rifeth, 

The piſtols held no bullets : *twas a plot | | 
To prove your kindneſs to me; and I live- 
To puniſh your ingratitude. I knew, 
One time or other, you would find a way 
To give me a ſtrong potion. O men, 
That lie upon your death-beds, and are haunted 
With howling wives; ne'er truſt them, they'll re-marry, 
Ere the worm pierce your winding-ſheet, ere the ſpider 
Make a thin curtain for your epitaphs ! 
How cunning you were to diſcharge? do you practiſe at the 
artillery- yard? Truſt a woman? never, never; Brachiano be 
my preſident: we lay our fouls to pawn to the devil for a little 
pleaſure, and a woman makes the bill of ſale. That erer man 
ſhould marry ! for 79 one Hy permneſtra that ſaved her lord 
and huſband, forty-nine of her fiſters cut their huſbands throats 
all in one night, There was a ſhoal of virtuous horſe-leeches! 
Here are two other inſtruments. 


Enter-Lodovico and Gaſparo. 


+ Jtoria Corombona. 
Help! help! 


Flamineo. 
What noiſe is that? ha! falſe keys i'th'court ? 
ico. 
We have brought you a maſk, 
Flamineo. 


A machine it ſeems by your drawn ſwords. 
Church-mea turn'd revellers ! 


79 one Hypermneflra] Hypermneſtra, one of the fifty daughters of 
Danaus, the fon of Belus, brother of Ægyptus. Her father, being warned 
by an oracle, that he ſhould be killed by one of his nephews, perſuaded \ 
his daughters, who were compelled to marry the ſons of their uncle, to 
murder them on the firſt night, This was executed by every one except | 
3 — She preſerved her huſbaad Linus, who afterwards ſlew ' 
anaus, 


Gaſpar 0c 


Fl 


: 
* 
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Gafaro, 
; Lodovico, 


Do you know us now? 


Iſabella! Iſabella! 


. F. lamineo. 
Lodovico! and Gaſparo 
Lodovico. 
Yes; and that Moor the duke gave penſion to 
Was the great duke of Florence. 
| Vittoria Corombona. 
O we are loſt! | | 


Flamineo. 


You ſhall not take juſtice from forth my hands, 


O let me kill her L'll cut my fafety 
Through your coats of ſteel. - Fate's a ſpaniel, 


We cannot beat it from us. What remains now? © 


Let all that do ill, take this precedent : * 
Man may bis fate foreſee, but not prevent, 

And of all axioms this ſhall win the prize, 

*Trs better to be fortunate than wiſe. | 


| Ga 70. 
Bind him to the pillar. 4 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O, your gentle pity ! 
I have ſeen a black-bird that would ſooner fly 
To a man's boſom, than to ſtay the gripe 
Of the fierce ſparrow-hawk. 
Gafparo. 
Your hope deceives you. 
a Vittoria Corombona. 
If Florence be 1th? Court, he would not kill me. 
Gaſßparo 


7 


Fool! Princes give rewards with their own hands, 


But death or puniſhment by the hands of others. 
Lodovico, | 
Sirrah, you once did ſtrike me, I'll ſtrike you 
Unto the centre. 


Huamineo. 
Thou'lt do it like a hangman ; a baſe hangman; 
Not like a noble fellow, for thou ſee'ſt 
I cannot ſtrike again. 


7 
4 


Lodovico. 


0 — 
- 1 


+> 
4 


- 


| ; | Lodovico. 
Doſt laugh ? | 
Flamineo. 
Would'ſt have me die, as 4 was born, in whining ! 
ro. 
Recommend yourſelf to heaven. 
Far Hamiuco. 
No, I will carry inine own commendations thither. 
200. a F 


O could I kill you forty times a day, 
And uſe it four year together, *rwere ioo little: 
Nouyht grieves but that you are too few to feed | 
The famine of our vengeance, What doſt think on ? 

| _' I#lamines. _ 

Nothing ; of nothing : leave thy idle queſtions, 
I am i'th* way to * a long ſilence; 
To prate were idle; I remember nothing, 
There's notbing of fo infinite vexation 
As man's own thoughts. 

Lodovico. 


O thou glorious ſtrumpet! 
Could I divide thy breath from this pure air 
When't leaves thy body, I would fuck it up, 
And breathe't upon ſome dunghill, 
Vittoria Corombona, 
You, my death's-man |! 
Methinks thou doſt not look horrid enough, 
Thou haſt too good a face to be a hangman ; 
If thou be, do thy office in right form ; 
Fall down upon thy knces, and aſk forgiveneſs. 
Lodovico. 
O, thou haſt been a moſt prodigious comer, 
But I'll cut off your train: kyll the Moor firit. 
Uittoria Corombona. 
You ſhall not kill her firſt { behold my brea't, 
I will be waited on in death; my ſervant 
$:all never go before me. 


Are you ſo brave? — 
You. VI, A 2 
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Nuoria Corombond. 
Yes, I ſhall welcome death 


As princes do ſome great embaſſadors ; 
I meet thy weapon half way. 


ic. 
Thou doſt tremble N 
Methinks, fear ſhould diſſolve thee into air. 
. Vittoria Corombona. 
O, thou art deceived, I am too true a woman: 
nceit can never kill me, I'll tell rhee what, 
I will not in my death ſhed one baſe tear; 
Or if look pale, for want of blood, not fear 
Gaſparo. | | 
Thou art my taſk, black fur x. 17 


LCs 
I have blood . 
As red as either of theirs ? Wilt drink ſome ? 
*Tis good for the falling-fickneſs : I am proud 
Death cannot alter my complexion, 
For I ſhall ne'er look pale. 


| Lodovico 
Strike, ſtrike, | | 
With a joint motion. 
wy Vittoria Corombona. 
*T was a manly blow; | 
The next thou giv'ſt, murther ſome ſucking infant; 
And then thou wilt be famous. 


HFlamineo, 
O, what blade is't ? 
0 A Toledo, or an Engliſh fox ? 


8 A Toledo,] Toledo is the capital city of Newcaſtile, and was 
formerly much famed for making of ſord-blades. So, in Green : By 
for an Upſtart Courtier, 1592 : © And you _—_ are patron of rul- 
e fians and ſwaſhbucklers, and will ſell them a blade that may be thruſt 
cc into a buſhell ; but, if a poore man that cannot ſxil of it, you ſell him 
& a ſwoord or rapyer new overglaſed, and ſweare the blade came either 
cc from Turkie or Toledo.” | . ; 

an Eng” Fox] A cant term for a fword, So, in Ben Jonſon's Far- 
tholomew Fair, A. 2. S. 6.: „What would you have, ſiſter, of a fellow 


& that knows nothing but a baſket-hilt, and an odd fox in't?“ 


2 I ever 
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J ever thought a cutler ſhould diſtinguiſh 
The cauſe of my death, rather than a doctor. 
Search my wound deeper: tent it with the ſicel that made it. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
O! my greateſt fin lay in my blood; 
Now my blood pays for't. 
Th'art a noble ſiſter, 
T love thee now; if woman do breed man, 
She ought to teach him manhood : Fare thee well, 
Know, many glorious women that are fam'd 
For maſculine virtue, have been vicious, 
Only a happier filence did betide them; 
She has no faults, who hath the art to hide them. 
Vittoria Corombona. 
My ſoul, like to a ſhip in a black ſtorm, 
Is driven, I know not whither. 
Flaminco. 
Then caſt anchor. 
« Proſperity doth bewitch men, ſeeming clear; 
© But ſeas do laugh, ſhew white, when rocks are near. 
« We ceaſe to griere, ceaſe to be Fortune's ſlaves, 
„ Nay, ceaſe to die by dying.” Art thou gone ? 
And thou ſo near the bottom: falſe report! 
Which ſays that women vie with the nine Muſes, - 
For nine tough durable lives : I do not look 
Who went before, nor who ſhall follow me; 
No, at myſelf I will begin and end. 
* While we look up to heaven, we confound 
Knowledge with knowledge.” O, I am in a miſt! 
| | Vittoria Corombona. 
O happy they that never ſaw the Court, 
Nor ever knew great men but by report,” [Vittoria dies. 
Flamineo. Fan? | 
I recover like a ſpent taper, for a flaſk, and inſtantly go out. 
Let all that belong to great men remember th” old wives. tra- 
dition, to be like the lions i'th“ Tower on Candlemas-day ; 
to mourn if the ſun ſhine, for fear of the pitiful remainder of 
Winter to come, ; g N 
D "0 


17 
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"Tis well yet, there's ſome goodneſs in my death, 
My life was a black charnel : I have nA 
An everlafting cold. I have loſt my voice 

, Moſt irrecoverably ; farewel, glorious villains ; 
This buſy trade of life appears moſt vain, = 
Since reſt breeds reſt, where all ſeek pain by pain,” 
Let no harſh flattering bells reſound my knell ; 


Strike, thunder, and ſtrike loud, to my farewel. [Diz, 
Enter Embaſſadors and Giovanni. 
Engliſh Embaſador. 4; 
This way ! this way ! break open the doors ! this way. 
2c. | 


Ha! are we betray'd ? A 
Why then let's conſtantly die all together; 
And having finiſh'd this moſt noble deed, 
Defy the worſt of fate ; nor fear to bleed. 


Keep back the prince, ſhoot, ſhoot, 
Ws — Lodovice, 
O, I am wounded, 

I fear I ſhall be taken. 
: Giovanni, 

You bloody villains, 

By what authority have you committed 
This maſſacre ? 43 
i Giovanni. 

Mine? 

Lodovico. 


Ves; Thy uncle, which is part of thee, enjoin'd us tot: 
_- Thou know'lt me, I am ſure; I am Count Lodowick ; 
And thy moſt noble uncle in diſguiſe 
Was hal night in thy court. | 
Giovanni. 
Ha ! 
G 


Yes, that Moor thy father 


his penſioner, 
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| Giovanni, | 


He turn'd murderer! 
Away with them to priſon, and to torture; 
All that have hands in this ſhall taſte our juſtice, 
As I hope heaven! N 

Lodovico 


I do glory yet. f 
That I can call this act mine own : For wy ; 
The rack, the gallows, and the torturous wheel, 
Shall be but ſound ſleeps to me, here's my reſt; 

1 limn'd this night-piece, and it was my beſt,” 
Giovanni. 

Remove the bodies ; ſee, my honoured Lord, 
What uſe you ought make of their puniſhment. 
Let guilty men remember, their deeds 
Do Low on crutches, made of ſlender reeds, 


Inſtead of an Epilogue, only this of Martial ſupplies mes 
Hee fucrint nobis praemia, ff placui. | 


W well, and I dare 
affirm, with the joint-teſtimony of of their own quality 
(for the true imitation of life, without ſtriving to make nature 
a monſter) the beſt that ever became them : whereof as I 
make a general acknowledgment, ſo in particular I muſt re- 
member the well-approved induſtry of my friend Maſter 
Perkins , and pas, the worth of his action did crown 
both the beginning and end. 


n See Note to The Few of Malia, vol. VIII. p. 303. A Copy of 
Verſes, by Mr, Perkins, 1s p to Heywood's Apology for Actors. 
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(.) The White Divel: or, The Tragedy of Paulo Giordano 
Urſini, Duke of Brachiano: With the Life and Death of 
Vittoria Corombona, the famous Venetian Curtizan, Adcted 
by the Queenes Majeſties Servants. - Written by JohN Wes- 
STER. Non 7znferiora,/ecutus, London, Printed by N. O. 
for Thomas Archer, and are to be fold at his ſhop in Pope's 
Head Pallace neere the Royall Exchange, 161 2. 4to. 


(2.) The White Devil: or, The Tragedy of Paulo Gior- 
dano Urſini, Duke of Brachiano : With the Life and Death of 
Vittoria Coromboria\ the famous Venetian Curtizan. As it 
hath bin divers times acted by the Queens Majeſties Servants 
at the Phoenix in"Driiry-Lane, Written by Jobn Webſter. 
Non inferiora ſecutus, ndon, Printed by J. N. for Hugh 
Petty, and are to be ſold at his ſhop at the ſigne of the Har- 
row in Brittaine-byrſe. 1631, 4to, | 
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HATH LOST HIS PEARL. 


; OBERT TAILOR, the Author of this Play, is en- 
tirely unknown. The Title - page of it ſays it was divers 

times publickly acted by certain 2 fa Prentices ; and Sir 
Henry Wotton *, in a Leiter to Sir Edmund Bacon, dated 
:612-13, gives the following account of its firſt performance: 
On Sunday laſt at night, and no longer, ſome ſixteen A 
1 prentices (of what ſort you ſhall gueſs by the reſt of t 
« ftory) having ſecretly learnt a new play without book, in- 
* titled, The flag hath le his Pearl; took up the White 
« Frrers for their Thea'er: and having invited thither (as it 
i ſhould ſeem) rather their miſtrefles than their maſters ; who 
ere all to enter per buletini for a note of diſtinction from 
& ordinary comedians. Towards the end of the play, the 
e ſheriffs (who by chance had heard of it) came in (as they 
* ſay) and carried ſome fix or ſeven of them to perform the 
4 laſt act at Bridewel ; the reſt are fled. Now it is ſtrange to 
& hear how ſharp-witted the City is, for they will needs have 


Sir John Swinneiton the Lord Mayor be meant by the 
* Pearl.” | 


See Reliquiz Wottonianz, gth Edition, 1685, f. 403. 
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O long-time-ramour'd Hog, ſ often E. 
y unexpefled accidents, and toft 
2 e one houſe to ansther ; fill deceimging © 
= Many men's expefations, and bequeathing 
To ſome Ia labour ; is at length got hoſe, 
 » Leaving bis ferwile yoke-flick to the gooſe ; 
Hath a knights licence, and may range at pleaſure, 
. Sight of all thoſe that exoy our Hog's treaſure, * 
And thus much let me tell you, that our Swine 
I not, as divers criticks did divine, 
Grunting at Harte. fairs, or invecting 
Much at our city's vicrs; no, nor detecting 
The pride or fraud int; but, were it now 
He had his fin birth, «vit fbonld teach him how 
Ts tax theſe times abuſes, and tell ſome 
How ill they did in renzing oft from home ; 
For to prevent O men more hard than flint!) 
A mater, that ſhall laugh at them in print. 
Once to proceed in this play cor were mindleſs, 


Thinking cue l "mong ft Fees, that lov'd no Swine's fieſh: 


But, now that trouble's paſt, if it deſerve a hiſs 
As queſtionleſs it will, through our amiſs), 
Let it be favour'd by your gentle ſufferance ; 
Wiſe men are flill indud <vith patience : 

We are not half fo ſtill d as ftrolling players, 
Who conld not pleaſe here, as at country: ſairs: 
Ve may be peltrd off, for aught cue know, 

With apples, eggs, or flones, from thence belozw ; 


*— 


PROLOGUE. 


3 
1 : 
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In cbhich cue crave your friendjbip, if we may, 
And you ſhall have a dance worth all the play: 
And, if it prove ſo happy as to pleaſe, 
Well jay * lis fortunate, like Pericles, 


2 «> "tis fortunate, like Pericles] i. e. the play of that name attributed 
to- Shakſpeare. Perhaps a ſneer was deſigned, To ſay that a dramatic 
piece was fortunate, is not to ſay that it was deſerving: and why of all 


the pieces ſuppoſed to be written by our great Author was this particu» 
larized? 8. 


DRA- 


L 3% J 


DRAMATIS PERSONA 


OLD lord WpzaLThy, 

Young lord, his ſon. 

Max iA, his daughter, 
ee | two gentlemen, near friends, 

Licurtryoor, a country gentleman, 
_ Havpoir, a youthful gallant, 

Hos, an uſurer. 

RzezEcca, his daughter. 

PeTER SERVITUDE, his man. 

ArLAs, a porter, 

A Prieſt. 

A Player. 

A Serving-man. 

A Nurſe. 


HATH LOST HIS PEARL, 


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA. 


Enter L. 4 cou leman, tbe 
SI 2 5 2 une 


Lightfoot. 
Ho, O, who's within here? 
Enter Atlas, 4 porter. 
Ha' ye any money to pay, you knock with ſuch authority, 


ſir? 
Lightfoot. 
What if I have not, may not a man knock without money, 


ir? 
Allas. 
Seldom ; women and ſervants will not put it up ſo, fir. 
How ſay you by that, ſir? but I pr'ythee, is not this ore 
Allas's houſe, a porter: 


Atlas, | 

Lam the rent-payer thereof. | 

Lig htfoot. | 

In good time, ſir. | 
Atlas. 


Not in good time neither, fir, for I am behind with my 1 


andlord a year and three quarters at leaſt, 
1 Lightfoot. 


* 
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| Lightfoot. 
Now if a man would gi 


ive but obſervance to this fellow," 

prating, he would weary his ears ſooner than a barber. Do 

y'hear, fir? lies there not * a gentleman, at this houſe! 
tas. 

Here lies ſuch a gentleman, fir, whoſe cloaths (were they 
not greaſy) would beſpeak him ſo. f 

| Lightfoot. 8 

Then I pray, fir, when your leiſure ſhall permit, that you 

would vouchſafe to help me to the ſpeech of him. 3 
8 Atlas. 

We muſt firſt crave your oath, ſir, that you come pot with 
intent to moleſt, perturb, or endanger him. for he is a geatle · 
man whom it hath pleaſed fortune to make her tennis-ball of, 
and there fore ſubject to be ſtruck by every fool into hazard, 

a . Lightfoot. 

In that I commend thy care of him, for which friendſhip 
here's a ſlight reward; tell him a countryman of his, one 
Lightfoot, is here, and he — any way deſpair of his ſafety, 

tas. 

With all reſpec, fir; pray —_ my houſe, [ Exit Allis. 

_ Lightfoot, 

So, now I ſhall have a ſight of my couſin gallant : he that 
hath conſumed 800 J. a year in as few years as he hath ear 
on his head: he that was wont never to be found without 
three or four pair of red breeches running before his horle, or 
coach: he that at a meal hath had more ſeveral kinds, than l 
think the ark contaiird: he that was? admir'd by niters, for 
his robes of gallantry, and was indeed all that an elder brother 
might be, prodigal; yet he, whoſe unthrittineſs kept many a 
houſe, is now glad to keep houſe in a houſe that keeps him, 
the poor tenant of a porter. And fee his appearance! Pl 
ſeem ſtrange to him, 


3 — admir'd by niters, for his robes of gallantry,] If this be not a cor- 
rupted, it muſt be an affected, word, coined from the Latin word a, to 
ſhine, or be ſplendid, He was admir'd by thoſe who ſhone molt in the 

article of dreſs. 8. | | 

So, in Marſton's Satires, printed with Pygmalion, 1 598. 

« dapper, rare, compledt, ſweet n:/tie youth! 
cc Jeſu Maria How his clothes appeare 
„ Croft and recroſt with lace, &c.“ 


Enter 


„5 7 ; 
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Enter Haddit in poor array. 
ohefoot, how dog 1 
Couſin Li how do'ſt ? wel, to the city. 
Lightfoot. 


Who calls me couſin ? where's my couſin Haddit ? he's ſure- 
iy putting on ſome rich apparel, for me to ſee him in. I ha? 
been thinking all the way I came up, how much his company 


will credit me. ; 
Haddit, © -. | | 
My name is Haddit, fir, and your kinſman, if parents may 
be mrofted ; and therefore you may pleaſe to know me better, 
when you fee me next. | 


I pr'ythee, fellow, ſtay ; 45 it thou ſhould'ſt be he ? 
why he was the generous ſpark of men's admiration. 
Haddit. 
I am that ſpark, fir, tho? now rak'd up in aſhes; - 
Yet when it pleaſeth fortune's chops to blow 
Some gentler gale upon me, I may then 
From forth of embers riſe and ſhine again. 

| ; ': - Lightfoot. * | 

O, by your verſifying I know you now, fir; how do'ſt? I 
knew thee not at firit, thou'rt very much alter'd. 7 

Haddit. 

Faith, and ſo I am, exceeding much ſince you ſaw me laſt ; 
about 800 J. a year; but let it paſs, “ for paſſage carried away 
the moſt part of it, a plague of fortune. 

e Fe Lightfoot. 

Thov'ſt more need to pray to fortune than curſe her, ſhe 
may be kind to thee when thou art peaitent, but that 1 fear 
NN TT Te ee GE | 

Haddit. 


Ono, if ſhe be a woman, ſhe'll ever love thoſe that hate her. 
But, couſin, thou art thy father's firſt· born; help me but to 


* for paſſage carried away, &c. ] © Paſſage is a game at dice to be 
play d at but by two, and it is performed with three dice. The caſter 
* throws continually till he hath thrown dubblets under ten, and then he 
* 15 out and loſeth ; or dubblets above ten, aud then he paſſeth aud wins.” 
Compleat Gameſter, 1680, p- 119. 
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— and I'll redeem my mortgag d lands with a wench 


. Lightfoot, 
As how, I ptay thee? : 


| | OSS. | 

Marry thus; Hog the uſurer bath one only daughter, 
F | Lightfoot. 

Is his name Hog? it fits him exceeding well: for as a hog 
in his life-time is always devouring, and never commodious in 
 aught till his death; even ſo is he, whoſe goods at that time 
may be put.to many good ules. 

Haddit. ; 
And ſo I hope they ſhall before his death. This daughter 
of his did, and I thi..k doth love me; but I then thinking my- 
ſelf worthy of an empreſs, gave but flight reſpedt unto her 4 
vour, for that her parentage ſeem'd not to equal my high 
thoughts, puft'd up<— _ . 
s Lightfoot. 
With tobacco ſurely, | 
Haddit. 


No, but with as bad a weed, vain- glory. 
| Lightfoot. 
And you could now be content to put your lofty ſpirits iuto 
the loweſt pit of her favour. Why what means will ſerve, 
man ? *Sfoot, if all 1 have will repair thy fortunes, it ſhall fly 


at thy command, 
Haddit. 


Thanks, good cuz, the means ſhall not be great, only that 
I may firtt be clad in a generous outſide, for — the cbief 
attraction that draws female atfection. Good parts, without 
kabiliments of gallantry, are no more ſet by in theſe times, than 
a good leg in a woollen ſtoeking. No, tis a gliſtering pre- 
fence and audacity brings 27 into tools felicity. 
- Jightfoot. 
You've a good ce rs, but what do ye think your 


biave outfide ſhall effect? | | 
Haddit. 


That being had, we'll to the uſurer, where you {hall 
offer ſome ilight piece of land to mortgage, and, if yo8 


do it to bring ourſelves into caſh, it ſhall be ne'er the _ 
| [ 
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from you, for here's a project will not be fruſtrate of this 
aq | 


purpo ; 
Lightfoot. 
Pn inftantly go ſeek for a habit 


E 
That ſhall be ſhortly try'd. 
for thee, and that of the richeſt too; that which ſhall not be 


ſubject to the ſcoff of any gallant, tho? to the accompliſhing 
thereof all my means go. Alas! what's a man unleſs he wear 


good cloaths 3 [Exit Lightfoot. 
tt, 


Good ſpeed attend my fuit! Here's a never- ſeen nephew, 


kind in diſtreſs; this gives me more cauſe of admiration than 
the loſs of thirty-five — together at Paſſage. Ay, when 
s perform'd . but words and deeds are now more different 
than puritans and players. | 

Enter Atlas. 


. Atlas. 
Here's the Player would ſpeak with you. 
a Haddit. k 
About 5 the jig I promiſed him.— My pen and ink! I 
pc ythee let him in, there may be ſome caſh rhim'd out of him, 


Enter Player. 


Player. ö 
The muſes aſſiſt you, fir: what, at your ſtudy fo early ? 


ts 
O chiefly now, fir; for Aurora Miſis amica. 
Player. 
Indeed I underſtand not Latin, fir. 
Haddit. 
Lou muſt then pardon me, good Mr. Chan t; for 1 
proteſt unto you, it is ſo much my often converſe, chat if there 
be none but women in my company, yet cannot I forbear it. 


That ſnews your more learning, ſir; but, I pray you, is that 
{mall matter done I entreated ＋ 
Haddit. | 
A ſmall matter! you'll figd it worth Meg of Weſtminſter, 
atho? it be but a bare jigs 


5 the jig] See Note 35 to Edward II. vol II. p. 354- 
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| | Player. „ 
O lord, fir, I would it had but half the taſte of garliek, .. \ 
Garlick ſtinks to this; if it prove that you have not mote 
whores to ſee this than e'er garlick had, ſay I am a boaſter of 
my own works; diſgrace me on the open ſtage, and bob me 
off with ne'er a penny, 
de : Player. 


O lord, fir, far be it from us to debar any worthy writer of 
his merit: but J pray you, fir, what. is the title you beſtoy 


upon it ? 

Haddit. | 

Marry, that which is full as forcible as garlick, the name of 
it is, Who buys my four ropes of hard onions ? by which four 
ropes is meant, four ſeveral kind of livers; by the onions, 
hangers-on; as at ſome convenient time I will more parti 
| larly inform you in ſo rare 1 and obſcure myſtery. 

layer. | 

J pray let me ſee the beginning of it. I hope you hare 
made no dark ſentence in't; for, I'll aſſure you, our audience 
commonly are very ſimple, idle-headed people, and, if they 
ſhould hear what they underſtand not, they would quite forſale 


our houſe. 
Haddit, 


O ne'er fear it, for what I bave writ is both witty to the 
wiſe, and pleaſing to the ignorant; for you ſhall have thoſe 
laugh at it far more heartily that underſtand it not, than thoſe 


that do. 
Player. 
| Methinks the end of this ſtave is a foot too long. 
Haddit. 
O no, ſing it but in tune, and I dare warrant you. 
Player. 
Why hear ye. [He fngs, 
And you that delight in trulls and minions, | 
Come buy my four ropes of hard fir Thomas's onions. : 
Look ye there, fir Thomas might very well have been left out; 
beſides, hard ſhould have come next the onions. 
Haddit. 
Fie, no; the diſmembering of a rhime to bring in reaſou 
ſhews the more efficacy in the writer. Pipe 
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Well, as you pleaſe; I pray you, fir, what will the gratuity 
be? I would content you as near hand as I could, 

2282 Haddit. 

80 I believe. | LA.. 
Why, Mr. Change · coat, I do not ſuppoſe we ſhall differ many 
pounds; pray make your offer, if you give me too much, I 
will, moſt doctor of phyſick _ reſtore. 


ayer. 

You ſay well; look you, fir, there's a brace of angels, be- 
fides much drink of free-coſt, if it be lik'd. 

| Haddit. 

How, Mr. Change-coat! a brace of angels, beſides much 
drink of free-coſt it it be lik'd ! I fear you have learn'd it by 
heart; if you have powder'd up my plot in your ſconce, you 
may home, fir, and inſtru your poet over a pot of ale the 
whole method on't. But if you do fo juggle, look to't. 
Shrove-Tueſday © is at hand, and I have ſome acquaintance 
with bricklayers and plaiſterers. 
| P layer . 

Nay, I pray, fir, be not angry; for as I am a true ſtage- 
trotter, I mean honeſtly ; and look ye, more for your love than 
otherwiſe, I give you a brace more, 

Haddit. 

Well, good words do much; I cannot now be angry with 
you, but ſee henceforward you do like him that would pleaſe 
a new-married wife, ſhew your moſt at firſt, leſt ſome other 
come between you and your deſires ; for I proteſt, had you not 
ſuddenly ſhewn your good-nature, another ſhould have had it, 
though it had been for nothing. 

| Player. 

Troth I'm forry I gave you ſuch cauſe of impatiency ; but 
you ſhall ſee hereafter, if your invention take, I will not ſtand 
off tor a brace more or leſs; defiring I may ſee your works 
before another, 


© Sbrove-Tueſday is at band] Shrove-Tueſday was a holiday for ap- 
prentices and working people, as appears by ſeveral contemporary writers. 
= in Dekkar's Seven deadly Sinnes of London, 1606, p. 3 5: they pre- 
: ently (like prentiſes upon Skrove-Tueſday) take the lawe into their 
vue handes, and doe what they liſt.” 


b 2 Haddit. 
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Haddit, 

Nay, before all others; and ſhortly expect a notable piece of 
matter, ſuch a jig whoſe tune, with the natural whiſtle of x 
carman, ſhall be more raviſhing to the cars of ſhopkeepers thaua 
whole concert of barbers at midnight, 

Player. 

I am your man for't; I pray you command all the kindne 

belongs to my function, as a box for your friend at a new play, 


although I procure the hate of all my company. 
Ws Hadlit. d 


No, Ill pay for it rather; that may breed a mutiny in your 
whole houſe. 


Player. 7; 
I care not, I ha' play d a king's part any time theſe ten years; 
and if I cannot command ſuch a matter, twere poor, faith. 
"= 


Well, maſter Change-coat, you. ſhall now leave me, for [ll 
to my ſtudy ; the morning hours are precious, and my Muſe 
meditates moſt upon an empty ſtomach. 
| ” layer. 

T pray, fir, when this new invention is produced, let me not 
be forgotten, 
Haddit. 


JI ſooner forget to be a jig-maker, [Exit Player, 
So, here's four angels I little dreamt of. Nay, and there be 
money to be gotten by foolery, I hope fortune will not ſee me 
Want. Atlas, Atlas. 
| Enter Atlas. 


What, was my country cuz here ſince ? 
Atlas. 


+. Why, did he. promiſe to come again, ſeeing how the calc 
ſtood w'ye ? 5 N 
Haddit. 
Yea, and to advance my down-tallen fortunes, Atlas. 
Ailas. 


But ye are not ſure he meant it you, when he ſpake it. 
Haddit | 


No, nor is it in man to conjecture rightly the thought by the 
tongue, Ai las. 
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Atlas. | 
Why then, I'll believe it When I ſee it. If you had been 
in prolperity when he had promiſed you this kindnef 
Haddit. 


I had not needed it. 
Atlas. 


But being now you do, I _ you muſt go without it, 
addit, 
If I do, Atlas, be it ſo; Ill e'en go write this rhime over 
my bed's head: 
Undone by folly ; fortune, lend me more. 
Canſt thou, and wilt not? pox on ſuch a whore, 
7 and ſo I'll ſet up my reſt. But fee, Atlas, here's a little of 
that that damns lawyers ; take it in part of a farther recom- 


pence. 
Atlas. 
No, pray keep it; I am conceited of your better fortunes, 


and therefore will ſtay out that expectation, 
Haddit. 

Why, if you will, you may ; but the ſurmounting of my 
fortunes is as much to be doubted, as he, whoſe eſtate lies in 
the lottety, deſperate, 

Atlas. 


But ne'er deſpair. Sfoot, why ſhould not you live as well 
as a thouſand others, that wear change of taffety, whoſe means 


were never any thing ? 
Haddit. 


Ves, cheating, theft, and pandariſing, or may be flattery. 
I have maintained ſome of them myſelf, But come, haſt 
aught to breakfaſt ? 
Ailas. 


Yes, there's the fag · end of a leg of mutton. 
Haaddit. 
There cannot be a ſweeter diſh; it has coſt money the 


dreſſing, 
Atlas. 
At the barber's, you mean. [ Exeunt, 


] IP fo PU ſet up my reſt] See Note 24 to The Jovial Crew, vol. X. 
364. | 
B b 3 Euler 


390 THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL. 


| Albert. 
This is the green, and this the chamber-w 


indow ; 


And ſee, the appointed light ſtands in the caſement, 


The ladder of ropes ſet orderly ; yet he 
That ſhould aſcend, flow in his haſte, is not 


As yet come hither. 


Wer't any friend that lives, but Carracus, 

I'd try the bliſs which this fine time preſents. 
Appoint to carry hence fo rare an heir, 

And be fo flack ! 'sfoot, it doth move my patience. 
Would any man that 1s not void of ſenſe, 

Not have watcht night by night for ſuch a prize? 
Her beauty's ſo attractive, that by heav n, 
My heart balf grants todo my friend a wrong. 
Forego theſe thoughts; Albert, be not a ſlave . - 


To thy affection; do nor falſify 


Thy faith to him, whoſe only friendſhip's worth 
A world of women. He is ſuch a one, 


Thou canſt not live without his 


He is and was ever as thine own heart's blood. 
Maria beckons him in the windo, 
*Sfoot, ſee ſhe beckons me, for Carracus : | 

Shall my baſe purity, cauſe me neglect 

This preſent happineſs ? I will obtain it, 

Spight of my timorous conſcience. I am in perſon, 


Habit, and all, ſo like to Carracus, 


It may be acted, and ne er call'd in queſtion. 
| Maria calls. 


Hiſt ! Carracus, aſcend : 


All is as clear as in our hearts we wiſh'd. 
| Albert. 
Nay, if I go not now, I might be gelded, i' faith! 


Albert aſcends; and, being on the top of the ladder, puts out the candi, 


Maria, 


O love, why do you ſo? 


Albert. 
I heard the ſteps of ſome coming this way; 
Did you not hear Albert paſs by as yet? 


* 


1 


1 
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| Maria. 
Not any creature paſs this way this hour, 
Albert. 
Then he intends, juſt at the break of day, 
To lend his truſty help to our departure, 
Tis yet two hours time thither, till when, let's reſt, 
For that our ſpeedy flight wo ae yield any. 
ids | 


But I fear, 
We poſleflipg of each other's preſence, 
Shall overſleep the time. Will your friend call ? 
Albert, 
Juſt at the inſtant, fear not of his care. 
Maria. 
Come then, dear Carracus, thou now ſhalt reſt 
Upon that bed, where fancy oft hath thought thee ; 
Which kindneſs until now I ne'er did grant thee, 
Nor would I now, but that thy loyal faith 
I have ſo often try'd ; even now, 
Secing thee come to that moſt honour'd end, 
Through all the dangers, which black night preſents, 
For to convey me hence and marry me. 
| Albert, 
If I do not do ſo, then hate me ever. 
| Maria. 
do believe thee, and will hate thee never. [ Exeunt, 


How pleaſing are the ſteps we lovers make, 
When in the paths of our content we pace, 
Jo meet our longings ! What happineſs ir is 
For man to love ! But oh, what greater bliſs 
To love, and be belov'd ! O what one virtue 
Eer reign'd in me, that I ſhould be inrich'd 
With all earth's good at once! I have a friend, 
Selected by the heavens as a gift 
To make me happy, whilſt I ive on earth; 
A man fo rare ot goodneſs, firm of faith, 
That earth's content muſt vaniſh in his death, 

Bb4 Then 


0 


H 
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Then for my love, and miſtreſs of my ſoul, 
A maid of rich endowments, * beautify'd 
_ all the virtues nature could _—_ 

n mortality, who this happy aight 
Win make — gainer of her — ſelf. 
And ſee how ſuddenly I have attain'd 
To the abode of my deſired wiſhes ! 
This is the green; how dark the night appears! 
I cannot hear the tread of my true friend, 
Albert! hiſt, Albert !——he's not come as yer, 
Nor is th' appointed light ſet in the window. 
What if I call Maria ? it may be 
She fear'd to ſet a light, and only beark'neth 
To hear my ſleps; and yet I dare not call, 
Leſt I betray myſelt, and that my voice, 
Thinking to enter in the ears of her, 
Be of ſome other heard: no, I will ſlay + 
Until the coming of my dear friend Albert. 
But now think, Carracus, what the end will be 
Of this thou doſt determine: thou art come 
Hither to rob a father of that wealth, 
That ſolely lengthens his now drooping years, 
His virtuous daughter, and all of that ſex left, 
To make him happy in his aged days: 
'The loſs of her may cauſe him to deſpair, 
Tranſport his near-decuying ſenſe to frenzy, 
Or to ſome ſuch abhorred inconveniency, 
Whereto frail age is ſübject. I do too ill in this, 
And muſt not think but that a father's plaint 
Wil move the heavens to pour forth miſery 
Upon the head of diſobediency. 
Yet reaſon tells us, parents are o'erſcen, 
When with too ſtrict a rein they do hold in 
Their child's affections, and controul that love, 
Which the high powers divine inſpire them with, 


8 beautify'd) So Hamlet, A. 2. S. 2. To the celeſtial, and my fgu!'s 
idol, the moſt beautified Ophelia. See the Notes of Mr. Theobald, Dr. 
Johnſon, and Mr. Steevens, thereon. Wh 

en 
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When in their ſhallowdf j 


udymems they know, - 
jon croſt miſery and woe NN Th 


But whilſt I run contemplating vn this, 


ſoft] to my deſired bliſs, 
" | — next field, where my friend 


Told me the horſes were in readineis. a LEais. 


Albert en from Maria. 
But do not ſtay. What, if you find not Albert? 
bg Albert 


Tl then return alone to fetch you hence, 
2. 
If you ſhould now deceive me, having gain'd 
What you men ſeek for 
Albert. 
Sooner I'll deceive my ſoul—and ſo I fear I have, [Afide, 
At your firſt call, I deſcend. 
| Albert. 
Till when, this touch of lips be the true pledge 
Of Carracus' conſtant true devoted love, 
Maria. 
Be ſure you ſtay not long; farewel; 
I cannot lend an ear to hear you part. [Exit Maria, 
Albert, 
But you did lend a hand unto my entrance. ¶ He deſcends, 
How have I wrong'd my friend, my faithtul friend ! 
Robb'd him of what's more precious than his blood, 
His earthly heaven, the unſpotted honour 
Of his ſoul- joying miſtreſs! the fruition of whoſe bed 
yet am warm of; whilſt dear Carracus 
Wanders this cold night through th'unſhelt'ring field, 
decking me, treacherous man ; yet no man neither, 
Though in an outward ſhew of ſuch appearance, 
But am a devil indeed, for ſo this deed 
Of wronged love and friendſhip rightly makes me, 
I may compare my friend to one that's ſick, 
Who, lying on his death-bed, calls to him 
His deareſt-thought friend, and bids him go 


To 
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To ſome rare gifted man, that can reſtore bes 
His former health: this his friend ſadly hears, 50 
And vows with proteſtations to fulfill! 
His wiſh'd deſires, with his beſt performance; 

But then no ſooner ſeeing that the death 
Of his fick friend would add to him fome gain, 
Goes not to ſeek a remedy to ſave, | 
But like a wretch hides him to dig his grave ; 
As I have done for virtuous Carracus. 
Vet, Albert, be not reaſonleſs, to indanger 
What thou may'ſt yet ſecure; who can detect 
The crime of thy licentious appetite ?-— 
1 hear one's pace, tis ſurely Carracus. 


Not find my friend! ſure ſome malignant planet 
Rules o'er this night, and, envying the content 
Which I in thought poſſeſs, debars me thus 
From what is more than happy, the lov'd preſence 
Of a dear friend and love. | 
; . Albert, 

Tis wronged Carracus, by Albert's baſeneſs : 

I have no power now to reveal myſelf, 
Carracus. 

The horſes ſtand at the appointed place, 
And night's dark coverture makes firm our ſafety. 
My friend is ſurely fall'n into a flumber 
On ſome bank hereabouts; I will call him. 


Friend, Albert, Albert, 
Albert 


Whate'er you are that call, you know my name. 
| Carracus. 2 
Ay, and thy heart, dear friend. 
Albert. 
O Carracus, you are a ſlou- pac'd lover! 
Your credit had been touch'd, had I not been. 
Carracus. 5 


As how, I pr'ythee, Albert ? 
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Why, I excus'd you to the fair Maria; 1 
Who would have thought you elſe a ſlack performer. 
For coming firſt under her chamber window, 

She heard me tread, and call'd upon your name; 
To which I anſwer'd, with a tongue like yours ; 
And told her, I would go to ſeek for Albert, 


And ſtraight return. 
| Carracus. 


Whom I have found, thanks to thy faith, and heav'n. 
But had not ſhe a light when you came firſt ? 
Albert, 
Yes, but hearing of ſome company, 
She at my warning was forc'd to put it out. 
And had | hoon ſo too, you and I too 


Had ſtill been happy. | [ Lide. 

| Carracus. 

See, we are now come to the chamber window. 
323 
Then you muſt call, for ſo I ſaid I would. 
Carracus, 
Maria, 
Maria. 


My Carracus, are you fo ſoon return'd ? 
I ſee, you'll keep your promiſe. | 
Carracus, 
Who would not do fo, having paſt it thee, 
Cannot be fram'd of aught but treachery : 
Faireſt, deſcend, that, by our hence departing, 
We may make firm the bliſs of our content, 
Maria. 
Is your friend Albert with you ? 
Albert. 
Yes, and your ſervant, honoured lad y. | N 
Vlad. 
Hold me from falling, Carracus. [ She deſcends, 
Carracus, | 
I will do now ſo; but not at other times, 
Maria, 


You are merry, fir ; 
But 


br N 
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But what d' y intend with this your ſcaling ladder, 
To leave it thus, or put i forth of fight ? 
Faith, tis no great matter which: 
Yet we will take it hence, that-it may breed 
Many confus'd opinions in the houſe 
Ot your eſcape. Here, Albert, you ſhall bear it; 
It may be you may chance to practiſe that way; 
Which when you do, may your attempts ſo prove 
As mine have done, moſt fortunate in love. 
Albert. 
May you continue ever ſo! 
But it's time now to make ſome haſte to horſe ; 
Night ſoon will vaniſh.-O that it had power 
For ever to exclude day from our eyes, 
For my looks then will ſhew my villainy. Au.. 
Curracus. 
Come, fair Maria, the troubles of this night 
Are as forerunners to enſuing pleaſures. 
And, noble friend, although now Carracus 
Seems, in the gaining of this beauteous prize, 
To keep from you fo much of his lov'd treaſure, 
Which ought not to be mixed; yet his heart 
Shall fo far ſtrive in your wiſh'd happineſs, 
L - That if the loſs and ruin of itſelf | 
Can but avail your good— 
Albert 


O friend, no more; cone, you are flow in haſte ; 
Friendſhip ought never be difcufs'd in words, 
E Till all her deeds be finiſh'd : who, looking in a book, 
l And reads but ſome part of it only, cannot judge 
| What praiſe the whole deſerves, becauſe his knowledge 


| Is grounded bur on part—As thine, friend, is { Afide, 
| Ignorant of that black miſchief I have done thee. | 
Maria, 
Carracus, I am weary, are the horfes far? 
Carracts. 
No, faireſt, we are now even at them: 
Come, do you follow, Albert, 


6 


Albert, 
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N Albert. | 
Yes, I do follow; would I bad done ſo ever, 


And ne'er had gone before. [Exrzxt. 


ACTUS SECUNDUS. 
Enter Hog the uſurer ; with Peter Servitude, trufiing bis points. 


WHAT, hath not my young lord Wealthy been here 


this morning ? 


Peter Serwitude. 


No, in very deed, fir ; he is a towardly young gentleman ; 
all be have my young miſtreſs, your daughter, — you, 
fir ? 


Hog. 

Ay, that he ſhall, Peter; ſhe cannot be matched to greater 
honour and riches in all this country ; yet the peeviſh girl 
makes coy of it, ſhe had rather affect a prodigal; as there was 
Haddit, one that by this time cannot be otherwiſe than hang d, 
or in ſome worſe eſtate; yet ſhe would have had him: but I” 
praiſe my ſtars ſhe went without him, though I did not with- 
out his lands; 'was a rare mortgage, Peter. 


Peter Servitudt. | 
* cer came in parchment; but ſee, here comes my young 
lord, 
Enter young Lord. Wealthy, 
Young Lord Wealthy. 


Morrow, father Hog; I come to tell you ſtrange news; 
my ſiſter is ſton away to night, tis thought by Nigromancy. 
What Nigromancy is, I leave to the readers of the“ Seven 
Champions of Chriſtendom, | 


H. o 
But is it poſſible your ſiſter ſhould be ſtolen ? ſure ſome of 
the houſhold ſervants were confederates in't, 


9 Seven Champions of Chriſtendom] A very popular Book, which is till 
often reprinted, | 
Young 


1 
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Faith, I think they would have confeſt, then; for I am ſure, 


my lord and father hath put them all to the baſtinado twice 
this morning already; not a waiting-woman, but has been 


ſtowed, i'faith. —2 
| - Peter Servitude, 
Truſt me, he ſays well for the moſt part. 
| | H. 


2. 
Then, my lord, your father is far impatient. 
Young Lord Wealthy, 

Impatient! I ha? ſeen the picture of Hector 9, in a haber- 
daſher's ſhop, not look half ſo furious; he appears more ter- 
rible than wild-fire at a play. But, father Hog, when is the 
time your daughter and 3 to this wedlock-drudgery ? 
Troth, my lord, when you Nene; ſhe's at your diſpoſure, 

and I reſt much thankful that your lordſhip will ſo highly 
honour me. She ſhall have a good portion, my lord, though 
nothing in reſpect of your large revenues. Call her in, Peter; 
tell her, my moſt reſpected lord Wealthy is here, to whoſe pre- 
ſence I will now commit her; [ Ex: Peter.] and I pray you, 
my lord, proſecute the gain of her affection with the beſt- 
affecting words you may, and ſo I bid good-morrow to your 
lordſhip. ,' 8 8 [Exit Hog. 

| Young Lord Wealthy. 

Morrow, father Hog. To proſecute the gain of her af- 
fection with the beſt- affecting words; as I am a lord, a moſt 
rare phraſe! well, I perceive age is not altogether ignorant, 
though many an old Juſtice is ſo. a | 

| Enter Peter Servitude. 
How now, Peter, is thy young miſtreſs up yet ? 

| Peter Serwitude. 

Ves, indeed, ſhe's an early ſtirrer; and I doubt not hereafter, 
but that your lordfhip may tay, ſhe's abroad before you can riſe, 

. TYoung Lord Wealthy, - 

Faith, and fo ſhe may, for tis long ere I can get up when I 
go fox'd to bed. But, Peter, has ſhe no other ſuitors beſides 
myſelf ? | | | 

9 An allufion poſſibly, though it muſt be confeſſed an obſcure one, to 
the Sign called The Saracen's Head. N. Petr 


- 
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. 
and it like lordſhip; nor is it fit 
1 we Lord Wealthy. __ | 
Not fit ſhe ſhould ? I tell thee, Peter, I would give away as 
much as ſome knights are worth, .and that's not much, only 
to wipe the noſes of ſome dozen or two of gallants, and to fee 
how pitifully thoſe parcels of men's fleſh would look when I 
had caught the bird, which they had beaten the buſh for. 
| Peter Serwitude. 
Indeed, your lordſhip's conqueſt would have ſeem'd the 
Er. 0 
of Yong Lord Wally, 
Foot, as I am a lord, it angers me to the guts, that nobody 
hath been about her. | ; 
Peter Serwitude. es 
For any thing I know, your lordſhip may go without her, 
Young Lord Wealthy. | 
An' I could have enjoy'd her to ſome pale-faced lover's diſ- 
traction, or been envied for my happineſs, it had been ſome- 
what, 3 
| Enter Rebecca. | 
But ſee where ſhe comes ! I knew ſhe had not power enough 
to ſtay another ſending for. O lords ! what are we? our 
names enforce beauty to fly, _ ſent for. [ Aides 
Morrow, pretty Beck: how doſt 3 3 
Rebecca. No | 
I rather ſhould enquirc your lordſhip's health, ſeeing you up 
at ſuch an early hour, Was it the tooth-ach, or elſe fleas 


diſturb'd you ? | 
Young Lord Wealthy. . 

Do you think I am ſubject to ſuch common. infirmities ? 
Nay, were I diſeas d, I'd ſcorn but to be diſeas'd like a lord, 
faith, But I can tell you news, your fellow e virgin-hole 
player, my ſiſter, is ſtolen away to-night. | 

Rebecca, 5 
In truth, I am glad on't; the is now free from the jealous | 
eye of a father. Do not ye ſuſpect, my lord, who it ſhould be 
that has carried her away ? | 


virgin hole player] A deſigned play on the word virginal, a ſi _ S. 
oung 
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Young Lord Woolly, © © 
No, nor care not; as the brews, 3 


the antient proverb. But lady mine, that ſhall be, your 
bach * wiſh we 10 appoint the ay wich you, F 
ces, pe. . 8 


What day, my lordꝰ)ꝰ 

ö TDang Lord Wealthy, © | 

Why, of marriage; o as the ** learned hiftoriograplier 

writes, Hymen's holidays, or - wy ceremonious rites, 

A F N , ca, 

Why, when would you appoint that, my lord? 
Yo 2 175 A * 


Why, let me ſee, I think the taylor may diſpatch all our 
veſtures in a week: therefore, it ſhall be directiy this day 
ſe ennight. |; 

| Peter Servitnde, 
Rebecca. 5 

Of what, I pray, you impudence? This fellow will go ner 
to take his oath that he hath ſeen us plight faiths together; 
my father keeps him for no other cauſe, than to outſwear the 
truth. My lord, not to hald any longer in a fool's para- 
diſe, nor to blind you with the hopes I never intend to ac - 
compliſh, know, I neither da, can, or will love you. 

| - . Young Lord Wialthy. 

How ! not love a lord? O. indiſcreet young woman! In- 
_ deed your father told me ham unripe I ſhould: find you: but 
all's one, unripe fruit will aſk, more ſhaking before they fall, 
than thoſe that are, and my conqueſt will ſeem-the greater 


© till, 

| ITY Peter Servitude. | 
Afore God, he is a maſt unanſwerable lord, and holds her 
to't, i'falth. 5 


IT qvj/h'd me] Deſired or recommended. See Note 47 to The Ht 

Whore, vol; III. p. 307- | ' 

. 12 tbs learned hiſtoriograpber] This was Samuel Daniel, who was an 
hiſtorian as well as a poet. The work. above alluded to is probably 
Hymen's Triumph ; a Paſtoral 2 rs at the Queen's Court 
in the Strand, at the nuptials of Lord Roxborough. 


God give you joy! 


Young 
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Tong Lord Nau. 1 5 7 
, you could not have pleas d me better, than ſeeing you 
ſo invincible, and of ſuch difficult attaining to. I would not 
ive a pin for the-fociety of a female that ſhould ſeem willing; 


ut give me a wench that hath diſdainful looks; | 
For tis denial whets an appetite, 


When profle's ervice doth llay delight, 


" 

The fool's well read in vice. My lord, I hope you here- 

after will no farther inſinuate in the conrfe of your affections; 

and, for the better withdrawing from them, you may pleaſe to 
know, I have irrevocably decreed never to marry. wo 

Young Lord Wealthy. 
Never to marry ! Peter, I pray bear witneſs of her words, 
that, when I have attain'd her, it may add ro my fame and 


conqueſt. 
| | : Rebecca. 
Yes indeed, an't like your lordſhip. 
5 Young Lord Wealthy. 
Nay, ve muſt think, k, I know how to wooe; ye ſhall 
find no baſhful univerfity-man of me. 
: Rebecca, 


Indeed, I think y'ad ne er that bringing up. Did you ever 
ſtudy, my lord? I 
| Young Lord Wealthy. 


Yes faith, that 1 have, and, the laſt week too, three days 


and a hight together, | 


Rebecca, 

About what, I pray ? 

Young Lord Wealthy. 

Only to find out, why a woman going on the right fide of 
her huſband in the. day-time ſhould lie on his left fide at 
ni ht; and, as I am a lord, I never knew the meaning out 
ul yeſterday, Mallapert, my father's butler, being a witty 
Jackanapes, told me why it was. | 
| 5 * Rebecca. . 

By'r lady, my lord, twas a ſhrewd ſtudy, and I fear hath 
 alered the property of your good parts; for, I'll aſſure you, I 

loy'd you a fortnight ago far better. 

Vor, VI, at Sp. 8 Tu g 


| 
| 


i 
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Young Lord Wealthy. 
Nay, tis all one whether you do or no, *tis but a little 
more trouble to bring uu about again; and no queſtion but 
a man may do't, I am Tis true, as your father ſaid, the 
black ox hath not trod upon that foot of yours. | 


becca. x | 
No, but the white calf hath; and fo I leave your lordſhip, 
| [ Exit Rebecca, 


Well, go thy ways, th'art as witty a marmalade-eater u 
ever I converſed with. Now, as I am a lord, I love her better 
and better; I'll home and poetiſe upon her good parts pre- 
ſently. Peter, here's a preparative to my farther applications; 
and Peter, be circumſpect in giving me diligent notice what 

ſuitors ſeem to be peeping. 
Pieter Servitude, 

PI! warrant you, my lord, ſhe's your own ; for I'll give out 
to all that come near her, that ſhe is betrothed to you; and 
it the worſt come to the worſt, I'll ſwear it. 
| | Young Lord Wealthy. 

Why, -godamercy ; and if ever I do gain my requeſt, 
Thou ſhalt in braver clothes be ſhortly Gel. [ Exemnt, 


Enter Old Lord Wealthy, ſolus. 


Have the fates then conſpir'd, and quite bereft 
My drooping years of all the beſt content 
That age partakes of, by the ſweet aſpect . 
Of their well-nurtur'd iſſue; whoſe obedience, 
Diſcreet and duteous *haviour, only lengthens 
The thread of age; when an the contrary, 
By rude demeanour and their headitrong wills, 
That thread's ſoon ravel'd out. O why, Maria, 
Couldſt thou abandon me now at this time, 
When my gray head's declining to the grave? 
Could any maſculine flatterer on earth 
So far bewitch thee, to forget thyſelf, 
As now to leave me? did nature ſolely give thee me, 
As my chief ineſtimable treaſure, 
Whereby my age might paſs in quiet to reſt ; 


And art thou prov'd to be the only curſe, Which 
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ich heav'n could throw upon mortality? 

J 71 not curſe thee, though I fear the fates 
Will on thy head inflict ſome puniſhment, 
Which I will daily pray op may with-hold. 
Although thy diſobediency deſerves 
Extreameſt rigour, yet I wiſh to thee 
Content in love, full of tranquillity. 

| Enter young Lord Wealthy. 


But ſee where ſtands my fhame, whoſe indiſcretion 
Doth ſeem to bury all the living honours 
Of all our anceſtors; but tis the fates decree, 
That men might know their weak mortality. 
Yr = Lord Wealthy. 
Sir, I cannot find my lifter. 
I know thou canſt not, twere too rare to ſee 
Wiſdom found out by ignorance. 
5; Young Lord Wealthy. 
How, father ! is it not poſſible that wiſdom ſhould be found 
out by ignorance? I pray, then, how do many maguificoes 


come by it: | 
Old Lord Wealthy. 
They buy it, ſon, as you had need to do. 
Yet wealth without that may live more content, 
Than wit's enjoyers can debarr'd of wealth, 
All pray for wealth, but I ne'er heard yet 
Of any but one, that e'er pray'd for wit. 
He's counted wiſe enough in theſe vain times, 
That hath but means enough to wear gay cloaths, 
And be an outſide of humanity, What matters it a pin, 
How indiſcreet ſoe er a natural be, 
So that his wealth be great? that's it doth cauſe 
Wiſdom in theſe days to give fools applauſe. 
And when 7 folly ſpeaks, how vain ſoe'er, 
. Wiſdom muſt ſilent fit, and ſpeech forbear. 
7. oh Lor id W: ealthy, 
Then wiſdom muſt fit as mute as learning among many 


courtiers, But, father, I partly ſuſpect that Carracus hath 
O 


got my ſiſter. 


Sen 


4464 THE HOG HATH LOST'H18 FEAKL.. 
With child, I fear, ere this. 
By'r lady, and that may be true. But, whether' he hs 

no, it's all one: if you pleaſe, IU take her from under his 
noſe, in ſpite on's teeth, and aſk him no leave. 
Old Lord Weglthy. 
That were too headſtrong, ſon ; 
We'll rather leave them to the will of heaven, 
To fall or pre and tho” young Carracus 
Be but a gentleman of ſmall revenues, 
Yet he deſerves my daughter for his virtues : 
And, had I thought ſhe could not be withdrawn 
From, th' affecting of him, J had, ere this, 
Made them both happy by my free conſent ; 
Which now I wiſh I had granted, and till pray, 
If any have her, it may be Carracus. 
oung Lord Wealthy. 
Troth and I wiſh fo too; for, in my mind, he's a gentle- 
man of a good houſe, and ſpeaks true Latin, 
To. morrow, ſon, you ſhall ride to his houſe, 
And there inquire of your ſiſter's being. 
But, as vou tender me and your on good, 
Uſe no rough language ſavouring of diſtaſte, 


Or any uncivil terms. 
Tung Lord — 
Why, do you take me for a midwife? 
| | Old Lord Wealthy. 
But tell young Carracus theſe words from me, 
That if he hath, with ſafeguard of her honour, 
Eſpous'd my daughter, that I then forgive 
His raſh offence, and will accept of him 
In all the fatherly love I owe a child. 
| Young Lord Wealthy. 
I am ſure my fiſter will be glad to hear it, and I cannot 
blame her; for ſhe'll then enjoy that with quietneſs, which 
many a wench, in theſe days, does ſcratch for. | 
Old Lord Wealthy, 
Come, ſon, I'll write to Carracus, that my'own hand may 


* 'witnels how much I ſand affected to his worth. * 
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Enter Haddit, in his gay apparel, making him reach, and with 

him. Lightfoot. 

| Haddit. | 

this light, cuz, this ſuit does rarely! the taylor that 
Bhs 4 it may — to be ſaved, an'r be — his good works : 
I think I ſhall be proud of em, and ſo Iwas never yet of 
any cloaths. | EB e | 

How.! not of your cloaths! why, then, you were never 

proud of any thing, for therein chiefly conſiſteth pride; for 
you never ſaw pride pictured but in gay attire, | 


True; but, in my opinion, pride. might as well be por- 
traied in any other ſhape, as to ſeem to be an atfector of gal- 
lantry, being the cauſes. thereof are ſo ſeveral and diverſe. 
As ſome are proud of their ſtrength, altho' that pride coſt them 
the loſs of a limb or two, by over-daring : likewiſe ſome are 
proud of their humour, altho' in that humour they be often 
knock'd. for being ſo : ſome are proud of their drink, altho? 
that liquid operation. cauſe them to wear a night-cap three 
weeks after: ſome are proud of their good parts, altho they 
never put them to better uſes. than the enjoying of a common 
ſtrumpet's company, and are only made proud by the favour. of 
a waiting- woman: others are proud 

Lightfoot. 

Nay, I pr'ythee cuz, enough of pride; but when do you 
intend to go yonder to Covetouſneſs the uſurer, that we may 
ſee how near your plot will take, for the releaſing of your 


mortgaged lands ? 
Haddit. 


Why now; preſently ; and, if I do not accompliſh my pro- 
jects to a wiſh'd end, I' wiſh my fortunes may be like ſome 
ſeraping tradeſinan, that never embraceth true pleaſure till 
he be threeſcore and ten. 

Lightfoot. | 


But ſay, Hog's daughter, on whom all your hopes d | 

by this be beueth d — ſome other. a i n 
Haddit. 

Why, fay ſhe were.; nay more, married to another, I would 

be ne'er the farther from effecting of my-intents. No, cuz, 


- Wo". 
| 14 
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I partly know her inward diſpoſition ; and, did I but 
know her to be womankind, I think it were ſufficient. 
Lightfoot, © 
Sufficient, for what? 
Hadait. 


Why to obtain a grant of the beſt thing ſhe had, chaſtiy, 
Man, tis not here as tis with you in the country, not to be 
had without father's and mother's good-will ; no, the city i 
a place of more traffick, where each one learns, by example of 
their elders, to make the moſt of their own, either for profit 


or pleaſure, 
Lightfoot, 

Tis but your miſbelieving thoughts makes you ſurmiſe ſo: 
if women were ſo kind, how haps you had not, by their fi- 
vours, kept yourſelf out of the claws of poverty? 

Haddit. | | 

O but cuz, can a ſhip ſail without water? had J had but 
ſuch a ſuit as this, to ſet myſelf afloat, I would not have feard 
ſinking. But, come, no more of nerd; now to the uſurer: 
And, tho' all hopes do fail, a man can want no living, 

So long as ſweet defire reigns in women. 
Lightfoot. 
But then yourſelf muſt able be in giving. [ Excunt, 


; Enter Albert, ſolus, 

Conſcience, thou horror unto wicked men, 
When wilt thou ceaſe thy all-afflicting wrath, 
And ſet my ſoul free from the labyrinth | 
Of thy tormenting terror ? O, but it fits not! 
Should 1 deſire redreſs, or wiſh for comfort, 
That have committed an act ſo inhuman, 
Able to fill ſhame's ſpacious chronicle ? 
Who, but a damn'd one, could have done like me? 
Robb'd my dear friend, in a ſhort moment's time, 
Of his love's high-priz'd gem of chaſtity : 
That which ſo many years himſelf hath ſtaid for? 
How often hath he, as he lay in bed, 
Sweetly diſcours'd to me of his Maria? 
And with what pleaſing paſſions did he ſuffer 
Love's gentle war- ſiege? Then he would relate 


* 


—.. , , PP ß... 


— * 
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How he firſt came unto her fair eyes view ; 
How long it was ere ſhe could brook affection; 
And then how conſtant ſhe did ſtill abide. 
I then, at this, would joy, as if my breaſt | 
Had ſympathiz'd in equal happineſs 
With my true friend : but now, when joy ſhould be, 
Who, but a damn'd one, would have done like me? 
He hath been married now, at leaſt, a month ; 
In all which time I have not once beheld him, 
This is his houſe ; | 
III call to know his health, but will not ſee him, 
My looks would then betray me; for, ſhould he aſk 
My cauſe of ſeeming ſadneſs, or the like, 
I could not but reveal, and ſo pour on 


os wn, © @COY 


Worſe unto ill, which breeds confuſion. [ He knocks. 
Enter Serving Man. 
Serwing · man. 
To what intent dye knock, fir ? 
Albert. 
Becauſe I would be heard, fir; is the maſter of this houſe 
within ? 
Scrwi - Man. 


Yes, marry is he, ſir: would you ſpeak with him? 
; g Albert. = 


My buſineſs is not ſo troubleſome : 
I; he in health, with his late eſpouſed wife? 


ing-man. 
Both are exceeding well, fir. 
Albert, | 
I'm truly glad on't: farewel, good friend, 
: Serving Man. 
I pray you, let's crave your name, ſir; I may elſe have 
anger. | 
Albert. 


You may ſay, one Al riding by this way, only inquir'd 
their heath, Ys bert, g oy y, on'y 1nq 


: Serving-mane : 
I will acquaint ſo much. Exit Serwing- man. 
G C 4 Alber ts 


* 


* 
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Wert. 
How like a poiſonous doctor have I come, 

To inquire their welfare, knowing that myſelf 

Have given the potion af their ne'er recovery; 

For which I will afflict myſelf with torture ever. 

And, ſince the earth yields not a remedy N 

Able to ſalve the ſores my luſt hath made, 

I'll now take farewel of ſociety, 

And th' abode of men, to entertain a life 

Fitting my fellowſhip, in deſert woods, 

Where beaſts like me canfort ; there may 1 hve, 

Far off from wronging virtuous Carracus,. 

There's no Maria, that ſhall ſatisfy 

My hateful luſt : the trees ſhall ſhelter 

This wretched trunk of mine, upon whoſe barks 

J will engrave the ſtory of my ſin. | 

And there this ſhort breath. of mortality 

I'll finiſh up in that repentant ſtate, 

Where not th' allurements of earth's vanities 

Can e'er o'ertake me: there's no baits for luſt, 

No friend to ruin; I ſhall then be free 

From — the art of treachery: 

Thither then, ſteps, where ſuch content abides, 

W here penitency not diſturb'd may grieve, 

Where on each tree, and ſpringing plant, I'll carve 

This heavy motto of my miſery, | 

Who but a damn'd one could have done like me ? 

Carracus, farewel, if er thou ſeeſt me more, | 

halt find me curing of a ſoul-fick ſore. [Exit, 


AC TUS TER FIUS. 
Enter Carracus, driving his man before him. 


Carracus, 


| W HY, thou baſe villain! was my deareſt frond here, and 
could ſt not make him ſtay ? 5 
| Servants 
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; Servant. 
*Sfoot, fir, I could not force him againſt his will, an” he had 
been a woman. 
| Carracus, | 
Hence, thou untutor'd flave ! ; [Exit Servants 

But could'ſt thou, Albert, come ſo near my door, | 

And not vouehſafe the comfort of thy preience ? 

Hath my good fortune caus'd thee to repine ? 

And, ſeeing my ſtate ſo full replete with good, 

Canſt thou withdraw thy love, to leſſen it? 

hat could ſo move thee? was't becauſe I married? 

Dic/ſt thou imagine I infring d my faith, 

For that a woman did participate 

In equal ſhare with thee? cannot my friendſhip 

Be firm to thee, becauſe tis dear to her? 

Yet no more dear to her than firm to thee. 

Believe me, Albert, thou do'K little think 

How much thy abſence gives cauſe of diſcontents 

But I'll impute it only to neglect: 

It is neglect, indeed, when triends neglect | | 

The ſight of friends, and ſay tis troubleſome, l 

Only aſk how they do, and ſo farewel ; 
Sbewing an outward kind of ſeeming duty, 

Which 1n the rules of manhood is obſerv'd, 

And think full well they have perform'd their taſk, 

When of their friend's health they do only, aſk ; 

Not caring how they are, or how diſtreſt, 

It is enough they have their loves expreſt 

In bare inquiry; and, in theſe times too, 

Friendſhip's ſo cold, that few ſo much will do. 

And am not I beholden then to Albert ? 

He, after knowledge of our being well, 

Said he was truly glad on't: O rare friend! 

If he be unkind, how many more may mend? 

But whither am I carried by unkindneſs ? 

Why ſhould not I as well ſet light by triendſhip, 

vince I have ſeen a man, whom I late thought 

Had been compos'd of nothing but of faith, 
- Prove ſo regardleſs of his friend's content ? 


Enter 
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Enter Maria. 


OE NET | Maria. 

Come, Carracus, I have ſought you all about : 
Your ſervant told me your were much diſquieted. 
Pr'ythee, love, be not ſo; come, walk in; 

Pl charm thee with my lute from forth diſturbance. 
Carracus. 
I am not angry, ſweet K tho?, if I were, 
bright aſpect would ſoon allay my ra 

BY i it doth braking move = 

That our friend Albert fo forgets himſelf, 

a Maria. 

It may be, tis nothing elſe; and there's no doubt 
He'll ſoon remember his accuſtom'd friendſhip. - 
He thinks, as yet, peradventure, that his preſence 
Will but offend, for that our marriage rites 


Are but ſo newly paſt. | 
Carracus. 


I will ſurmiſe ſo too, and only think 
Some ſerious buſineſs hinders Albert's preſence. 
But what ring's that, Maria, on your finger ? 
arias | 
Tis one you loſt, love, when I did beſtow 


A jewel of far greater worth on you. 
Carracus. 


At what time, faireſt? _ 
7 Mar ia. 
As if you knew not; why dye makeꝰt ſo ſtrange ? 
Carracus, 
You are diſpos'd to riddle ; pray let's ſee't. 
I partly know it: where was't you found it? 
5 | Maria. | 
Why in my chamber, that moſt gladſome night 
When you enrich'd your love by my eſcape, 
| Carracus. 
How ! in your chamber? 
Maria. 
Sure, Carracus, I will be angry with you, 
If you ſeem ſo forgetful, I took it up * 
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Then when you left my lodge, and went away, | 
Glad of your codguelk for to ſeek your friend. 
Why ſtand you fo amaz'd, fir? I hope that kindneſs, 
Which then you reap'd, doth not prevail 
So in your thoughts, as that you think me light. 
. Carracus. 
O think thyſelf, Maria, what thou art 
This is the ring of Albert, treacherous man! 
He that en) 1 thy virgin ebaſtity. 
I never did aſcend into thy chamber, 
But all that cold night, thro? the frozen field, 
Went ſeeking of that wretch, who ne'er ſought me; 
But found what his luſt ſought for, deareſt thee. 
aria, | 
J have heard enough, my Carracus, to bereave me of this 
Carracus. | 
All breath be firſt extinguiſſid: within there, ho! 


Enter Nurſe and Servants. 
Onurſe! ſee here, Maria ſays ſhe'll die. 


urſe. | 

Marry, God forbid ! oh miſtreſs, miſtreſs, miſtreſs ! ſhe has 
breath yet; ſhe's but in a trance: good fir, take comfort, 
ſhe'll recover by-and-by, 

Carracus. 

No, no, ſhe'll die, nurſe, for ſhe ſaid ſhe would; an' ſhe had 
not ſaid fo, thad been another matter; but you know, nurſe, 
ſhe ne er told a lie: I will believe her, for ſhe ſpeaks all truth. 

N urſe, 

His memory begins to fail him. Come, let's bear 
This heavy ſpectacle from forth his preſence ; 
The heavens will lend a hand, I hope, of comfort. [ Exeunt, 


Carracus manet. 
Carracus. 


See how they ſteal away my fair Maria! 
But I will follow after her, as far 
As Orpheus did to gain his ſoul's delight; 
And Pluto's ſelf ſhall know, altho' I am not 


Skilful 
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Skilful in muſick, yet can be mad, 

And force my love*s-enjoyment;, in deſpight 

Of bell's hlack fury. But ſtay, ſtay, Carracus, 
Where is thy knowledge, and that rational ſenſe, 
Which heaven's great architect endued thee with? 
All ſunk beneath the weight of lumpiſh nature? 
Are out diviner parts no noblier free, 

Than to be tortur'd by the weak aſſailments 

Of earth- ſprung griefs? Why is man, then, accounted 
The head commander of this univerſe, 

Next the creator, when a little ſtorm 

Of nature's fury ſtrait o'erwhelms his judgment ? 
But mine's no little ſtorm, it is a tempeſt 

So full of raging ſelf- conſuming woe, 

That nought but ruin tellows ex ion. 

Ob, my Maria, what unheard of fin 

Have any of thine anceſtors enacted, | 
That all their ſhame ſhould-be pour'd thus on thee ? 
Or what ĩnceſtuous ſpirit, cruel Albert, | 
Left hell's vaſt womb tor to enter thee, 


And do a miſchief of ſuch-treachery ? 
Enter Nw/e, WEEPING « | 4 


Oh, nurſe, how is it with Maria ? 
If &er thy tongue did utter pleaſing words, 
Let. it now do ſo, or hereafter e er 
Be dumb in ſorrow, *©- 
; Nurſe. 


Good fir, take comfort; J am forced to ſpeak 
What will not pleaſe: your chaſte wife, fir, is dead. 


Carracus. 


Is dead, indeed; how did you know *twas ſo, nurſe? 


Narfe. 
What, fir? 
Carracus. 


That my heart was dead : ſure thou haſt ſerv'd 
Dame nature's ſelf, and know'ſt the inward ſecrets 
Of all our hidden powers: I'll love thee for't; 
And, if thou wilt teach me that unknown kill, 
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ghalt ſee what wonders Carracus will do: 
711 dive into the breaſt of hateful Albert, 
And ſee how his black foul is round encompaſt 
By fearful fiends. Oh, I would do ſtrange things? 
Fd know to whoſe cauſe lawyers will mcline, 
When they had fees on both ſides; view the thoughts 
Of forlorn widows, when their knights hare left them ; 
Search thro? the guts of greatneſs, and behold | 
What ſeveral ſin beſt pleas'd them: "thence I'd deſcend 
Into the bowels of ome pocky fir, 
And tell to lechers all the pains he felt, 
That they thereby might warned be from luſt, 
Troth, twill be rare! III ſtudy ir preſenily. 
urſe. 
Alas! he is diſtrafted ! what a fin 
Am I partaker of, by telling him 
So curſt an untruth ? But 'twas my miſtreſs* will, 
Who is recover'd ; tho! her griefs never 
Can be recover d. She hath vow'd, with tears, 
Her own perpetual banrſhment ; therefore to him 
Death were not more diſpleaſing, than if I 
Had told her lafting abſence. 
Carracus. 


I find my brain's too ſhallow far for ſtudy. 
What need I care for being a rithmetician? 
Let citizens ſons ſtand, an' they will, for cyphers : 
Why ſhould I teach them, and go beat my brains 
To inſtru unapt and unconceiving dolts ; 
And, when all's done, my art, that ſhould be fam'd, 
Will by groſs imitation be but ſham'd ? 


Your judgment, madam. 
Nar/e. 
Good fir, walk in; we'll ſend for learned men 
That can allay your frenzy. | 
aArraciss 
But can Maria ſo forget herſelf, 
As to debar us thus of her attendance ? 
h Nurſe, 
She's within, fir, pray you, will you walk to her? 
Carraczs, 


it 
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Carracus. 

Ob, is ſhe ſo! come then let's ſoftly ſteal 

Into her chamber, if ſhe be aſleep - . 
Tu laugh ſhalt ſee enough, and thou ſhalt weep, 

Soitly, good Long coat, ſoftly, OW; 

5 Enter Maria in a page apparel, 
TIM 8. Mar ia, 

Ceaſe now thy ſteps, Maria, and look back 
Upon that place, where diſtreſs'd Carracus | 
Hath his ſad being; from whoſe virtuous boſom 
Shame hath conſtrain'd me fly, ne'er to return. 

I will go ſeek ſome unfrequented path, 

Either 1n deſert woods or wilderneſs, 

There to bewail my innocent miſhaps, - 
Which heaven hath juſtly poured down on me, 

In puniſhing my diſobediency. 


Enter young Lord Wealthy. 


Oh, ſee my brother ! | © [Exit Maria. 
| Young Lord Mealily. 

Ho, you! three foot and a half! why page, I ſay! 'sfoot 
he is vaniſh'd as ſuddenly as ** a dumb ſhew. If a lord had 
loſt his way now, fo he had been ſerv'd, But let me fee, as [ 
take it, this is the houſe of Carracus; a very fair building, 
but it looks as if twere dead, I can ſee no breath come out of 
the chimnies, But I ſhall know the ſtate on't by-and-by, by 
the looks of ſome ſerving-man. What ho, within here! 


[ Exennt, | 


| Serwant. 

Good fir, you have your arms at liberty ? wilt pleaſe you to 
withdraw your action of battery? 

Nu Lord Wealthy, 

Yes, indeed, now you have made your appearance. Is thy 
living giver within, fir? 
| Servant. | 

You mean my maſter, fir ? 

13 à dumb i. e. one of thoſe inexplicable dumb ſhews ridiculed by 

Hamler. 22 of on = vol. X. p. 24. 8. Young 
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Young Lord Wealthy, 5 
You have hit it? ſir, prais'd be your underſtanding, I am 
to have conference with him; would you admit my preſence? 


Iodeed, fir, he is at this time not in health, and may not be 
diſturb'd. | 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
Sir, if he were in the pangs of child-bed, I'd ſpeak with 
him, | Tk | 
2. Enter Carracus, 


Carr, aACcuss 


Upon what cauſe, gay man ? 

g foot, I think he be diſturb'd indeed, he ſpeaks more com- 
manding than a conſtable at. midnight, Sir, my lord and 
father, by me a lord, hath ſent theſe lines inclos'd, which ſhew 
his whole intent. 8 

Carracus. 


Let me peruſe them; if they do portend 
To the State's good, your anſwer ſhall be ſudden, 
Your entertainment friendly; but if otherwiſe, 
Our meaneſt ſubject ſhall divide thy greatneſs. 
You'd beſt look to't, embaſſador. 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
Is your maſter a ſtateſman, friend? 
| Scrwant. 
Alas ! no, ſir; he underſtands not what he ſpeaks. 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
Ay, but when my father dies, I am to be called in for one 
myſelf, and I hope to bear the place as gravely as my ſucceſ- 
ſors have done before me. 


Carracus. F 


 Embaſſador, I find your maſter's will 
Treats to the good of ſomewhat, what it is 
You have yqur anſwer, and may now depart. 
: Young Lord Wealthy. 
I will relate as much, fir, fare ye well. 
acus. 
But ſtay, I had forgotten quite our chief'ſt affairs: 
Your malter farther writes, tome three lines lower, 


Of 
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Of one Maria that is wife to me, | 

That ſhe and I ſhould travel now with you 

Umo his preſenee. ; 
Young Lord Wealthy. 


Why now I underſtand you, fir : that Maria is my ſift, by 


whoſe conjunction you are created brother to me, a lord, 
| Currucas. 
But, brother lord, we cannot go this journey. 
Young Lord N calily. 


Alas! no, fir, we mean to ride it; my fiſter ſhall ride upon 


Carracus. 


Come then, we'll in, and ſtrive to wooe your ſiſter. 
have not ſeen her, fir, at leaſt theſe three days. 
They keep her in a chamber, and tell me 
She's faſt afleep ſtill: you and I'll go ſee. 
Dung Lord Wealthy, 


Servant, 


Content, ſir, 


Mad-men and fools agree. [ Extunt, 


Enter Haddit and Rebecca. 


Rebecca. 

When; you have got this prize, you mean to loſe me. 

it, 

Nay, pr'ythee, do not think ſo; if I do not marry thee this 
inſtant night, may I never enjoy breath a minute after! by 
heaven I reſpect not his pelf, thus much, but only that I may 
have wherewith to maintain thee. wy #9 

| Rebecca. | 
O, but to rob my father tho? he be bad, the world will 


think ill of me. ; 
Hadidit. 


'Think-ill of thee ! can the world pity him, that ne'er pity'd 
any? beſides, fince there is no end of his goods, nor begin- 
ning of his goodneſs, had not we as good ſhare his droſs in h, 
life-time, as let controverſy and lawyers devour it at his death 

Rebecca. 
You have prevail'd; at what hour is't you intend to have 


1 into his chamber? _ 


—. a____ .—_—_ cc 89V 
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Why, juſt at mid-night; for then our apparition will ſeem 
moſt fearful, You'll make a way that we may aſcend up 


like ſpirits ? 
F 1 


I will; but how many have you made inſtruments herein? 
Haddit. 
Faith none, but my couſin Lightfoot and a player. 


ebecca. 


But may you truſt the player? 
had: Haddit. . 


Oh, exceeding well; we'll give him a ſpeech he under- 
ſtands not. Bur, now I think on't, what's to be done with 


your father's man, Peter ? 
| Rebecca. 


Why the leaſt quantity of drink will lay him dead aſleep.— 
But hark, I hear my father coming; ſoon in the evening I'll 


convey you in. 
Haddit. 


Till when, let this outward ceremony be a true pledge of 
our inward affections. Exit Rebecca. 
So, this goes better forward than the plantation in“ Virginia: 
but ſee, here comes half the Weſt-Indies, whoſe rich mines 


this night I mean to be ranſacking, - 


Enter Hog, Lightfoot, and Peter. 
Hog. 
Then you'll ſeal for this ſmall lordſhip, you ſay ? To-morrow 
your money ſhall be rightly told up for you to a penny. 
x 5 1 . 
I pray let it, and that — man may ſet contents upon 
every bag. 5 : 
Haddit. | 
Indeed by that we may know what we ſteal without labour, 
for the telling ont over. How now, gentlemen, are ye agreed 
upon the price of this earth and wp 


14 Virginia :] See p. 44. 
Vor. VI. D d Hog. 
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- Hog. | 
Ves faith, Mr. Haddit, — gentleman your friend hen 


makes me pay ſweetly for't; but let it go, I hope to inherit 


heaven, if it be but for doing — pleaſure. 


1246 Fo . 
Peter ! : 
285 Peter Serwitude. 
Anon, fir. 2 


I wonder how Haddit came by that gay ſuit of cloaths, all 
his means were conſum'd long ſince. 
Peter Serwitude. 
Why, fir, being undone himſelf, he lives by the undoing, 
or (by lady) it may be by the doing of others; or peradven- 
ture both; a decay'd gallant may live by any thing, if he 
keep one thing ſafe. | 


Gentlemen, Il to the ſcrivener's, to cauſe theſe writings to 


be drawn, ED 
Lightfoot. 
Pray do, fir, we'll now leave you till the morning. 


1 


II. . 
; Nay, you ſhall ſtay din Emy I'll return preſently ; Peter, 
ſome beer here for theſe worſhipful gentlemen. 
[Exeunt Hog and Peter, 
Haddit. | 
We ſhall be bold? no doubt; and that, old penny-father, 
you'll confeſs by to-morrow 1 g · 
5 ts 
Then his davghter 1s — thine, and condeſcends to al 


thy wiſhes ? 
Haddit. 


And yet you would not once believe it z as if a female's 
favour could not be obtain'd by any, but he that wears he 
cap of maintenance; _ of 

When 'tis nothing but acquaintance, and a bold ſpirit, 

That may the chiefeſt 7 all of them inherit. 

| | ighiſoot. 
Well, thou haſt got one Teletves the bringing home with 


trumpets, and falls to thee as miraculouſly as the 1000 /. w 
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to the taylor. Thank your good fortune. But muſt Hog's 
man be made drunk ? a * 


Haddit. 

By all means; and thus it ſhall be effected: when he comes 
in with beer, do you upon ſome ſlight occafion fall out with 
him, and if you give him a cuff or two, it will give him cauſe 
to know you are the more angry; then will I ſip iu and take 
up the matter, and ſtriving to make you two friends, we'll 
make him drunk. a f 
—_ 1 

It's done in conceit already—ſee where he comes. 


Euter Peter. 
Peter Servituds, 

Wi: you 6 pls LF COEOnY gen- 
| | ; 


— Lightfoot 
MT TEENY. 
It's out, fir. 

Ligh 


tfoot, | 
Then my hand is in, fir. [Lightfoot cuffs him. 
— goodman Hobby- horſe, if we out of our gentility of- 
fer d you to begin, muſt you out of your raſcality needs 


take it ? 
Haddit. 
Why, how now, firs, what's the matter? 
Peter Servitude. | 
The gentleman here falls out with me, upon nothing in the 
world but mere courteſy. | 
Haddit. 
By this light, but he ſhall not ; why, couſin Lightfoot ! 
a P eter Servitude, 
a his name Lightfoot? a plague on him, he has a heavy 


Enter Young Lord Wealthy. 


Young Lord Wealthy. 
Peace he here ; for I came late enough from a madman. 
Dd 2 Haddit 
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My young lond, God fave you. 
ou , Ve. YOu, 

And you alſo: I could ſpeak it ia Latin, but ** the phraſe i 
g common. | | : 
| Haddit. g 

True, my lord, and what's common ought not much to be 
dealt withal ; but I muſt deſire your help, my lord, to end a 
controverſy here, between this gentleman my friend, and 
honeſt Peter, who I dare be ſworn is as ignorant as your 


Young Lord Wealthy, 

That I will; but, my maſters, thus much T'll ſay unto you, 
if ſo be this quarrel may be taken up peaceably, without the 
endangering of my own perſon, well and good, otherwiſe [ 
will not meddle therewith, for I have been vex'd late enough 


already. 
Haddit. h 

Why then, my lord, if it pleaſe you, let me, being your 
inferior, decree the cauſe between them. 

Young Lord Wealthy, 
_ I do give leave, or permit. | 
Hadldit. 

Then thus I will propound a reaſonable motion; how 
many cuffs, Peter, did this gentleman out of his fury make 
thee partaker of ? 

; Peter Serwitude, 
Three at the leaſt, ſir. 


Haddit. | 
All which were beſtow'd upon you forbeginning firſt, Peter. 
Peter Serwitude, 
Yes, indeed, fir. 
Haddit. 


- Why then hear the ſentence of your ſuffering, You ſhall 
both down into maſter Hog's cellar, Peter ; and whereas you 
began firſt to him, ſo ſhall he there to you; and as he gave 
you three cuffs, ſo ſhall you retort off, in defiance of him, 
three black jacks, which if he deny to pledge, then the glory 


14 the phraſe is common] Alluding to the uſe of it in Cooke's City Gal 


| tant, commonly called Green's Tu quoque. See vol. VII. 1 
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is thine, and he accounted by the wiſe diſcretion of my lord 
here a flincher. N 


1 Omnes. 
A very reaſonable motion. 
Young Lord Wealthy. | 

Why ſo; this is better than being among mad-men yet. 

| Haddit. F ' | 

Were you ſo lately with any, my lord? 

Ji Young Lord Weakly, 

Yes faith; I'll tell you all in the cellar, how I was taken 
for an embaſſador ; and being no ſooner in the houſe, but the 
mad-man carries me up into the garret for a ſpy, and very 
roundly bad me untruſs; and, had not a courteous ſerving · man 
convey'd me away whilſt he went to fetch whips, I think in 
my conſcience, not reſpecting my honour, he would have 
15 breech'd me. 

Haddit. 

By lady, and twas to be tear'd ; but come, my lord, we'll 

hear the reſt in the cellar. 
And honeſt Peter, thou that haſt been griev'd, 
My lord and I will ſee thee well — 4 [ Exeunt, 


ACTUS QUARTUS 


Enter Albert in the woods. 


OW full of ſweet content had this life been, 
If it had been embraced but before 
My burthenous conſcience was fo fraught with fin ! 
But now my griefs o'erſway that happineſy. 
O, that ſome letcher, or accurs'd betrayer 
Of ſacred friendſhip, might but here arrive, 
And read the lines repentant on each tree, 
That I have carv'd t'expreſs my miſery ! 
My admonitions now would ſure convert 
The ſinfull'ſt creature; I could tell them now, 


: 1 breech'd m.] i. e. whipp'd me. See Note 48 to Edward II. vol. II. 
. 3» | 
Dd 3 How 


1 THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL. 
How idly vain thoſe humans ſpend their lives, 

That daily grieve, not for offences paſt, 

But to enjoy ſome wanton's company; 

Which when obtain'd, what is it, but a blot, 
Which their whole life's repentance ſcarce can elcar ? 

I could now tell to friend-betraying man, 

How black a fin is hateful treachery, 

How heavy on their wretched ſouls *rwill fit, 

When fearful death doth plant his ſiege but near them, 
How heavy and affrightful will their end 

Beem to approach them, as if then they knew 

The full beginning of their endleſs woe 

Were then appointed; which aſtoniſhment, 

O bleſt repentance, keep me Albert from 

And fuffer not deſpair to overwhelm, 

And make a ſhipwreck of my heavy ſoul. 


Who's here, a page? what black diſaſtrous fate 
Can be fo cruel to his pleaſing youth? 
a arta. 
So now, Maria, here thou muſt forego 
What nature lent thee to re-pay to death; 
Famine, I thank thee, I have found thee kindeft, 
Thou ſett'ſt a period to my miſery. 
5 Albert. 
It is Maria, that fair innocent, 
Whom my abhorred luſt hath brought to this; 
I'll, go for ſuſtenance : and, O ye powers! 
If ever true repentance won acceptance, 
O ſhew it Albert now, and let him ſave 
- + 36 This wronged beauty from untimely-grave. [ Exit Alben. 
| arias 
\_ Sure ſomething ſpake, or elſe my feebled ſenſe. 
Hath loſt the uſe of its due property; 
Which is more likely, than that in this place 
The voice of human creature ſhould be heard, 
This is far diſtant from the paths of men; 


36 This] The Quarto reads His, Nothing 
| 
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Nothing breathes here but wild and ravening beaſts, 
With airy monſters, whoſe ſhadowing wings do ſeem 
To caſt a vail of death in wicked livers; | 
Which I live dreadleſs of, and every hour 

Strive to meet death, who ſtill unkind avoids me: 
But that now gentle famine doth begin | 
For to give end to my calamities. 

See, here is carv'd upon this tree's ſmooth bark, 
Lines knit in verſe, a chance far unexpected; 

Aſſiſt me, breath, a little, to unfold | 

What they include, 


I that have crit theſe lines am one, whoſe fon 

I more than grievous ; for know, that I have been 
A breaker of my faith, with one whoſe breaſt 

Was all compos'd of truth : but I digreſs, 

And fled th embrace of his dear friendſbip's love, 
Claſping to falſebood, did a villain prove ; 

As thus ſhall be expreſs'd : my worthy friend 

Lov'd a fair beauty, who did condeſcend 

In dearsft action to his virtuous will ; 

He then a night appointed to fulfil 

Hymen's bleſs'd rites, and to convey away 

His love's fair perſon, to which peerleſs prey 

1 «vas acquainted made, and when the hour -« 

Of her eſcape drew on, then Iuft did pour 

Irraged appetite thro all my weins, 

And baſe defires in me let looſe the reins 

To my licentious vill : and that black night, 

When my friend ſhould hade had his chaſte delight, 
I feign'd his preſence, and, by her thought him, 
Robb d that fair virgin of her honour' gem: 
For cubich moft heinous crime, upon each tree 
I write this flory, that men's eyes may ſee, 


* 


None but a damm d one <vould haue done like me. 

Is Albert then become ſo penitent, 

As in theſe deſerts to deplore his facts, 

Which his unfeign'd repentance ſeems to clear ? 

How good wan is, when + ww his ill! 
=_ Dd 4 
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Who would not pardon now that man's miſdeeds, 

' Whoſe griefs bewail then thus? could I now live, 
I would remit thy fault with Carracus : 
Bur death no longer will afford reprieve 
Of my abundant woes: wrong'd Carracus, farewel ; 
Live, and forgive thy wrongs, for the repentance 

Of him that cauſed them ſo deſerves from thee z 


And ſince my eyes do witneſs Alberts grief, 
I pardon Albert, in my wrongs the chief. 


Enter Albert like a hermit, © 


Albert. 

How! pardon me! O ſound angelical ! | 
But fee, ſhe faints. O heavens, now ſhew your power, 
That theſe diſtilled waters, made in grief, 
May add ſome comtort to affliction ; 
Look up, fair youth, and fee a remedy, 

| Maria 
O, who diſturbs me ? I was hand in hand, 
| Walking with death unto the houſe of reſt. 
. | Albert. 

Let death walk by himſelf; if he want company, 
There's many thoutancs, boy, whoſe aged years 
Have ta'en a ſurfeit of earth's vanities ; | 
They will go 'with him, when he pleaſe to call, 

Do drink, my boy, thy pleaſing tender youth 
Cannot deierve to die; no, it is for us, 
Whoſe years are laden by our often ſins, 
Singing the laſt part of our bleſt repentance, 
Are fit for death; and none but ſuch as we, 
Death ought to claim; for when he ſuatcheth youth, 
It ſhews him but a tyrant ; but when age, 
Then 1s he juſt, and not compos'd of rage. 
How fares my lad ? 
Maria. 


Like one embracing death with all his parts, 
Reaching at lite but with one little finger; 
His mind ſo firmly knit unto the firſt, 
That unto him the latter ſeems to be 


What may Le pointed at, but pot poſſeſs d. 


by 
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Albert, 
O, but thou ſhalt poſſeſs it. 
If thou didſt fear thy death but as I do, 
Thou wouldſt take pity, tho' not of thyſelf, 
Yet of my aged years. Truſt me, my boy, 
Thou'ſt {truck ſuch deep compaſſion in my breaſt, 
That all the moiſture which prolongs my life 2 
Win from my eyes guſh forth, it now thou leav'ſt me. 
Maria. 2 
But can we live here in this deſert wood? 
If not, I'll die, for other youne ſeem 
Like tortures to my griefs. May I live here? 
| Albert. 

Ay, thou ſhalt live with me, and I will tell thee 
Such ſtrange occurrents of my fore- paſt life, | 
That all thy young-ſpruay griefs ſhall ſeem but ſparks 
To the great fire of my calamities. 

| Maria. 

Then I'll lire only with you for to hear 
If any human woes can be like mine. 

Yet fnce my being in this darkſome deſert, 
I have read on trees moſt lamentable ſtories. 
Albert. 

Tis true indeed, there's one within theſe woods 
Whole name is Albert; a man ſo full ot ſorrow, 
That on each tree he paſſeth by he carves 
Such doletul lines for his raſh tollies paſt, 

That whoſo reads them, and not drown'd in tears, 
Muſt have a heart fram'd forth of adamant. 
Marta. 
And can you help me to the ſight of him? 
Albert. 

Ay, when thou wilt, he'll otten come to me, 

And at my cave fit a whole winter's night, 
Recounting of his ſtories. I tell thee, boy, 

Had he offended more than did that man, 

Who ſtole the fire from heaven, his contrition 
Would appeaſe all the gods, and quite revert 

Their wrath to mercy. But come, my pretty boy, 
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We'll to my cave, and after ſome repoſe 
Retate the ſequel of each other's woes. _ 


Enter Carracus. 


Carracus. | 
What a way have I come, yet I know not whither, 

The air's fo cold this winter ſeaſon, 

Vin fore a fool. Would any but an af 

Leave a warm matted chamber and a bed, 

To run thus in the cold? and which is more, 

To ſeek a woman, a ſlight thing called woman ? 
Creatures, which curious nature fram'd, as I ſuppoſe, 
For rent-receivers to her treaſury; 

And why I think fo now, Ill give you inſtance ; 
Mott men do know that nature's felt hath made them 
Moſt profitable members; then if ſo, 

By otten trading in the common-wealth 

They reeds muſt be enrich'd; why very good. 

To whom ought beauty then repay this gain 

Which ſhe by nature's gift hath profited, 

But unto nature? why all this I grant. 

Why then they ſhall no more be called women, 

For 1 will ſtile them thus, ſcorning their leave, 

Thote that for nature do much rent receive. 
This is a wood fure, and as I have read, 
In woods are echos which will anſwer men, 


To every queſtion which they do propound, 7 Echo, 
cho. 
Echo. 


Carracus. 

O, arc you there? hare at ye then 'faith, 
Echo, canit tell me whether men or women 
Are for the moſt part damn'd ? 

Echo. 

Moſt part damn'd. 


17 Fcho.] The idea of theſe anſwers from an Echo ſeems to have 
been taken from Lord Sterling's ur, 4to. 1604, Sign. K 4. Oveo 
the triumvirate, Pope, Gay, or Arbuth not, but which of them is not 
known, in a piece printed in Swift's M'ſcellanies, may have been 1 


debt. d for the ſame thought to either Lord Sterling or the preſent Wricer. 
Carracus. 
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Carracus. 
Of both indeed; how true this echo ſpeaks ! 
Echo, now tell me if amongſt a thouſand women 
There be one chaſte, as” = i 


' Carracus. 
Why ſo I think; better and better ſtill. 
Now farther : Echo, in a world 'of men, 
Is there one faithful 'to his friend, or no ? 


Echo. 
No. 
Carracus. 
Thou ſpeak'ſt moiſt true, for I have found it ſo. 
Who ſaid thou waſt a woman, Echo, lies; 
Thou could'ſt not then ahfwer ſo much of truth. 
Once more, good Echo; 


Was my Maria falſe by her own deſire, 
Or was't againſt her will? 


None. 


Echo. 
| Againſt her will. | 
Carracus. | 
Troth it may be ſo ; but canſt thou tell, 
Whether ſhe be dead or not ? 
Echo. 
Not, - 
Carracus, 
Not dead! 
Echo. 
Not dead. 
h Carracus, 


Then without queſtion ſhe doth ſurely live. 
But I do trouble thee too much, therefore 
Good ſpeak-truth, farewel. 


Fatewel, 


Carracus. 
How quick it anſwers ! O that counſellors 
Would thus reſolve men's doubts without a fee ! 
How many country clients then might relt 


3 Free 


i! 
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Free from undoing ! no plodding pleader then 

Would purchaſe great poſſeſſions with his tongue. 

Were I ſome demy- god, or had that power, 

I wou'd ſtraight make this Echo here a judge; 

He'd ſpend his judgment in the open court 

As now to me, without being once ſollicited 

In his private chamber ; 'tis not bribes could win 

Him to o'erſway men's right, nor could he be 

Led to damnation for a little pelf; 

He would not haybour malice in his heart, 

Or envious hatred, baſe deſuight or grudge, 

But be an upright, juſt, and equal judge. 

But now imagine that I ſhould confront 

Treacherous Albert, who hath rais'd my front! 

But I fear this 1dle prate hath 7 | 

Made me quite forget my ** cingue pace, {He dantth, 
Enter Albert. | l 

. Albert. 
IT heard the echo anſwer unto one, 

That by his ſpeech cannot be far remote 

From off this ground ; and ſee I have deſcry'd him: 

Oh heavens ! it's Carracus, whoſe reaſon's ſeat 

Is now uſurp'd by madaeſs and diſtraction; 

Which I, the athor of confuſion, 

Have planted here by my accurſed deeds. - 


Carracus. 

O, are you come, ſir? I was ſending the tavern- boy for 
vou; I have been practiſing here, and can do none of my 
lofty tricks. | | v5 
Albert, 
| Good fir, if any ſpark do yet remain 

Of your conſumed reaſon, let me ſtrive. 
| | Carracus, 

To blow it out? troth I molt kindly thank you, 
Here's triendſhip to the life, But, Fo whey-beard, 
Why ſhould you think me void of reaſon's fire, 

My youthful days being in the height of knowledge ? 


of cimpue-pace.] A _—_ I muſt 
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1 muſt confefs your ald gain experience ; 
But that ſo much o'er-ruled by dot 
That what you think experience ſhall eſſect, 40 


Short memory deſtroys. Whar ſay you now, ſic? 
Am I mad now, that can anſwer thus | 


To all interrogatories? 
; Alber ts 


But tho? your words do ſavour, fir, of judgment, 
Yet when they derogate from the due obſervance 
Of fring times, they ought to be reſpected 
No more, than if a man ſhould tell a tale 
Of feigned mirth in mid ſt of extreme ſorrows. 

Carracus. 
How did you knorw - | 
ſorrows, fir ? what tho? I have loſt a wiſe, 
Muſt I be therefore griev'd ? am I not happy 
To be fo freed of a continual trouble? 
Had many a man ſuch forrune as I, 
In what a heaven would they think themſelves, 
Being releaſed of all thoſe threat'ning clouds, 
Which in the angry ſkies, call'd women's brows, 
Sit ever menacing tempeſtuous ſtorms ? 
But yet I needs muſt tell you, old December, 
My wife was clear of this ; within her brow, 
She had not a wrinkle, nor a ſtorming trown ; 
But like a ſmooth well-poliſh'd ivory, 
It ſeem'd ſo pleaſant to the looker-on, 
She was fo kind, of nature ſo gentle, 


That if ſhe'd done a fault, ſhe'd ſtraight go die for't: 


Was not ſhe then a rare one ? 
What, weep'ſt thou, aged Neſtor ? 
Take comfort, man, Roy was ordain'd by fate 
To yield to us, which we will ruinate. 
Albert. 

Good, fir, walk with me but where you ſee 
The ſhadowing eims, within whoſe circling round 
There is a holy ſpring, about encompaſſed 
By dandling ſycamores and violets, 
Whoſe waters cure all human maladies. 
few drops thereof, being ſprinkl'd on your temples, 


* 
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| Revives your fading memory, and reſtores 
Vour ſenſes loft — their perfect being. 
Carracus, 
Is it clear water, fir, and very freſh ? 
For I am thirſty? gives it a better reliſh 
Iuhan a cup of dead wine with flies in't? 
Albert. | 
Moſt pleaſant to the taſte ; pray, will you go? 
Carracus. | 


Faſter than you, I believe, fir. [ Exemn, 


Enter Maria. 

Maria. 

I am walk'd forth from my preſerver's cave, 
To ſearch about theſe woods, only to ſee : 
The penitent Albert, whoſe repentaut mind 
Each tree expreſſeth. O, that ſome power divine 
Would hither ſend wy virtuous Carracus ! 

Not for my own content, hut that he might 

See how his diſtreſs d friend ts the wrong, 
Which his raſh folly, moſt unfortunate, 
Acted *gainſt him and me; which I forgive 

A hundred times a day, for that more often 

My eyes are witneſs to his fad complaints; 

How the good hermit ſeems to ſhare his moans, 

Which in the day-time he deplores mongſt trees, 

And in the night his cave is fill'd with fighs ; 

No other bed doth his weak limbs ſuppart 

Than the cold earth; no other harmony 

To rock his cares aſleep, but bluſteripg winds, 

Or ſome ſwift current, headlong ruſhing down 

From a high mountain's top, pouring his force 
Into the ocean's gulf, where being ſwallow'd, 

Seems to bewail his fall with hideous words : 

No other ſuſtenation to ſuffice 

W hat nature claims, but raw unſavoury roots, 

With troubled waters, where untamed beaſts 

Do bathe themſelves. 


th > <<: >» 
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Enter Sagre, dance et exeunt. 


Ah me! what things are theſe ! | 
What pretty harmleſs things they ſeem to be! 
As if delight had no where made abode, 

But in their nimble ſport, 


Enter Albert and Carracus. 


Yander's the courteous hermir, and with him 
Albert it ſcems. O ſee, tis Carracus! 
Joy, do not now confound me! 

: Carracus. 

Thanks unto heavens and thee, thou holy man, 
[ have attain'd what doth adorn man's being, 
That precious gem of reaſon, by which ſolely 
We are diſcern'd from rude and brutifh beatts, 
No other difference being *twixt us and them. 
How to repay this more than earthly kindneſs 
Lies not within my power, but in his 
That hath indu'd thee with celeſtial gifts, 
To whom I'll pray, he may beſtow on thee 
What thou deſerv'ſt, bleſt immortality. 

Albert. 

Which unto you befall, thereof moſt worthy. 
But, virtuous fir, what I will now requeſt 
From your true generous nature, is, that you would 
Be pleas d to pardon that repentant wight 
Whoſe finful ſtory upon yon tree's bark 
Yourſelf did read, for that you fay, to you 
Thoſe wrongs were done. 

Carras. 

Indeed they were, and to a dear wife loſt 
Yet I forgive him, as I with the heavens 
May pardon me. 


Mar ig. 

So doth Maria too. [She d;ſcovers berfelf. 
; Carracus, 

Lives my Maria then? what gracious planet 

Gave thee tafe conduct to theſe deſert woods ? 
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My late miſhap (repented now by all, 
And therefore pardon'd) compell'd me to fly, 
Where I had periſhed for want of food, 
Had not this courteous man.awak'd my ſenſe, 
In which death's felf had partly intereſt, 
| Carracus. 
Alas, Maria! I am fo far indebted 
To him already, for the late recovery of 
My own weakneſs, that *tis impoſſible 
For us to attribute ſufficient thanks 


For ſuch abundant good. 
| | Albert. 


J rather ought to thank the heaven's creator, 
That he vouchſaf'd me ſuch eſpecial grace, 
In doing ſo ſmall a good; which could 1 hourly 
Beſtow on all, yet could I not aſſua 
The ſwelling rancor of my fore - paſt crimes. 

5 | Carracus. 5 

O, fir, deſpair not; for your courſe of life 
(Were your fins far more odious than they be) 
Doth move compaſſion and pure clemency 
In the all-ruling judge, whoſe powerful mercy 
O'erſways his jultice, and extends itſelf 
To all repentant minds, He's happier far 
That fins, and can repent him of his fin, 

Than the ſelf-juſtifier, who doth ſurmiſe 

By bis own works to gain ſalvation; 
Seeming to reach at heaven, he'claſps damnation, 
Vou then are happy, and our penitent friend, 

To whoſe wiſh'd preſence pleaſe you now to bring us, 

That in our gladſome arms we may infold 

His much-eſteemed perſon, and forgive 

The injuries of his raſh follies paſt. 

Albert. 
Then ſee falſe Albert proſtrate at your feet, 


[He diſcovers bim 
Deſiring juſtice for his heinous ill, 


Curracis. 
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Carracus. 
Is it you? Albert's ſelf, that hath preſerv'd us? 
0 bleſt bewailer of thy miſery ! 
ES! Maria. 
And woe full'ſt liver in calamity ! 
Carracus. 

From which, right worthy friend, tis now high time 
You be releas'd ; come then, you ſhall with us. 
Our firſt and chiefeſt welcome, my Maria, 

We ſhall receive at your good father's houſe ; 

Who, as I do remember, in my frenzy | 

Sent a kind letter, which defir'd our preſence, 
Albert, 

So pleaſe you, virtuous pair, Albert will tay, 
And ſpend the remnant of this weariſome lite 
lu theſe dark woods, : 

Carracus, 

Then you negle the comforts heav'n doth ſend 

To your abode on earth, If you ſtay here, 

Your lite may end in torture, by the cruelty 

Of ſome wild ravenous beaſts ; but if 'mongſt men, 

When you depart, the faithful prayers of many 

Will much avail, to crown your ſoul with bliſs, 
Albert. 

Lov'd Carracus, I have found in thy converſe 
Comfort fo bleſt, that nothing now but death 
dhall cauſe a ſeparation in our being. 

| Maria. 


Which heaven confirm ! 
I Carracus, 
Thus by the breach of faith, our friendſhip's knit 
In ſtronger bonds of love. 
Albert, 


Heaven fo continue it! [ Exeunt, 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 


Enter Hog in his chamber, with Rebecca laying down his bed, - 
and, ſeeming to put the keys under his bolſter, conmvegeth then 


into her pocket, 


Hog. | 
8 O, have you laid the keys of the outward doors 
Under my bolſter? 
Rebecca. 
Yes, forſooth. 
Hog. 


Go your way to bed then. | [Exit Rebecca, 
I wonder who did at the firſt invent ; 
Theſe beds, the breeders of diſeaſe and ſloth: 
He was no ſoldier ſure, nor no ſcholar, 
And yet he might be very well a courtier ; 
For no good huſband would have been fo idle, 
No uſurer neither; yet here the bed afforis [ Diſc. his gold. 
Store of ſweet golden ſlumbers unto him. 
Heie ſleeps command in war; Cæſar by this 
Obtain'd his triumphs; this will fight man's cauſe, 
When fathers, brethien, and the near'ſt of friends, 
Leave to aſſiſt him; all content to this 
Is merely vain; the lovers whoſe affections 
Do ſympathize together in full pleaſure, 
Debarr'd of this, their ſummer ſudden ends; 
And care, the winter to their former jays, 
Breathes ſuch a cold blaſt on their turtles bills; 
Having not this, to ſhrowd him forth his ſtorms, 
They Hraight are forc'd to make a ſeparation, 
And ſo live under thoſe that rule o'er this. 
The gallant, whoſe illuſtrious outſide draws 
The eyes of wantons to behold with wonder a 
His rare-ſhap'd parts, for ſo he thinks they be, 
Deck'd in the robes of gliſtering gallantry ; 
Having not this attendant on his perſon, 
Walks with a cloudy brow. and ſeems to all 
A. great contemner of ſociety ; Not 
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Not for the hate he bears to company, 

But for the want of this ability. 

O ſilver! thou that art the baſeſt captive, 

Kept in this priſon; how many pale offenders 
For thee have ſuffer'd ruin? But, O my gold! 
Thy ſight's more pleafing than the ſeemly locks 
Of yellow-hair'd Apollo ; and thy touch 

More ſmooth and dainty, than the don · ſoſt white 
Of lady's temptiog breaſt: thy bright aſpect 
Dims the greateſt luſtre of heaven's waggoner. 
But why go I about to extol thy worth, 
Knowing that poets cannot compaſs it? 

But now give place, my gold, for here's a power 
Of greater glory and ſupremacy 

Obicures thy being ; here firs enthroniz'd 

The ſparkling diamond, whoſe bright reflexion 
Caſts ſuch a ſplendor on theſe other gems, 
'Mongit which he ſo majeſtical appears, 

As i now my good angels guard me! 


A flaſh of fire, and Lightfoot aſcends like a ſpirit. 
Melior vigilantia ſomno. 
Stand not amaz'd, good man, for what appears 


Shall add to thy content; be void of fears; 
I am the ſhadow of rich kingly Crceſus, 
dent by his greatneſs from the lower world 
To make thee mighty, and to ſway on earth 
By thy abundant ſtore, as he himſelf doth 
In Elyſium ; how he reigneth there, 
His ſhadow will unfold; give thou then ear, 
In under-air, where fair Elyſium ſtands, 
Beyond the river ſtiled Acheron, 
He hath a caſtle built of adamant ; 
Not fram'd by vain enchantment, but there fix'd 
By the all-burning hands of warlike ſpirits, 
Whoſe windows are compos'd of pureſt cryſtal, 
And deck'd within with oriental pearls : 
There the great ſpirit of Crœſus royal ſelf 
Keeps his abode in joyous i 

Ee 2 


” 


a * 
by l Y 


1 


435 THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL. 
He is not tortur'd there, as feign, 

With molten gold and pb'y flames of fire, 
Or any ſuch moleſting perturbation ; - 

But there reputed as a demi-god, | 

Feaſting with Pluto and his Proſerpine, 

Night after night with all delicious cates, 
With greater glory than ſeven kingdoms ſtates. 
Now farther know the cauſe of my appearance ; 
The kingly Crœſus having by fame's trump 
Heard, that thy loy'd deſires ſtand affected 

To the obtaining of abundant wealth, 

Sends me, his ſhade, thus much to ſignify, 
That if thou wilt become famous on earth, 
He'll give to thee even more than infinite ; 
And afier death with him thou ſhalt partake 
The rare delights beyond ——__—— lake, 


. 
Great Crœſusꝰ ſhagow may diſpoſe of me 
To what he pleaſeth. 


So ſpeaks obediency. 
For which I'll raiſe thy lowly thoughts as high, 
As Crœſus's were in his mortality. 

Stand then undaunted, whilſt I raiſe thoſe ſpirits, 
By whoſe laborious taſk and induſtry 

Thy treaſure ſhall abound and multiply. 

Aſcend Afearion, thou that art 25 

A 2 ſpirit, am dof? convert 

Silver to gold; J Jay aſcend, 


And on me, Craſus ſhade, attend, | Lad 


To <vork the pleaſure of his <vill. 


The Player appears. 

4 „ 
What would then Creeſus liſt to fill 

Some mortals coffers up with gold, 

Changing the lilver it doth hold? 

By that pure metal, if t be ſo, 

By the infernal gates I ſwear, | 

Where Rhadamanth doth domineer; By 
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By Creeſus' name and by his caſtle, 
Where winter nights he keepeth *9 waſſail; 
By Demogorgon and the fates, 
And by all theſe low country ſtates ; 
Thar, after knowledge of thy mind, 
Aſcarion, li e the ſwitt-pac'd wind, 
Will fly to finiſh thy command. 
| Lightfoot, 
Take then this filver out ot hand, 
' And bear it to the river Tagus, 
Beyond th'abode of Archi-Magus ; 
Whoſe golden ſands upon it caſt, 
Transform it into gold at laſt : 
Which being effected ſtraight return, 
And ſudden too, or I will ſpurn 
This trunk of thine into the pit, 
Where all the helliſh furies ſir, 
Scratching their eyes out. Quick ! begone! 
Player. 
Swifter in courſe than doth the ſun. Exit Player, 
Lightfoot. 
How far'ſt thou, mortal ? be not terrify'd 
At theſe infernal motions ; know that ſhortly 


19 waſſai!} Verſtigan, in his Reflitution of Decayed Intelligence, 1634, 
p. 126. gives the following account of the origin of this term: “ Ag 
this Lady (i. e. Rowena) was very beautifull, ſo was ſhe of a very 
« comely deportment, and Hingiſtus, having invited King Vortiger to a 
« ſupper, at his new-builded caſtle, cauſed that after ſupper, ſhe came 
* foorth of her chamber into the King's preſence, with a cup of gold 
« filled with wine in her hand, and making in very ſeemely manper a 
© low reverence unto the King, ſayd, with a pleaſing grace and countes 
* nance in our ancient language, Maes bea hlaford Cyning, which is, bein 
* rightly expounded according to our preſent ſpeech, be of health Lor 
8 King, for as was is our verbe of the preterimperfedt tenſe, or preter- 
perfect tenſe, ſignifying have bin, ſo was being the ſame verb in the 
imperative mood, and now pronounced wax, is as much as to ſay 
„grew, be, or become and waes-heal, by corruption of pronounciatton, 
* afterwards became to be wa/aile. The king not underſtanding what 
4 ſhee ſaid, demaunded it of his chamberlaine, who was his interpreter, 
- and when he knew what it was, he aſked him how he might againe 
5 anſwer her, in her owne language, whereof being informed he ſayd 

unto her Drinc heal, that is to ſay, Drink health.“ See ally Note 79 
o The Ordinary, vol. X. p. 280. ; 
E e 3 Great 
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Great Creſus' ghoſt ſhall, in the love he bears thee, 
Give thee ſufficient power by thy own worth 
To raiſe ſuch ſpirits. 

Fg 


Creœſus is much too liberal in his favour 

To one fo far deſertleſs as poor Hog. 
Lightfoot. 

Poor Hog ! O ſpeak not that word poor again, 
Leſt the whole apple-tree of Crœſusꝰ bounty, 
Crack'd into ſhivers, overthrow thy fortunes ! 
For he abhors the name of poverty, 

And will grow ſick to hear it ſpoke by thoſe, 
Whom he intends to raiſe.— But ſee, the twilight, 
Poſting before the chariot of the ſun, 

Brings word of his approach : 


We muſt be ſudden, and with ſpeed raiſe up 


The ſpirit Bazan, that can ſtraight transform 


© Gold into pearl; be till and circumſpect. 


Bazan, aſcend up from the treaſure 


Of Pluto, where thou didf at pleaſure 


 Metamorphoſe all his gold 


Into pearl, which *bove a thouſand fold 
Exceeds the value; quickly riſe 

To Crajus ſhader, who hath a ' Hans 

To be performed by thy flrength, 


- * Haddit aſcends, 

+; Haddit. 

I am no fencer, yet at length 
From Vluto's preſence and the hall, 
Where Proſerpine keeps feſtival, 
I'm hither come; and now I fee, * 
To what intent I'm rais'd by thee 
It is to make that mortal rich, 
That at his fame men's ears may itch, 
When they do hear but of his ſtore, 
He hath one daughter, and no more, 
Which all the lower powers decree, 


She to one Wealthy wedded be; 


Y. 8 
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By which conjunction there ſhall ſpring, 
oung heirs to Hog, whereon to fling 

His maſs of treaſure when he dies; 

Thus Bazan truly propheſies. 

But come, my taſk ? I long to rear 

His fame above the hemiſphere. 

Lightfoot. 

Take then the gold which here doth lie, 

And quick return it by- ard- by | 

All in choice pearl, Whither to go, 

I need not tell you, for you know. 


Haddit. | 
Indeed I do, and Hog ſhall find it ſo. Ad.. 
{Exit Haddit. 
Lightfoot. 


Now, mortal, there is nothing doth remain, 
'Twixt thee and thine abundance, only this; 
Turn thy eyes eaſtward, for from thence appears 
Aſcarion with thy gold, which having brought, 
And at thy foot ſurrender'd, make obeyſance ; 
Then turn about and fix thy tapers u eſtward, 
From whence great Bazan brings thy orient pearl; 
Who'll lay it at thy feet much like the former, 

Og, 

Then I muſt make to him obey ſance thus. 

| Lightfoot. 

Who ſo; in mean time Cree'us' ſhade will reſt 

Upon thy bed; but above all take heed, 
You ſutfer not your eyes to ſtray aſide 
From the direct point l hare ſet thee at: 
For though the ſpirit do delay the time, 

And not return your treaſure {predily—— 


Let the loſs light on me, if Leonie 

Or overſlip what Crœſusꝰ ſhade commands. 
Lightfoot. 

[Afide.] So, now practiſe ſtanding, though it be nothing 
agreeable to your Hog's age, Let me ſce, among theſe writ- 
. ys is my nephew Hadvit's martgage; but in taking that it 
may breed ſuſpe& on us; wherefure this box of jewels will 
| Ee 4 ſtand 


K 


\ 


' 


. 440 THE HOG HATH LOST HIS PEARL, 


&5* 


H 


ſtand far better, and let that alone. It is now break of day, 


and near by this the marriage is confirm'd betwixt my cou 


and great Crœſus's friend's daughter here, whom I will non 

leave to his moſt weighty cogitations. 

So, gentle ſir, adieu; time not permits 

To hear thoſe paſſions, and thoſe frantick fits 

You're ſubject to, when you ſhall find how true 

Great Crceſus' ſhade hath mn an aſs of you. [Exit, 
. 

Let me now ruminate to wytelf, why Creeſus ſhould be ſo 
great a favourer to me.—And yet to what end ſhould I defire 
to know? I think it is ſufficient it is ſo; and I would he had 
been ſo ſooner, for he and his ſpirits would have fav'd me 


much labour in the purchaſing of wealth ; but then, indeed, it 


would have been the contuſion of two or three ſcriveners, 
which, by my means, have been properly rais'd,—But now 
imagine this only a trick, whereby I may be gu!l'd ; but how 
can that be? are not my doors lock'd ? have [ not ſeen, wich 
wy own eyes, the aſcending of the ſpirits? have I not heard, 
with my own ears, the invocations wherewith they were 
rais'd? could any but ſpirits appear through ſo firm u floor as 
this is? 'tis impoſſible. —But, hark, I hear the ſpirit Aſcarion 
coming with my gold. O bountiful Crœſus! Vil build a 
temple to thy mightinels ! 


Enter young Lord Wealthy and Peter Servitude. 


Young Lord Wealthy. 
O Peter, how longhave we ſlept upon the hogſhead ? 
Peter Serwitudi. 
I think a dozen hours, my lord, and 'tis nothing: Il un. 


| dertake to fleep ſixteen, upon the receipt of two cups of 


muſkadine *®, 
N Young Lord N calily. 
I marvel what's become of Haddit and Lightfoot ! 
Pieter Serwitude, 


Hang 'em, flinchers ; they ſlunk away as ſoon as they had 
drank as much as they were able to carry, which no generus 
ſpirit would ha' done, indeed, | 

ro muſkadine] or muſcadel. A kind of wine fo called, becauſe for 


ſweetnels and ſmell it reſembles muſk. It comes from the Ille of Yang 
- | | n | ou 
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| Young Lord Wealthy. 

Yet I believe Haddit had his part; for, to my thinking, the 
cellar went round with him when he left us. But are we 
come to a bed yer ? I muſt needs flee | 

| Peter Serwitude. 
Come ſoftly, by any means; for we are now upon the 
threſho!d of my maſter's chamber, through which I'll bring you 
to miſtreſs Rebecca's lodging: give me ” hand, and come 
very nicely. | eter falls into the bole. 
Young Lord Wealthy, 
Where art, Peter ? 


Peter Serwitude. 
O ho! ; 
Young Lord Wealthy, 
Where's this noiſe, Peter, canſt tell ? 
Hog. 
I hear the voice of my adopted ſon-in-law, 
Young Lord Wealthy, 
Why, Peter, wilt not anſwer me? 
Peter Scrwitude. 


O, my lord, above, ſtand ſtill ; I'm fall'a down at leaſt thirty 
fathom deep; ir you ſtand not ſtill till I recover, and have 


lighten a candle, you're but a dead man. 
Hog 


I am robb'd, I am undone, I am deluded: who's in my 


chamber ? 
| Young Lord Wealthy. 
'Tis I, the lord your fon that ſhall be: upon my honour I 
came not to rob you, | 


I (hall run mad! I ſhall run mad! 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
Why, then, *tis my fortune to be terrified with madmen. 


Enter Peter Servitude 1th a candle. 
P eter Sreoutude, 
Where are you, my lord ? 


Here, my lady: where are you, rogue, when thieves break 
into my houſe ? 


Petey 
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Breakivg my neck in your ſervice, a on't. 

| E — Lord Dae 
But are you robb'd, indeed, father Hog ? of how much, 
pray t | ny | 

ws wy 
Of all, of all ; fee here, they have left me nothing but tw 


or three rolls of parehment; here they came up like ſpirits, and 
' 00k my filver, gold and jewels. Where's my daughter: 


r - 
She's not in the houſe, fir: the ſtreet doors are wide open, 
Young Lord Wealthy, 


Nay, tis no matter where ſhe is now: ſhe'll ſcarce be worh 
a thouſand pound, and that's but a taylor's prize. 


Then you'll not hare her, fir F 7 
No, as I hope to live in peace. 1 
| | H. 


Why be't fo, be't ſo; confuſion cannot come in 2 fitter 
time on all of us. O bountiful Crœſus! how fine thy ſhadoꝶ 
hath devour'd my ſubſtance ! 

Peter Seraitade. 

Good,. my lord, promiſe him to marry his daughter, or be 
will be mad preſently, tho? you never intend to have her. 

| Young Lord Wealthy. 

Well, father Hog, tho' you are undone, your daughter 
ſhall not be, fo long as a lord can ſtand her in any ſtead, 
Come, you ſhall with me to my lord and father, whoſe war. 
rants we will have for the apprehending of all ſuſpicious 
livers ; and, tho' the labour be infinite, you mult conſider 
Four loſs 1s ſo. 

Hog: 


Come, I'll do any thing to gain my gold. 
. Peter Serwvitude. 
Till which be had, my fare will be but cold. {ZExeuit 


Enter Haddit, Rebecca, Lightfoot, and Prigf 
| Haaddlit. 
Now, Mr. parſon, we will no farther trouble you; and, for 
the tying of our true love-knot, here's a ſmall amends, Pri 
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Pr igt. | | N 
is more than due, fir ; yet I'll take it all, 
dpould kindneſs be deſpis'd, good-will would fall 
Unto a lower ebb, ſhould we deteſt 
The grateful giver's gift, weriſimo oft, 
it. 
It's true, indeed; good-morrow, honeſt parſon. 
Ti. 
Vet, if you pleaſe, fir Jobn will back ſurrender 
The overplus of what you now did tender. 
| Haddit, 
O, by no means, I pr'ythee; friend, good · morrow. 
Lightfoot. 
Why, if you pleaſe, fir John, to me reſtore 
The overplus, I'll give it to the poor. 
Prift. 
O pardon, fir ; for, by your worſhip's leave, 
We ought to give from whence we do receive. 
Haddit. 
Why then to me, fir John. 
rieft. 
To all a kind good-morrow, [Exit Prieft, 
Haddit. | 


him. But why are you ſo ſad, Rebecca ? 
Rebecea. 
To think in what eſtate my father is, 
When he beholds that he is merely gull'd. 

its 
Nay, be not grieved for that which ſhould rather give you 
cauſe of content; for *twill be a means to make him abandon 
his avarice, and ſave a ſoul almoſt incurable. But now to 
our own atfairs: this marriage ot ours muſt not yet be known, 
leſt it breed ſuſpicion. We wall bring you, Rebecca, unto 
Atlas houſe, whilſt we two go unto the old lord Wealtby's, 
having ſome acquaintance with his ſon-in-law Carracus, who 
] underſtand is there; where no queſtion but we ſhall find 
your father proclaiming his loſs : thither you ſhall come ſome- 
what after us, as it were to ſeek him; where I doubt not but 


lo to order the matter, that I will receive you as my wife from 
his own bands, 


Rebecca, 


A moſt fine vicar ; there was no other means to be rid of 


= 
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May it fo ha | Rebecca. 
it ſo happy prove ! 
| Lightfoot. | N 
Amen, ſay I; for, ſhould our laſt trick be known, grea 
Creeſus? would have a conjur'd time on't, | | 
"Tis true, his caſtle of adamant would ſcarce hold him: but 
come, this will be good cauſe for laughter hereafter, 
Then we'll relate how this great bird was pull'd | 
Of his rich feathers, aud moſt finely gull'd. [Exam 


Euer Old Lord Wealtby, with Carracus, Maria, and Aben. 


Old Lord Wealthy. 

More welcome, Carracus, than friendly truce 
To a beſieged city all diftreſt: 
How early this glad morning are you come 
To make me happy ? for pardon of your offence, 
Tee given a bleſſing, which may heaven confirm 
In treble manner on your virtuous lives! 

Carracus. 
And may our lives and duty daily ſtrive 
To be found worthy of that loving favour, 
Which, from your reverend age, we now receive 


Without. deſert or merit! 
Euter young Lord Wealthy, Hog, and Peter. 
Long Lord Wealthy. 


Room for a Yeſirer of juſtice ! what, my ſiſter 
Maria! who thought to have met you here? 


Maria. 


You may fee, brother, unlook'd-for gueſts prove often 


trouble/ome. & 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
Well, but is your huſband there any quieter than he was f 


Carracus. : 

Sir, I muſt defire you to forget all injuries, if, in not being 
myſelf, I offer d you any. | 

| Alber ts 


Tul ſee that peace concluded. 2 


| Young Lord Wealthy. 
ich I agree to; for patience is a virtue, father Hog. 
wie BO | Old Lord Wealty, 
it you, ſon, that cried ſo loud for juſtice ? 
ume 


Yes, marry was it, and this the party to whom it appertains, 
H. 


| 07. | 
0, my moſt honour'd lord, I am undone, robb'd, this black 
night, of all the wealth and treaſure which theſe many years I 


bare hourly labour'd for. | 
IE Old Lord Wealthy. 


And who are thoſe have * this outrage to you? - 


. * | 
O knew I that, I then, my lord, were happy. 
| Old Lord Wealthy. 
Come you for juſtice then, not knowing gainſt whom the 
courſe of juſtice ſhould extend itſelf? Nor yet ſuſpect you 


none ? 


zut 


Hog. 
None but the devil. 
Young Lord Wealthy. 
[ thought he was a cheater, e er fince I heard two or three 
! Templers ſwear at dice, the laſt Chriſtmas, that the devil had 


oe all, 


Enter Haddit and Lightfoot. 
Haddit. © 
My kind acquaintance, joy to thy good ſucceſs. 
Carracus. 
Noble and freeborn Haddit, welcome. 
Lightfoot. 
Mr. Hog, good-day. 
Hog. 
For I have had a bad night on't. 
Lightfoot. 


vickneſs is incident to age: what, be the writings ready to 
be ſeal'd we intreated laſt day ? | 


n Templer —Chriſmas] Sce Note to The Match at Midaight, vol. VII. 
Hog, 


| 1" 
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: H. 0 
Yes, I think they are ; * the ſcrivener were paid fy 
the making them. | | | 
Lightfoot. | 


as I appointed ? 


Yes, tis put vp : confuſion leize the receivers ! 
| | Lightfoot. 
Heaven bleſs us all! what mean you, fir ? 


O, fir, I was robb'd this * — of all I had; 
My daughter too is loſt, and I undone. 
| | Lightfoot, 
Marry, God forbid ! after our manner, I pray ? 


O, to recount, fir, will breed more ruth 
Than did the tale of that high ** Trojan duke 
To the ſad fated Carthaginian queen. 
its \ 
What exclamation's that ? 
Lightfoot. 
What you will grieve at, cuz; 
Your worſhipful friend, Mr. Hog, is robb'd. 
s Haddit. 
Robb'd! by whom, or how ? 
Lightfoot. 
O, there's the grief: he knows not whom to ſuſpect. 
Haddit. 
The fear of hell o'ertake them, whoſoe'er they be. But 
where's your daughter? I hope ſhe is ſafe. 


Enter Rebecca, 
Hog. 
Thank heaven, I ſee ſhe's now ſo. Where haſt thou been, 
my girl ? 
Rebecca. 


Alas, fir, carried by amazement I know not where; purſued 
by the robbers, torced to fly amazed, atfrighted, through the 


22 Trojan duke] See Note to Fuimus Troes, vol. VII. 
6 city 


He ſhall be ſo, though I do't myſelf. Is the money put up, - 
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city ſtreets, to ſeek redreſs ; but that lay faſt atleep in all men's 
houſes, nor would lend an ear to the diſtreſs'd. | 
Haddit. 
0 heavy accident! but fee, you too much, 
Being your daughter's found; for th' other loſs, 
Since tis the will of heaven to give and take, 
Value it as nothing: you have yet ſufficient 
To live in bleſt content, had you-no more 
But my ſmall mortgage for your daughter here, 
Whom I have ever lov'd in dear'it affection. 
If ſo you pleaſe ſo much to favour me, 
[ will accept ber, ſpite of poverty, 
And make her jointure of ſome ſtore of land, 
Which, by the loſs of a good aged friend, 
Late fell ro me: what, is't a match or no? 


Hog. 
It 18. 


Hadidit. 
Then I'll have witneſs on't : my lord, and gentlemen, 
Pleaſe you draw near, to be here witnefles 
To a wiſh'd contract *twixt this maid and I. 
Omnes, 


We all are willing, 


Then, in the preſence of you all, I give my daughter freely 
to this gentleman as wife; and, to ſhew how much I ſtand 
affected to him, for dowry with her, I do back reſtore his- 
mortgaged lands; and, for their loves, I vow ever hereatter io 
deteſt, renounce, loath, and abhor all {laviſh avarice 

Which doth aſcend from hell, ſent by the devil, 

To be, mongſt men, the actor of all evil. 


Omnes., 
A bleſt converſion, 
Old Lord Wealthy. 

A good, far unexpected. And now, gentlemen, 

do invite you all to feaſt with me 
This happy day, that we may all together 
Applaud his good ſucceſs :. and let this day be ſpent 
la ſports and thews, with gladſome merriment. 


Rte: hvac, Hh wk 
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Come, bleſt converted man, we'll lead the way, 
As unto heaven I hope we ſhall. 


a , Hog. 
Heaven grant we may! 
| Carracus. 
Come, my Maria, and repentant friend, 
We three have taſted worſt of miſery, 
Which now adds joy to our felicity. 
| | Haddit. | 
We three are happy we have gain'd much wealth, - 
And tho? we have done jt by a trick of ſtealth, 
Vet all, I truſt, are pleas'd ; and will our ill acquit, 
Since it hath fav'd a ſoul was hell's by right. 
; Young Lord Wealthy, 
To follow after, then, our lot doth fall ; 
Now rhime it, Peter. 


Ls) 


AQ —— © — 


; Peter Servnude, 
A good-night to all, 


[ Exeunt omi. 
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N OW expeftation bath at fall recein'd 

What we late promiſed; if in aught cue ve pleas'd, 
is all ve ſought i accompliſh, and much more 

Than our weak merit dares to aitribute 

Unto itſclf till you wouchſafe to deign, 

In your kind cenſure, ſo to gratify 

Our trivial labours, | 
If it hath pleaſed the judicial ear, 

We have our author's wiſh ; and, void of fear, + 
Dare ignorant men to ſbe tu their worſt of hate, 

It wt detracts, but adds unto that ftate 

Where deſert foariſheth. 

Moll refl applauded in their derogation, 

Tho with an bifs they crown that confirmation: 

Pak this, our author ſaith, 't prove diflafieful, 

le only grieves you ſpent two hours jo waſteful ; 
But, if it's lid, and you affe his pen, 

You may command it æuben you pleaſe again. 
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Printed at London for J. W. 1675. 


To the Honeſt and High- ſpirited PEN TIcES, 
the Readers. 


ONE but to you (as whom this play moſt eſpecially 
concerns) I thought good to dedicate this labour; 
which though written many years ſince, in my infancy of 
judgment, in this kind of „and my firſt practice; yet 
underſtanding (by what means I know not) it was in theſe 
more exquiſite and refiged times, to come to the preſs in ſuch 
a ſonrardneſs ere it came to my knowledge, that it was paſt 
prerention, and then knowing withal, that it comes ſhort' of 
that accurateneſs both in plot and ſtile, that theſe more cen- 
forious days with greater curioſity acquire, I muſt thus excuſe, 
That as plays were then ſome fifteen or ſixteen years ago it 
was in the faſhion, Nor could it have found a more ſeaſon- 
able and fit publication than at this time, when to the glory of 
our nation, the ſecurity of the kingdom, and the honour of 
this renowned city, they have begun again the commendable 
practice of long forgotten arms, the continuance of which I 
wiſh, the diſcipline approve, and the encouragement thereof 
eren with my foul applaud, In which great and hoped good 
they deferve not the leaſt attribute of approbation, who, in 
the dull and fleepy time of peace, firſt ann the remem- 


brance of theſe arms in the Artillery Garden, which, begun 
out of their voluntary affections, proſecuted by their private 
induſtries, and continued at their own proper colt and charge, 
leſerres, in my opinion, not only reſpect and regard, but fe- 
compence and reward. But to return again to you, my brave 
ſpirited Prentices, upon whom I have freely beſtowed theſe 
Four, I wiſh you all, that have their courages and forwardneſs, 
cir noble tates and fortunes, © 


Yours, 
| Tromas HEvywoonp. 
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SL ULOGVYE 


Enter * three in black cloaks, at three doors, 


1.73) HAT mien you, my maſters, to appear thus before 
Wu times? Do you not know that I X.. Prologue ? Dim 
not ſee this long black velvet cloak upon my back? Have you ut 
founded thrice? Do I not look pale as fearing to be out in m 
ſpeech? Nay, have J not all the figns of a Prologue about me! 
Then, to what end come you to interrupt me ? 
2. I have a Prologue to ſpeak too. 
3. And I another, | ES 
1. O ſuperfluous, and more than ever I heard of ! three Pro 
log ues to one play! Ps” | 
2. Have you not feen three ropes to toll one bell? three doors to on 
houſe ? three ways ts cue torun 5 
1. I grant you: but I never heard of any that had three bead; 
to one body, but Cerberus. But what doth your Prolou 
mean? j 
2. I come to excuſe the name of the Play? 
3. 4 the errors in the Play. | | 
1. Aud I the Author that made the Play, Touching the nant, 
why is it called, True and Strange; or The Four Prentices of 
London? A gentleman” that heard the ſubjeft diſcourſed, ſad i 
vas not poſſible to be true; and none here are bound to believe it, 
« 2. Ut is true, that Alexander, at thirty-two years of age, cor 
quered the whole wrrld ; but ſtrange he ſhould do ſo. If we ſouls 
not believe bings recorded in former a es, we were not avorthy that 
Succeeding times ſhould believe things To in theſe our times. 


I three in black cloaks] From this deſcription, it appears, that it a. 
the cuſtom formerly for the Speaker of a Prologue to be dreſſed in a black 
cloak; and thence ſeems to have been derived the practice of delivering 
thoſe introductory parts of our Dramatick Entertainments in a ſuit of the 
ſame colour. See alſo the Introduction to Cynthia's Kevels, and the Pro- 
logue to The Woman Hater, Buy 
F I, D% 
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1. But what authority have you for your Haſtory? I am one of 
theſe that will believe nothin that is not in the Chronicle, 

2. Our authority is a — a book writ in parchment, 
ehich not being publick, nor general in the world, we rather 
thought fit to exemplify to the public cenſure things concealed and 
oljeured, ſuch as are not common with every one, than ſuch Hiſto- 
rical Tales as every one can tell by the fire in winter, Had not ye 
rather, for novelties ſake, ſee Jeruſalem ye never ſaw, than Lon- 
don that ye ſee hourly? So much touching the name of our Hiſtory. 

1. You have ſatisfied me; and, I hope, all that hear me. Now 
what have you to ſpeak concerning the errors in the Play? 

3. We acknowledge none: for the errors <ve could find, <ve 
would <villingly amend ; but if theſe clear-fighted gentlemen, vith 
the eyes of their judgments, looking exattly into us, find any imper- 
feflions which are hid from ourſelves, our requeſt is, you would 
rather look over them than through them, not with a troubled eye, 
that makes one object to ſeem two, but cuith a favourable eye, which 
bath power in itſelf to make many to ſeem none at all. 

1. Oh now I underſtand you. Three Prologues to our Play! 
pardon me, yave need of three hundred, methinks, and all little 
enough, But to end our beginning in a word. Thus much by the 
patience of theſe gentlemen, 

Speftators, ſhould you ? your judements againſt us: obere 
we 2 which ſome 999; 2 3 — ave three 
thouſand, wwe think ourſelves too few. Our Author ſubmits his 
labour to you as the Authors of all the content he hath within this 
circumference ; | 

But for your ſakes, this only cue dare ſay, 
We promis'd you, and we'll perform a play. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


THE old Earl of Bot oe x. 

. GODFREY, 

| Guy. 
His four Song — 25 
EusTACE. 

Berra FRANCA, his daughter. 
An Enyliſh Captain. 
Rosk RT of Normandy. 
The French King's daughter. 
TANCRED, a Prince of Italy. 
The Souldan of Babylon. 
The Sophy of Perſia. 
Turnus. 
Morwes. 
A Chorus, or Preſentor. 
Mutes. 
The French King. 
The Boloignoies- 
Bandetti. 
+ Iriſhmen. 
Ambvſhes of Pagans. 
The Clown, 


THE 
FOUR PRENTICES 
or | 
L -0 'N D 


—_— * 


ACT US PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA. 


Enter the old Earl of Boloign, and his daughter Bella Franca. : 


Old Earl Bolign, 


AUGHTER, thou ſeeſt how Fortune turns her wheel. 
D We that but late were mounted up aloft, 
Lull'd in the ſkirt of that inconſtant Dame, 

Are now thrown head-long by her ruthleſs hand, 
To kiſs that earth Whereon our feet ſhould ſtand. 
What cenſuring eye, that ſees me thus deject, 
Would take this ſhape to be that famous Duke, 
Which hath made Boloiga thro' the world renown'd, 
And all our race with fame and honour crown'd ? 
Bella Franca, 

But, father, how can you endure a flave 
To triumph in your fortunes ? and here ſtand 
ln ſoul deject, and baniſh'd from your land? 

Old Earl Boloign. 

PII tell thee, girl. The French King, and myſelf, 
Upon {ome terms grew in a ſtrange debate, 
And taking careful vantage of the time, 
Whilt I with all my powers, in aid of William 


n 1 
* * 
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The Norman Duke, now Engliſh conqueror, 
Was bufily employ'd ; he ſeiz'd my right, 
Planting another, and ſupplanting me. 
This is the ground of my extremity. 

6 Bella Franca. 


- If for King William's fake now canqueror, 


"You loſt your birth-right and inheritance ; 


How comes it that he ſees you in this ſtate, 
And lifts not up your fortunes ruinate ? 
| Old Earl Boloign. 

A conquered kingdom is not eaſily kept; 
He hath ſo much ado to guard his own, 
That mine is buried in oblivion 
And I am forc'd to loſe the name of Earl, 
And live in London like a citizen. DB 
My four ſons are bound prentice to four trades, 
Godfrey my eldeſt boy 1 have made a Mercer ; 
Guy my next ſon, enroll'd in Goldſmiths trade; 
My third ſon Charles bound to an Haberdaſher ; 
Young Euſtace is a Grocer : all high born, 

Yet of the city-trades they have no ſcorn. 

Thus bare neceflity hath made me ſeek 

Some refuge to ſuſtain our poverty, 

And having plac'd my ſons in ſuch a fort: 

The little wealth I have left, I leave to thee. 

Myſelf will travel to the Holy Land; 

And ere I lie within the earth's vaſt womb, 

Pay my devout vows at my Saviour's tomb. 

; Hella Franca. 

Was that the cauſe you ſent for my four brothers ? 

Old Earl Boloign. 

Their wiſhed fight will chear my aged heart: 
And I will bleſs them all before I part. 


-- 


Enter Godfrey, Guy, Charles, and Euſtace, like Apprentices. 
Godfrey. 
I wonder, brothers, why my father hath ſent for us thus 
early : that, all buſineſs ſet apart, we muſt meet together this 


morning. | 
3 | 3 8 Guys 
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I know not the reaſon. I had much ado to get leave of my 
maſter to be ſpared from my attendance in-the ſhop, and ſerving 


of cuſtomers. - | = +. 
Chunkss5 > ttt hf infiny 
Faith as ſoon as I heard but the meſſenger ſay, my father 
muſt ſpeak with me: I left * my tankard to guard the con- 
duit; and away came I, i : 
Euftace, 


I teſhrew him, I ſhould have been at breakfaſt with wo or 
three good boys this morning: but that match is diſappointed 


by this meeting. 
Bella Franca, 
See where my brothers are already come. | 
Old Earl Boloign. | 

Godfrey, Guy, Charles, young Euſtace, all at once, 
Divide a father's bleſſing in four parts, 
And ſhare my prayers amongſt you equally. 
Firſt, Godfrey, tell me how thou lik'ſt thy trade? 
And knowing in thy thoughts what thou haſt been, 
How canſt theu brook to be as thou art now ? 

| Godfrey, | 

Bound muſt obey : ſince I have undertook 
To ſerve my maſter truly tor ſeven years, 
My duty ſhall both anſwer that deſire, 
And my old maſter's profit every way. 
I praiſe that City which made princes tradeſmen, 
Where that man, noble or ignohle born, 
That would not practiſe ſome mechanic ſkill, 
Which might ſupport his ſtate in penury, 
dhould 3 die the death; not ſuffer'd like a drone, 
To ſuck the honey from the public hive. 
I hold it no diſparage to my birth, 
Though I be born an Earl, to have the ſkill 


2 my tankard to guard the conduit] Charles, the ſpeaker, was bound to 
a haberdaſher ; but he here alludes to the office of a <vater-bearer; See 
the character of Cob, in Ben Jonſon's Every Man in his Humour, 8. 

It might be the duty of apprentices formerly to fetch water from 
the conduits for the uſe of thoſe families in which they lived, in the 
lame manner as it even yet is part of their employment to perform offices 
a5 ſervile as that mentioned in the text. 


3 die the death] Sce Note to God's Promiſes, vol. I. p. 13. 
| And 
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And the full knowledge of the Mercers trade. 
And, were I now to be create anew, 
* theuld not grieve me to have ſpent my time 
he ſecrets of ſo rich a trade to know, 
p By which advantage and great profits grow. 
OS TOY Old Earl Boloign, 
Well haſt thou done to overcome thy fate, 
Making thy mind conformed to thy ſtate. 
How likes my Guy the Goldſmiths faculty ? 
5 G 


, As good , * 4 . Wo 
a refuge in extremity. 

Say I be born a prince, and — down 

By ſome ſiniſter chance, or fortune's frown ; 

Say I be baniſh'd : when I have a trade, 

Aud in myſelf a means to purchaſe wealth, 

Though my ſtate waſte, and tow'ring honoors fall, 

That itil] ſtays with me in the extream'ſt of all. 
|. Old Earl Boloign. 

What fays my third ſon Charles ? 

| Charles. 

If I ſhould ſay F would not brook thoſe bonds, 
Which God, ard fate, and you, have tied me in, 
You would be preaching diſobedience ; 

Or, ſhould I ſay the city-trades are baſe 
For ſuch 'a great man's ſons to take on them, 
Your fatherly regard would ſtraight adviſe me 
To chaſtiſe my rebellious thoughts; and tay, 
Son, you by this may live another day. 
Therefore, as my two brothers, I reply ; 
You aſk me if I like it; “I fay I. 

Old Earl Boloign. 

What ſays my youngeſt boy? 

Euftace, 

Father, I ſay, hawking is a pretty ſport, 

And hunting is a princely exerciſe; 
To ride a great horſe, oh "tis admirable ! 
Od Ear! Boloign. 

Euſtace, I know it is: but to my quellion. 

How canſt thou brook to be a preatice, boy? 
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Methinks I could endure it for ſeven years, 
Did not my maſter up me in too much. 
I cannot go to breakfaſt in a morning 
With my kind mates and fellow-prentices, 
But he cries Euſtace, one bid Euſtace come: 
And my name Euſtace is in every room. 
If I might once a week but ſee a tilting, 
Six days I would fall unto my buſineſs cloſe, 
Andere the week's end win that idle day. 
He will not let me ſee a muſtering, 
Nor in a May-day morning fetch in May. 
[ am no ſooner got into the tencing-ſchool, 
To play a * venie with ſome friend I bring: 
But Euſtace, Euſtace, all the ſtreet mult ring. 
He will allow me not one hour for ſport. 
I muſt not ſtrike a foot-ball in the ſtreet, 
But he will frown : not view the dancing-ſchoal, 
But he will miſs me ſtraight : not ſuffer me 
So much as take up cudgels in the ſtreet, 
But he will chide : I muſt not go to buffets ; 
No, though I be provoked ; that's the hell, 
Were't not for this, I could endure it well. 
Old Earl Boloign. 
Sons, ye muſt all forget your birth and honours, 
And look into the times neceſſity. 
I know ye are perſuaded : think not, ſons, 
The names of Prentice can diſparage you. 


5 Nor in a May-day morning fetch in May.) Stow ſays, that © in the 
month of May, namely on May-day in the morning, every man, exc 
* impediment, would walk into the ſweet meadows and green woods, 
there to rejoice 7 ſpirits with the beauty and ſavour of ſweet flowers, 
* and with the noiſe (i. e. concert) of birds, praiſing God in their kind.“ 
Again, * I. find, alſo, that in the month of May, the citizens of London 
* (of all eſtates) lightly in every pariſh, or ſometimes two or three 
* pariſhes joining together, had their ſeveral Mayings, and did fetch in 
* May-poles, with divers warlike ſhews, with good archers, morrice- 
* dancers, and other devices for paſtime all the day long; and towards 
* the evening, they had ſtage-plays and bonefires in the ſtreets.“ See 
alſo Brand's Ogſer vationt on Popular Antiquities, 8v0. 1777 p. 255 

o venie] i. c. a bout. 


For 
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For howſoever of you eſteem'd they be, 

Even kings theinſelves have of theſe trades been free 

J made a vow to ſee the Holy Land, | 

And in the fame my Saviour's ſepulchre. 

Having ſo well diſpos'd vou; I will now | 

Firſt bleſs you, boys, and then prefer my vow. . 

| Godfrey. 

With much ado, do I contain my ſpirit, 

Within theſe bands, that have inclos'd me round. 

Though now this cafe the noble ſun doth ſhroud ; 

Time thall behold that tun _ through this cloud, 

uY. 
My Genius bids my foul have patience, 

And ſays 1 ſhall not be a prentice long. 

I ſcorn it not: but yet my ſpirits aim, 

To have this hand catch at the Crown of Fame. - 

Charles. 0 

An Haberdaſher is the trade I uſe : 

But the ſoft wool feels in my hand like ſteel : 

And J could wiſh each hat comes through my hand 

Were turn'd into an helmet; and each helmet 
Upon a ſoldier's head, tor me to lead. 

War is the walk which I defire to tread, 

| Enflace, 
I am n Grocer : yet had rather ſee 

A fair gilt ſword hung in a velvet ſheath, 

Than the beſt Barbary ſugar in the world, 

Were it a freight of price ineſlimable. 

I have a kind of prompting in my brain, 

That ſays ; though I be. bound to a ſweet trade, 

I muſt torego it, 1 keep too much in, 

JI would fait from meat and diink a ſummer's day, 

To fee ſwords claſh, or view a deſperate tray, 

Ol Earl Boloign. 

Btidle theſe humours, ſons, expel them clean, 
And your high ſpirits. within your breaſts contain; 
Whilſt I my tedious p lyrimage Prepares 

To ſpend my age in porerty and prayer. 


My firlt-born, firſt faiewel ; my ſecond next: . 
Chatics, 


I 
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Your wiſhes bear me on 3 way. 8 7 L 7 


ey. 
Eren to the place you travel, there to aſcend 
With thoſe devout prayers you to heaven commend. 
Brothers, ſince we are now as ſtrangers here, 
Yet by our father's provident care ſo plac'd, 
That we may live ſecure from penury : 
$0 let us pleaſe our maſters by our care, 
'That we our ruin'd fortunes _ repair. 
. ry. 
Brother, if I knew where to go to war, 
I would not ſtay in London one hour longer. 
Charles. 9 
An hour ! By heaven, I would not ſtay a minute. | 
Euftace, . 
A minute ! not a moment. Would you put a moment 
Into a thouſand parts, that thouſandth part 
Would not I linger, might I go to war. 
Why, I would preſently run from my maſter, 
Did I but hear where were a drum to follow. 
Bella Franca, 
Would you fo, brother ? 
Euftace. 
Aye, good faith, ſweet ſiſler, 
I would ſhew him as fine a pair of heels, as light and nimble, 
35 any the neateſt cork-ſhoe in all the town turns up: I would 


! faith, 
Bella Franca, 
And leave me here alone ? 
Guy. 


Alone ? why, ſiſter, 
Can you be iel. alone mongſt multitudes ? 
London is full of people every where. 

ey. 

Well, leave this jeſting : we forget ourſelves, 
viſter, we'll have you to our father's houſe, x E: 
Tenjoy the ſmall poſſeſſions left you there: | 
Return we to our matters and our charge, 
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Left ſeeking this our loitering to excuſe, | 


With forg d inventions we their ears abuſe, _ \ 
Ns sound a drum within f vi 
=_ a drum. I _ = 2 power to ſit, Ani 
: Sort gut my wares, and ſcribble on a board, | 
; When I — hear the muſick of a pg Werd * 
As to abſtain from. meat when I am hungry. 
Fll know what news before I ftir a foot. f 
Charles. Th 
heaven, I am enamoured of this tune, 
Tis the beſt mufick in the world to me. 
„ Eyflace. Th 
My legs are marching ſtraight when I but hear it. 
Ran, van, tan: oh, I could lead a drum 
With a good grace, if I but ſaw behind me La 
An hundred ſoldiers follow in even ranks. 80 
Had I but here a band of men to lead, An 
Methinks I could do wonders : oh, tis brave Ik 
*Fo be a captain, and command to have, | Ir 
Fo 


Enter, after a drum, a Captain with a Proclamation. 


Captain, 

All commanders, captains, lieutenants, gentlemen of com- 
panies, ſerjeants, corporals, or common ſoldiers whatſoever, 
that will accompany to the holy wars at Jeruſalem Robert 
Duke of Normandy, the King's fon ; they ſhall have pay and 
place, according .to their deſerts, And fo God fave King 

illiam, ſurnamed the Conqueror. 2 
[ Exeunt drum and Captain, 

Enftace. | | 

Ran, tan, tan. Now by 8. George, he tells us gallant neu: 

In home no more; I'll run away to-night. 


If I caft bowl, or ſpoon, or falt again, 
Before I have beheld Jeruſalem, 


Let me turn Pagan. 
arts. 


Hats * caps 2 3 
Imuſt! if the true. | 
Fos -g cave you, i rum ſay Co 


or LONPON — 4h 


Nay, theri, have with y 


Godfrey. 
ou brothers; for my ſpitit 


With as much vigour hath burſt forth as thine, 
And can as hardly be reſtrain d as yours. 
Give me your hands, I wilt conſert you too: 
Let's try what London Prentices can db. 


Zufface. 


For my trade's ſake, if good ſucceſs I have | 
The — Arms ſhall in mine enſign wave. 
, 7 7 5 5 


Gay. * 


And if my valour bring me to command, 
The Goldſmiths Arms ſhall in my colours ſtand. 


80 of us all: then let us 


Godfrey. 
in one “ fleet 


Launch all together: and as we are brothers, 
80 let us enter zealous amity, 

And ſtill prevail by our united ſtrength. 

I know our hearts are one; ' ſiſter, farewel. 

Truſt me, in vain you ſhould perſuade our ſtay : 
For we are bent, conſort us with your prayers. 


Farewel, 
Bella Franca. 
Farewel, 
Godfrey. 
God! 
Guy. 
Heaven ! | 
Charles. 
Fate! 
Euſtace. 
Fortune! . 
Godfrey. 
Make us happy men, to win. 
, Guy. 
Wear, 
Charks. 
Vanquiſh. | ] 
Overcome. {Excurt. 
8 fee) The firſt Edition reads ig. 
Vo Ls VI , (x g B 7 24 
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Bella Franca. 
Amen! . 
Have you all left me midſt a world of firangers 
Here only to myſelf: not to protect me, 
Or to defend me from apparent wrong ? 
Since it is ſo, L'Il follow after you; 
In ſome diſguiſe I will purſue their ſteps, 
And unto 7 heaven and fortune yield myſelf, 
Toward ſea they are gone; and unto fea mult I, 
A virgin's unexpected fate to try. [Exi, 


Enter marching Robert of Normandy, the Captain, the four In. 
thren, drum, and — N 


Enter the Preſenter. 


Preſenter. 

Thus have you ſeen thefe brothers ſhipp'd to ſea, 
Bound on their voyage to the Holy Land ; 
All bent to try their tortunes in one bark, 
Now, to avoid all dilatory news, 
Which might withhold you from the ſtories pith, | 
And ſubſtance of the matter we intend ; 
I muſt intreat your patience to forbear, 
Whilſt we do feaſt your eye, and ſtarve your ear. 
For in dumb ſhews, which, were they writ at large, 
Would aſk a long and tedious circumſtance, 
Their infant fortumes I will ſoon expreſs, 
And from the truth in no one point digreſs. 


Ve have ſeen the father of theſe four fair ſons, 


Already gone his weary'd pilgrimage ; 

Getfey, Gon, Charles, — E — s preſt to ſea 
To follow Robert duke or Normandy. 

Imagine now ye ſce the air made thick 

With ſtormy tempeſts, that diſturb the ſea; 

And the four winds at war among themſelves ; 

And the weak barks wherein the brothers ſail | 

Split on ſtrange rocks, and they enforc'd to ſwim, 
To fave their deſperate lives; where what befel them, 
Diſperſed to ſeveral corners of the world, 


7 heaven] God; firſt Edition. h * 
8 preft to ſea] Ready to go to ſea. See Note on The Four Po. 10 
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We will make bold to explain it in dumb ſhow ; 
For from their fortunes all our ſcene muſt grow. 
Futer with a drum on one fide certain Spaniards ; on the other 
fide certain Citizens of Boloign : the Spaniards inſult upon them, 
and make them do them homage ; to the Citizens enter Godfrey, 
as newly landed and half-naked, confers with the Citizens, and 
by his infligation they ſet upon the Spaniards, and beat then 
away ; they come to honour him, and he dijcloſeth himſelf unto 
them ; awhich done, they crown him, and accept bim for their 
Prince ; and ſo exeunt. | 


Thoſe Citizens you ſee were Bolonoys, 

Kept under bondage of that tyrannous earl, 

To whom the French king gave that ancient ſeat, 
Which to the wronged Pilgrim did belong. 

But in the height of his ambition, 

Godfrey, by ſhipwreck thrown upon that coaſt, 
Stirs up th" oppreſſed City to revolt; 

And by his valour was th'uſurper ſlain; 

The City from baſe bondage free'd again. 

The men of Boloign, wond'ring what ſtrong hand 
Had been the means of their deliverance, 

Beſought him to make known his birth and ſtate ; 
Which Godfrey did. The people, glad to ſee 
Their natural prince procure their liberty, 

Homage to him, create him Earl of Boloign ; 

And repoſſeſs him in his father's ſear. 

Where we will leave him, having honour won, 
And now return unto the ſecond fon, 


Enter the King of France, and his daughter walking ; to them 
Guy all wet, The Lady entreateth her father for his enter 
tainment ; which is granted; and rich cloaths are put about 

bim: et ſic exeunt. 


As the French king did with his daughter walk 
by the ſea-ſide ; from far they might eſpy 

One on a rafter float upon the waves, 

to, as he drew more near unto the ſhore, 


G g 2 They 


males figns of conſent, aſter burial of the coarſe ; and fo exeunt. 
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They might difcern a man, though baſely chad, 
Yet ſparks of honour kindled in his eyes, 

Him at firſt fight the beauteous lady loves ; 

And prays her father to receive him home: 

To which the king accords; and in his court 

Makes him a great and ſpecial officer. 


There leave we Guy a gallant courtier prov'd, 
And of the beauteous Lady well belov'd, 


Enter Bandittos, with the Earl priſoner. Exeunt fome of then 
<vith him to priſon. Enter Charles all wer with his ford; 
Abts with the reff, and kills their Captain. They yield, and ar 
to make him their Captain, to which he agrees; et ſic exxuit 
Omnes., | 


Charles the third ſon is by the winds and waves 
Born on a plank as far as Italy, 

And lands juſt at a lofty mountain's foot ; 

Upon whoſe top a many out-law'd thieves, 
Bandetti, Bravoes, ſuch as keep in caves, 

Made their abode. This crew aſſails youn Charles 4 
Who in the bickering ſtrikes their Captain dead. 
They wond'ring at his valour, and being now 
Without a leader, humbly ſeek to him | 

To be their chieftain, and command their ſtrength : 
Which at their earneſt ſuit he undertakes, | 
We leave him there, thinking his brothers drown'd, 
Nor knowing yet his father there hes bound. 


Enter a coarſe, after it Iriſhmen mourning, in a dead march ; (0 
them enters Euſtace, and talks with the chief mourner, vubo 


4 wes. 050 A end 4 0 


Euſtace, the youngeſt of the four, was caſt 
Upon the coaſt of Ireland; and from thence 
He comes to travel to Jeruſalem ; 
Suppoſing his three brethren drown'd. by ſea. 
Thus have you ſeen theſe four, that were but now 
All in one fleet, a many thouſand leagues 
Sever'd from one another : Guy in France, 
Godfrey in Bolofgn, Charles in Italy, 
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Fuſtace in Ireland *mongſt the ® Iriſh kerns. 

Yet, gentlemen, the ſelf-ſame wind and fortune 

That parted them, may bring them *2 altogether, 

Their ſiſter follows them with zealous love : 

ie patient, ye will wonder when they meet. 

Four London Prentices will, ere they die, 

Advance their towring fame above the * 

And win ſuch glorious praiſe as never fades, 

Unto themſelves and 2 of their trades. 

Grant them your wonted patience to proceed, . — 
And their how ſwords ſhall make the Pagans bleed. {Exit, 


Enter Guy, and the Lady of France. 


Lady. 

Fie, ſtranger, can a ſkin ſo white and ſoft 
Cover an heart obdurate, hard as flint? 
Since I firſt ſaw thee floating on the waves, 
The fire of love flew from your radiant eye, 
Which like a ſun-beam 2 unto my heart. 

Sweet lady, all my powers I owe to you; 
For by your favour I aſcend this height, 
Which ſeats me in the favour of a prince ; | | 
A prince, that did he know me, in the ſtead [ Private to bimſcf. 
Of doing me honour, would cut off my head. 
He did exile my father; caſt me down 
And, ſpurr'd with envious hate, diſtreſs'd us all. 
vince fortune then, and the devouring ſeas, 
Have robb'd me of my brothers, and none left 
Of all my father's ſons alive but I; 
Take this advantage, and be ſecret, Guy. 
Meet this occaſion ; and conclude with fate, 
Toraiſe again thy father's ruin'd ſtate. 


Fie, niggard, can you ſpend ſuch precious breath, 
Speak to yourſelf fo many words apart ; 
And keep their ſound from my attentive ear, : 
Which, fave your words, no muſick loves to hear ? 


* iſh berni] See Note 31 to Edward II. vol. II. p. 350, 
Once to meet ; ſecond Edition, | 
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| Guy. 
What would you have me lay ? 


Wovld I might teach thee ! | 
Oh that I had the guidance of thy tongue ! [ Privat, 
But what would that avail thee, fooliſh girl ? | 
Small hope in thoſe inſtructions I ſhould find, 
To rule your tongue, if not to guide your mind. 


w_ 
My tongue, my thoughts, my heart, my hand, my ſivord, 
Are all your fervants ; who hath done you wrong ? 


TVs . 
I doubt not of your valour. But reſolve me, 
And tell me one thing truly I ſhall aſk you. 
. +. 


uy. 
Be't not my birth, no queſtion 111 deny. 
Doubt not my truth, for honour ſcorns to lye, 
I do telieve you: fair knight, do you lore ? 
To ride a horſe as well as any man : 
To make him mount, curvet, to leap, and ſpring ; 
To chide the bit, to gallop, trot the ring. 


I did not aſk you if you love to ride. 
Something I mean; which though my tongue deny, 
Look on me, you may read it in mine eye. 

But do you love ? * | 
3 Guy. 
To march, to plant a battle, lead an hoſt, 
To be a ſoldier, and to go to war, 
To talk of flanks, of wings, of ** ſconces, holds, 
To ſee a ſally, or to give a charge, 
To lead a ** vaward, rereword, or main hoſt ; 
By heaven, I love it as mine own dear life. 


11 ſconces] Block-houſes, of fortifications in war. Minſhieu ſays, that 
a ſconce is alſo taken for the head, becauſe a ſconce, or block-houle, s 
made round in the faſhion of a head, whereupon comes the term in Ox- 
ford to ſconce one, Mulcrare 2 i. e. to ſet up ſo much in the Buttetʒ- 
book upon his head, to pay for his puniſhment for his offence committed. 
I2 yaward] The foremoſt part of the army in battle. Loh 
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{know all this; your words are but delays. 
Could you not love a lady that loves you ? 
Tis hard when women are 8 to wooe. 
uy. 

Where is my man to bring me certain news, 
The king's commiſſion ſends me to the wars: 
The villain loiters in my buſineſs, 


All this is from the matter, gentle knight; 
The king's commiſſion may be fign'd at leiſure. 
What ſay you to my 3 

uy. 
You would have me tell you true ? 


Either ſpeak true, or do nor pa at all, 


uy. 
Then as I am true knight I honour you, 
And to your ſervice will eſpouſe my ſword, 
I wiſh you as I wiſh the glorious ſun, 
That it may ever ſhine ; without whoſe luſtre 
Perpetual darkneſs ſhould o'erſhade the earth. 
But tell me, lady, what you mean by love. 


To love a lady, is with heart entire 
To make her miſtreſs of his whole deſire; 
To figh for her, and for her love to weep ; 
As his own heart her precious favours keep : 
Never be from her, in her boſom dwell, 
To make her preſence heaven, her abſence hell. 
Write ſonnets in her praiſe, admire her beauty ; 
Attend her, ſerve her, count his ſervice duty. 
Make her the ſole commandreſs of his powers, 
And in the ſearch of love, loſe all his hours. 


Guy. 
Tis pretty for ſome fool that could endure it : 
How near am I unto this love, ſweet lady ? 
I love to mount a ſteed, whoſe heavy trot 
Cracks all my ſinews, makes my armour craſh : 
[lore to march up to the neck in ſnow, 


Gg 4 


Private. 


To 
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To make my pillow of a cake of ice, 

That in the morning, when I ſtretch 2 limbs, 

My hair hangs thick with dropping ificles, 

And my bright arms be frozen to the earth. 

I love to ſee my face beſmear'd in blogd, 

To have a gaping wound upon my fleſh, _ 

Whoſe very mouth would make a lady ſwoon, 

J love no chamber-muſick ; but a drum, | 

To give me *3 hunts-up. Could your endu 

To lie all night within a ſheet of mail, 

By a drawn ſword that parts not from m 

Embrace a body full of wounds and ſcars, 
And hear no language but of blood and wars? 

Such is my life; ſuch may my honour prove: 

Make war a lady, I that lady love, 


A. 


Fie, fie, you run quite from the bias clean, 
To love that dearly, which we hate ſo deadly, 
If love and I be one, you hate us both, 
| SG Guy, 
Then can I love no lady by my troth. 
Madam, farewel; for under my command 
The king your father ſends ten thouſand men, 
To win the holy town Jeruſalem. | 
Thither muſt I; eſteeming your high honour 
Like a bright comet and unmatched ſtar; 
But love no woman in the world, fave war. [ Exit. - 
Go, flint; ftrike fire upon a ſteel, 
Whilſt I deſcend one ſtep from fortune's wheel. 
Thou goeſt before, love bids me follow after: 
By thee, the king thy lord muſt loſe his daughter. El. 


13 bunts-up |] The hunts-up was the name of a tune anciently played 
to wake the hunters, and collect them together. So, in Maſlnger' 
Duke of Milan, A. 2. S. 1. | 

| 1 was never yet 
« At ſuch a huntseup, nor was ſo rewarded.” 


See alſo Mr. Stegvens's Note to Romeo and Fulict, A. 3. S. 5 


SA OF EO WDEW. EE 4s 


Eater Charles like an out-law, with Bandettos ard Thieves, aud 
with che Clwn, 


3  Charks. | 
Thieves, and good fellows, ſpeak, what ſhould I call you? 
There's not a rogue among you that fears heaven, 
Nor one that hath a touch of honeſty. 
Robbers, and knaves, and raſcals all together, 
Sweet conſort of vile villains liſt to me. 
Am not I well prefer'd to become captain 
Unto a crew of ſuch pernicious ſlaves ? 
I ſhall bave ſuch a coil to make you chriſtians, 
And bring you to ſome ſhape of honeſty, 
That ere I do it; I ſhall make your bodies 
Nothing but ſcare-crows, to hang round thele trees. 
Clown. 

Brave eaptain Conrageous whom death cannot daunt; we 
have been all gentlemen and houſe-holders; but I was baniſh'd 
for nothing but getting of baſtards ; but this fellow fled from 
Venice, for killing a man cowardly on the Rialto; ſome tor 
one villainy, and ſome for another. Our captain that you 
kiled, and now ſupply his place, poiſoned a worthy mer- 
chant in the city with rats-bane; and flying hither, for his 
valour we made him our general, But now, brave Cavallero, 
to thee alone we ſing Honononero. 

Charles. 
Well, I muſt have you now turn honeſt thieves. 
' He that commits a rape, ſhall ſure be hang'd: 
He that commits a murder, mall be murdered 
With the ſame weapon that did act the deed. 
He that robs pilgrims, or poor travellers, 
That for devotion's ſake do paſs theſe mountains, 
He ſhall be naked tied to arms of trees, 
And in the days heat ſtung with waſps and bees, 
Ye flaves, I'll teach you ſome civility, 
Clown. 
Captain, what ſhall he be done withal, that lies with a 
1 her will, if he be hung that lies with one againſt 
ber vi 
I4 heaven] God; firſt Edition. 
Clar les. 
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| Charles. 
J'll have him whipt. 
Clown, 
See, ſee, I think the captain hath been a cook in his time, 
he can. fit ſweet meat with ſour ſauce. But what a fool is 
our captain, to preſcribe laws to out-laws ? if we would have 
kept the laws before in the city, we needed not to have been 
driven now to lead our lives in the country. But, captain, 
ſince you are our captain, we will reſign unto you all our 
treaſures and priſoners, and our ſpoils. Take poſſeſſion of 
them *5 in God's name, that came to us in the devil's name. 
By Charles. | 
Your priſoners, ſpoils, and treaſure, all bring forth, 
That 1 may ſeize them as mine own by right; 
As heir to him whom I have ſlain in fight. 


Enter the Thieves, bringing in the old Earl bound. 


Old Earl Boloign. 

Villains, I know you drag me to my death: 
And ye ſhall do me an exceeding ** grace. 

Charles. 
J am deceiv'd, but I have ſeen that face. 
| Villains, 

Come, come you old grey-beard, you muſt before our cap- 
tain: if he ſay vive, then live; if not, thou dieſt if thou were 
his father, | | 

„ 

Villain, thou lieſt if thou wert my brother: 
Ile ſhall not die. Upon your low knees fall, 
And aſk him pardon, or I'll hang you all. 

Old Earl Boloign. 
- *Tween joy and fear amaz'd in heart I ſtand : 
Doth my ſon Charles lead this unruly band. 
Charles, 
Your only ſon, and all the ſons you have, 
And born his father's deſperate life to ſave. 


IS in God's name,] The ad Edition reads in Jove's name. 
16 grace] The 2d Edition reads pleaſure. 
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Old Earl Boloign. 
How cam'ſt thou here? why doſt thou call thyſelf 
My only ſon ? having three brothers more, 
Which unto me thy beauteous mother bore. 
| Charles. 
Once we were four, all fellow-prentices ; 
And after fellow-ſoldiers, preſt to ſerve 
The good duke Robert in his holy wars. 
But in a ſtorm, our ſhips ſo bravely mann'd, 
Were wreck'd ; and, fave myſelf, none ſwam to land. 
They periſh'd there : I by the waves and winds 
Was driven upon this coaſt of Italy, 
Where landing naked, fave my truſty ſword, 
This crew of bold bandittos fer upon me : 
Zut in the dangerous fight, by chance I flew 
The luckleſs captain of this damned crew: 
Who ſince have made me captain, here to ſtay, 
Till fortune grant me a more proſperous way. 
Old Earl Boloign. 
Mine eyes have vow'd to die the ſelf ſame death 
My ſons have done: ſon, let me weep awhile, 
To bring the like deſtruction to my eyne; 
Theſe in ſalt tears; they in a ſea of brine. 
Clown, 
Is this our captain's father ? what villains were we to uſe 
him ſo roughly ? 
Villain. 


If the old fornicator had but told us ſo much, we ſhould 
have had the grace, either to have ſet him free, or fortune io 
have us'd him mare gently. 

Charles, 

Since, father, we have met this happy day, 

Secure with me amongſt theſe out- laws ſtay. 
| DO Earl Boloign. 

Not for the world; ſince I have loſt my ſons, 
All outward joys are from my heart remov'd : 
Vain pleaſures I abhor, all things *7 defy, 

That teach not to deſpair, or how to die. 


'7 dify,] i. e. refuſe or deny. See Mr. Steevens's Note on Romeo and 
Julict, A. Jo 8. 3 
Yet 
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Yet ere I leave the world © vow to ſee, 
His holy bleſſed tomb that died for me. 

| Charles, 

Then take along with you this bag of gold 
To bear your charge in every inn you come: 
Deny it not, relief is comfortable. | 

2 Old Earl Boloign. 

Thanks, my dear ſon, expence it will defray, 
And ſerve to deal to poor men by the way. 
Aud now-farewel, ſweet Charles, thou ail my ſons, - 
For now the laſt ſand in my hour-glaſs runs. 


Charles. 
Ye two conduct him ſafe beyond the mountains, 
| Villain. a 
Shall I be one? 
Clown, 
And I another ? 
| Charles. | 
Ye know the paſſages, be it your charge, 
| lain, 


I am glad the filly man is weak and old: 
By heaven my fingers tickle at his gold. 
"2 Clown, 
Oid man, is your purſe afloat ? 
I have vow'd to cut his throat, 


But to have it every groat. 
Charles. 


And now return we to ſurvey our cave, 
Peruſe our treaſure got by rape and ſpoil, 
Though won by others, yet poſſeſt by us; 
Vet hencetorth ſhall be us'd no violence. 
J make theſe villains work in ſeveral trades, 
And in theſe foreſts make a common=wealth. 
When them to civil nurture I can bring, 
They ſhall proclaim me of theſe mountains king, [Earunt, 


Enter Euſtace and bis Iriſhman, 
| Eruftace. 
I think theſe upright craggy mountain tops 
Are (it the truth were known) high way to heaven : 
For it is ſtreight, and narrow, and ſome places 


[ Exennt, 
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| Are for the ſteepneſs inacceſſible. 
Fair fall a rafters and a gale of wind, 
Or I had gone to heaven a way by water 
Nearer than this by land z that way they found, 
Who in the ſalt remorſeleſs feas were drown'd, 
My brothers, whom I dream on when I ſleep; 
And my eyes waking at their fortunes weep. 
Forgetting them yg the friendly Iriſh coaſt 
Gave me fate harbor ; thence I have travel'd hither 
Even to theſe lofty hills of Italy, 
After prince Robert duke of Normandy. 
'Tis ſafer ſitting in my maſter's ſhop, 
Crying what lack you, than tis here to ſtay, 
To wolves and wild beaſts to be made a prey. 
Iriſhman. 

Maſter, ſo. Chriſt fave me, I ſhall wait on thee ; wake 
for thee when thou ſleepeſt, run for thee when thou biddeſt, 
and fly a thy errands, like an arrow from a bow, when thou 
wantelt wine, or meat, to drink or eat, or any other necoſſary 

rovifion, 
Now | have left my beſt friend in the grave, 
My friendſhip and my ſervice you ſhall have. 
Euftace, 

Well, fortune hath preſerv'd me to ſome end. 
It is fur ſomething ; that I did not ſink, 

When the ſalt waves my mouth and ears did drink. 
I might have fed the haddocks ; but ſome power 

Is my good maſter, and preſerves me ſtill, 

Well, word, in all my troubles ſtand me bye, 

Thou art bound to win me ſomewhat ere I die. 


Enter the Clown and the Villain, dragging the Old Earl AY 
| lently, and rifling bim. ; 
. Clown. | 
Gire us the gold my __— gave you, you old anatomy. 
lain, 
Gray-beard deliver, or you are but dead, 
Ou Harl Boloign, © | 
Take it, my friends; full little needs this rife, 
irſt take the gold, and after take my life. 


Clown, 
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Clown. 

Nay, you old ** Jack a lent, fix weeks and - upwards; 
though you be our captain's father, you cannot ſtay there 
and for ſurety that you ſhall not go back, and tell him what 
we have done to you, we'll kill you, and fling you into fone 


coal- pit. 
Villain. 


Content, and when we have done, we will return him word 
we have conducted thee paſt all danger of the mountains: 
and now prepare thee for the fatal ſtroke. | 

Old Earl Boloign. 
Thou doſt me a great kindneſs, let it come; 
God take my ſoul, now when thou wilt ſtrike home, 
. Enftace. 
He ſtrikes his own ſoul down to Erebus, 
That lifts a ſword that ſhall but touch bis hair. 
| Iriſhman. FS 

And by S. Patrick Fll make him garter his hoſe with his 
guts, that ſtrikes any ſtroke here. 
| Clown, 

Whom have we here? a gentleman and his water-ſpaniel ? 
let's rob them too, and after kill the Grey- beard. 

Villain, 
Content, content. Sirrah, ſtand, 
Euftace. 
Yes, I will ſtand, baſe wretch, when thou. ſhalt fall ; 
And ſtrike thee dead, and trampling on thy“ bulk 
By ſtamping with my foot cruſh out thy ſoul. 
Take that, you ſlave, for bidding Euſtace ſtand. 
[He beats them both away. 


Now, father, go in peace. 

Old Earl Bolbign. 
Thanks, my fair ſon, 

By whoſe ſtout valour I have freedom won. 

I can beſtow upon you nought but thanks, 

Unleſs you will divide this gold with me. 


18 Tack a lem,] See Note on Green's Tuquoque, vol. VII. 
10 3ulk} i. e. body. See Note 4 to The Fig Part of Ferenim, vol. Ill. 


P- 71. Euftace. 


Euffacr. | 
No, father, keep it; thou art old and poor: 
But when 1 want, my ſword ſhall purchaſe more. 


Apart to himfelf. 
Old Earl Boloign. 4 | 


By viewing him my former griefs abound, 
ren ſuch a one was Euſtace that was drown'l : 
Which had he hv'd, his ſtature, years, and all, 
Would have reſembled his, fo ſtreight, ſo tall, 
90 fair, ſo ſtrong, of ſuch a worthy ſpirit ; 
But his bleſt ſoul, by this, doth heaven inherit. 
Grief for his death ſo near my heart doth dwell, 
That for my life I cannot ſay farewel. [ Exit. 
Euſtace. 
The captain's father, whom the ſlaves had kill'd 
Had not our coming intervented them, 
Reſembles mine in geſture, face, and look. 
But the old carl my father is by this 
Within the walls of fair Jeruſalem, 
Elſe had I ſurely took this aged man 
Thave aſk'd him bleſſing. But what next enſues ? 
I find theſe mountains will be full of news. 


Enter Charles, Clown, Villain, and the Crew. 


Clown, 

Captain, a prize! we two were aſſailed by two hundred, 
and of them two hundred we kill'd all but theſe two, Theis 
ve the remainder of them that are left alive. 

Charles. 

Go two or three of you, and fetch them in : 

If they reſiſt you, take their weapons from them. 


I had rather ſomebody elſe ſhould attempt them than I 


now: but ſince there is no other remedy, give me three or 


four of the ſtouteſt of our crew, and then God and S, Anthony. 
Enftace, | 
More thieves and villains have begirt us round. 
Now, Euſtace, for the honour of thy name, 
etura them to their captain back with ſhame, 
[ He fets upon them all, and beats them, 
Charts. 
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Charles. 

Now by mine honour, the beſt piece of fleſn 
That ever in theſe woods held out- aw play. 
Even ſuch a ſpirit had Euſtace when he liv'd: 
We muſt not loſe this gallant; if we can, 
We'll firive to make him our companion. 

Euftace, 

Ye ſlaves, I'll beat you all into a mouſe-hole : 
And like a baned lion at a ſtake, 

Kill all the curs that come but near to bark. 
Ye guls, have ye no better men amongſt you? 
Defy your capiain from me: here I ſtand, 
To dare him to a combat hand to hand. 

Clarke. 
l were a baſtard, not my father's ſan, 
Should I refuſe it. KEEN 

Enflaee. | 


By all the land J hare left me in the world, 
That's but my grave: captain, thou honourett me. 
: Charles. | 
By all the wealth I brought into theſe yoods, 
That's but my ſword, thou doft the like to me. 
Thou ſhalt have tair play, gallant, by mine honour, 
3 ace. BPR. 
Falſe was my mother to my father's bed, 
If I ſhould aſk more odds of Hercules. 
£24 : Charles. 
He dies upon my ſword, diſturbs our fray; 
Or in the tight dares difadvantage thee, 
Enflace, 
Were I the world commauding Alexander, 
I woull make thee my Epheſtion for that word, 
J love thee tor thy valor, captain Thief. 
| a Charles. 
Tis that preſerves thee from our violence, 
An honour'd mind lies in this out-law's ſhape. 
do much I reckon ot thy chivalry, 
That wert thou maſter of an Indian mine, 
1 hou ſhould'tt not be dimiuith'd one denier- 
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decurely fight, thy purſe is ſanctuary d, 
And in this place ſhall *? * the proudeſt thief, 
ufſtace, 
An honour'd minded villain, by my ſword, 
A right good fellow, and an honeſt thief. 
if | ſhould have thee proftrate at my mercy, 
] will not kill thee for thy liberal offer. 
Yet win it, lad, and take it without fail: 
| ſcorn to have my purſe go under bail. 
er Googd 
He yond- me in heroick thoughts: 
To thine I {take down this : ſtand * 
He chat ſteps in, be ſubject to our curſes: 
And now the better man take both the purſes, 
uftace, 
It is a match, I'll ſeize them to thy grief. 
Now, ** True-man, try, if thou canſt rob a thief, 


ht: as they are fighting, enter Bella Franca, purſued by an 
10 out- lato; ſhe runs — them and parts — 9 
Bella Franca. 
If ye were born of women, aid a woman, 
Char les, 
Why, what's the matter ? 
Bella Franca. 
Oh, turn the edges of your ſwords 'gainſt him, 
That in the foreſt would have raviſh'd me. 
Charles. 
Ceaſe thy purſuit; and, ſtranger, pauſe awhile, 
To hear the tenour of this lady's plaint. 
Euftace. 
Why then kings truce. But let the purſes lie: 
They'll tall to my advantage by and by. 
N Char les. 
Now tell me, lady, what's your ſuit to me ? 
Bella Franca. 
To fave my life from foul inchaſtity. 


10 beard the proudeft thief.] See Note 39 to Edward II. vol. II. p. 360. 
21 True man] See Note 88 to Gammer Gurton's Needle, vol. II. p. 64. 
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For paſſing by theſe countries on my why, 
To pay my zealous vows in Golgotha, 
Attended only by a little page ; | 
This villain, with a crew 91 ruffian thieves, 
Seiz d what we had firſt, haled my page from me, 
And after would have wrack'd my b 
But, being ſwift of foot, fear lent me wings 
Hither (I hope in happy time) to flie, 
Either to ſave mine honor, or to die. 

3 | Charles. 
Thuy honour ahd thy life ate both ſecur'd : 
And, for a lady's ſake you much reſemble, 
Command my ſword, my ſubjects, and my cave, 
Where ſuccour, all offenceleſs, you Thall have. 
Sirrah, go you and ſcour 2 the hill. 


How like is he to Charles by ſhipwreck dead ! 
And he to Euſtace periſh'd in the waves ! 
But they are both immortal faints in heaven : 
Yet I am glad becauſe theſe ſhapes are theirs, 
My happy coming hath ta'en up their ſtrife, 
Preſerving mine own honour and my life. 

| Euftlace, 

So bluſh'd my ſiſter: and this out-law thief 
Hath a reſemblance to my brother Charles : 
But ſhe in London lives a virgin pure; 
He in ſome huge whale's belly too too ſure. 

a | Charks. 

A pretty weneh i faith ; PII marry her, 

And make her queen of all this out- lay crew. 


1 go 


Euftucy. 
I am half in love already, at firſt fight : 
How will this raging flame increaſe by night! 
Charles. 
Fair beauteous maid, reſign your love to me; 
Miſtreſs of all theſe foreſts you ſhall be. 


* . 
h 
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e, ee 
Love me, III kifs away theſe tears of grief; 
Sweet wench, embrace a trpe · map, ſcorn a thief. 
N Chur es. 

How now, fir ſauce ! you are as bold, methinks, 
As if you were a free - man of our trades 
None but myſelf plead intereſt in this maid. 
oftace, 


4 
* 


My intereſt is as much; in this tis greater, 
Becauſe that of the two I love ber better. 

, Charles, 

Proud paſſenger, I'll make thee eat that word. 

| _ 8. E ace. | . 

If I eat air, thou Halt gte m) ſword. 

Nee 
Revive this quarrel, let the former die; 

Fight we for her, and let the purſes lie. 


Ear. 
Out-law, J rather love to fight than brawl ; 
Ill win from thee thy Mrd (hy purſe and all, 
| 2 ; 22 


a Franca. 
Stay, gentlemen. We [She Achs, between them, 
E 2 07 | | 
By heaven, I ſcorn to ſtay, 
Till both the purſes I have * aways 
aries. 
My ſword for me, m miſt ſs, and my gold. 
My reſolution hall my claim uphold. 8927 


Enter the Clown, running betwext them. 

What do you mean, gentlemen, to fight among yourſelves, 
that ſhould he friends, and had more need to take one another's 
part to fight againſt your enemies? We ſhall all be flain, 
killed, murdered, maſſacred. For my own part, if I had nine 
lives, like a cat, they were all ſure to die one dog's death. 

Char les. 

Why? what's the matter, fellow ? 

. Clown, : 

Oh, noble captain, we ſhall all be ſlain. -Tancred, a prince 
of Italy, with an army, bath beſet the foot of the — 

H h 2 
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and hath vow'd to make veniſon of all us poor out- laws, and 
kill us like deer, God be with you: Dll go ſhift for one, [ Ex, 
1 Can., | 
22 Dear we will be to him, before he do it, 
And dearly ſell our deſperate carcaſes. 
Kind ſtranger, wilt thou take a truce with me, 
Thou ſhalt divide with me my dignity : | 
We two will jointly o'er theſe mountains reign, 
And by our valours out eſtates maintain: 
Becauſe I hear thy life in jeopardy, 
And thou haſt dealt with me ſo honourably, 
Receive my hand ; now I am wholly thine. 
And, ye mad rogues, I am half your captain now, 
Look when ye ſee me nod, ye crouch and kneel, 
Make legs, and *3 curt'fies, and keep bare your crowns, 


a tt, XY nd 


"Tis hard to teach them manners that are clowns. 
But for my own part, here's a leg, here's a cap, here's a knee ; 
All theſe, ſweet half-captain, I reſerve for thee, 

| . Euftace, | 

Speak, do you all accept me ? | 


All, 
We do, we do, 
: | Euftace, > 
Then, brother thief, I am turn'd out- law too. 
But, to do no man wrong, 1 make that law, 
Oaly to paſs this tedious ſummer here, 
Till we our down - caſt fortunes may up- rear. 
; Charles, 
You ſhare with me in“ love, in mind, in all. 
| | [Soft march. 


But, heark ! I hear our enemies* drums do brawl, 


22 Dear ae will be to him, &c.] This ſpecies of quibbling is very 
_— in our early writers. So Shakſpeare in the Fir/t Part of Henry N. 
A. 5. S. 

; Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat @ deer to day, 

« Though many dearer in this bloody fray.” 
See alſo other inſtances in Mr. Steevens's Note on the laſt paſſage. 
23 curt'ſies] The firſt Edition reads cringes. | 


24 love] The firſt Edition reads end. Euftart 
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: Euftace, 

6 wad oh, that I had with me | 
As man s, hone tices, Apart. 
From Raſtcheap, Canwick-ſtreet, and London-ſtone, l 
Jo end this battle, as could wiſh themſelves | 
Under my conduct if they knew me here: 

The doubtful day's ſucceſs we need not fear. 
Cheaplide boys fo lead! [ Apart. 

Oh, for ſome Cheapſide boys for Charles to ! 

They would ſtick to —4 vhs che out-laws fail. 
Wihes are wind, let's think ourſelves well mann'd ; 
We'll ſooner die than fly, ſo make a ſtand, 


Enter Tancred, with drum and ſoldiers. 


Tancred. 
Are theſe the out-laws that diſturb our peace ? 
Think they theſe mountain-tops can ſhelter them 
From our revenge, and juſt-aflembled arms ? 


Charles, 
Come, come, let ys prepare to anſwer them. 
| Tancred, 
Which be the chief of theſe confounded troops ? 
C har les, | 
Prince, I'am one of them. 
' Evuftace, 
And J another. | 
| ; Charles, 
I am his friend. 
Euftace, 


And I his out-law-brother, 
Tancred, 
How dare you ſtand contemptuous gainſt your liege? 
Captains, ye are our men. 
Charles. 


That we deny : 
lam a ſtranger, Tancred. | 
Emftace, 


Hh 3 


80 am I. 
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Fl 
8 h lour a4 * orted Tancred. [part 5 bis 
Such valour 1s re to appear to bis own people, 
In the brave deeds. f theſe rude foreſters, feos 
That we could rather wiſh they were our friends, 
To dwell in cities, than keep out in caves. | 
Conſidering now what wars we have in hand, 
Their martial ſpirits might much advantage us, 
Would they but keep within ſome honoured bounds, 
ell work them if we can to our alliance, 
And rather motion love, than prou — 
Chöharies. 
Why comes the county Palatine in arms, 
To fight againſt unarmed foreſters ? | 
If thou wilt win renown, bend thy brave forces 
Gainſt Pagans that beſiege Jeruſalem. 
Small fame and honour canſt thou win thee here; 
Beſides, our cheap lives wy ſhalt purchaſe dear, 
act. 
We have reform'd theſe villaitis fidce de came; 
And taught them manners and civility : 
All rape and murder we repay with death ; 
Amongſt us doth not live a raviſher. 
Tancred. 
I have heard no leſs, but that you weed out ſuch 
As paſs the bounds of Chriſtian honeſty ; 
Which makes me rather offer peace than war, 
But what bright virgin ſtands, ſo diſcontent ? 


Fe 


Charles, 
'My life, 

Euftace. 
My love. 1 

Tancred. 


The word had been well ſpent, 
If I had ſaid mine too: for l proteſt, 
Of all this number I affect her beſt, 

| Charles. _ 

Believe me, fellow partner, in my fule, 

You offer wrong to impart ih this my lore. 
Euſtace. 

- Half of all's mine, I claim it as my due; 
In which, bright virgin, I except not you. 


» 
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;  Tanered. 
I do contain my love with much ado, | 
For her (methinks) I could turn, out-law too. 
Zufface. 
What, do you think to have a double ſhare ? 
Half of her's mine ; I will not bate an hair. 
| har les, 
By thine own words thou » gar me half at leaſt, 
 Euftace. 
But I'll have all, my title is increas'd, 
a Tancred. 
Stay, captains, for our annual crown's revenues, 
We 9 ym loſe the weakeſt of — both, 
80 much do we affect your chivalries. 
Let me take up this mutual enmity: 
Your quarrel is for her; both would enjoy her. 
You claim her as your Poe... [To Charles, 


Fd 


Tis true I do, 
Tancred, 
And, captain, you ſay ſhe belongs to you. 
ace. 
True (valiant prince), my hopes ſhall his deſtroy; 
Thou art mine own, ſweet wench. *5 Heaven give us joy 
Tancred, 
Then till this ſtrict contention ended be, 
Dcliver this bright virgin unto me. 
Here ſhall our former hate and diſcord ceaſe: 
This lady ſhall be hoſtage of your peace. 
Unto thy charge we give ten thouſand men. [To Charles. 
As many ſoldiers we reſign to thee, | [To Euſtace. 
Make me her keeper till theſe wars be done; 
Ye have the price, I my content have won. 
Charts. 
Honour hath taught the Palatine to ſpeak. 
' Euſiace. 
Since what we both deſire, one can but have, 
Take charge of her. Let me receive the charge 
Of a great army, and mmanding power; 


1 


fore I marry, I mu win my dower. 


25 Heaven] The firſt Edition reads God. Chark 
H h 4 aries. 
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: | Charles. | 
So ſay I too; and, out-law life, adieu. 
Tancred. - 

And welcome, love, which I muſt keep for you. 
Their drums ſhall ſcold, mine ſhall have time to ceaſe, 
And whilſt they war, with her I'll make my peace, 
Are you content, ſweet lady ?. CER 

| Bella Franca. 
I muſt do | 


That which amongſt you all beſt pleaſeth you. 
I am a priſoner ; priſoners muſt obey; 
You ſay I ſhall, and I muſt not fay nay. 


Enuſlace, 
Till theſe wars ended be | | 
I pr'ythee, ſweet love, keep thy heart to me. 
Tancred. 
Come, captain, we bequeath you to your charge, 
To march with ſpeed towards the holy wars. 
This lady, as our life we will eſteem, 
And place her in the honour of a queen. [Exeant, 


Enter. Robert of Normandy, Godfrey of Boloign, and Guy 
' of Leflingham, with drum and ſoldiers, 
Godfrey. | 
What art thou with thy brow confronteſt me ? 


Do ſo, ſweet love. 


uy. 
One that thinks ſcorn to give leaſt place to thee. 
| 5 


Thou know'ſt me not to ſet my name ſo light. 


I *5 reck thee not, nay frown, thou canſt not fright. 
We are no babe; or, if we were, yet know 
Thy proud face cannot like a bug-bear ſhow. 
Godfrey. 
Thou haſt ſtruck fire upon a flinty ſpirit. 
Think'ſt thou, becauſe thou lead*ſt the French king's troops, 
And art commander of a few bold French, 


26 rect] See Yote 33 to 7 ancred and Giſmunda, vol. II. p. * at 
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That we will yield the u hand to thee? | 
let thee know thou haſt __ me. | | 
| let thee know thou haſt done as much by me. 
Think'ſt thou, thou canſt outface me? proud man, no: 
Know J eſteem thee as too weak a foe. - 

Godfrey. | 
Now by my knight-hovd Jil revenge this wrong; 
And for that word thy heart ſhall curſe thy tongue, 

Robert. | 

What mean theſe *7 Chriſtian princes thus to jar, 
And bend their ſwords againſt their mutual breaſts, 
Whoſe edge were ſharpen'd for their enemies crelts ? 


He ſhall not march before me. 
| Gay. 
But I will. 
Godfrey, 


# Zounds ! but thou ſhalt not, by this bleſſed day, 
Vil pitch thee like a bar out of my way. 
Guy. | 

Thy arms want ſtrength, thou canſt not toſs me ſo. 

Godfrey. | 
No, can they not ? by heaven Pll try a throw 

Robert. 
Princes, I charge you by the honoured zeal, 
And love to him for whom ye come to fight, 
To ceaſe this envy and abortive jar. 
The fields are broad enough for both to march, 
And neither have the vantage of the ground. 
G 


Robert, mine arm ſhall act a wondrous thing, 
Ill hurl him like a ſtone out of a fling. 

Not have the way? I'll fling thee on the earth, 
And then march over thee with all my troops, 


OY. 
Robert of Normandy, by all the honour 
Thou hop'ſt © atchieve thee in theſe holy wars, 
dand trom betwixt us, let's but try one fall, 


7 Chriſtian] The firſt Edition reads haſty, 
10 Zounds] The firſt Edition reads Ey. * 
i * 
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Fil caſt his cork-like- trunk by wondrous ſkill, 
As Hercules threw Lycas from an hill. 


For God's fake and our Saviour's, in whoſe book 
Ye now are entered as his ſoldiers preſt, 
In whoſe camp royal if ye mutiny, 
Ye are found guilty by his martial law, 
And worthy death : I charge you, princes both, 
T'abandon this injurious enmity. 
Stand you betwixt the ſoldiers, leſt this ſting 
Of blind ſedition reign in this our army, 
And feed upon our bodies like a plague: 
Princes, I charge you, by your Saviour's blood 
Shed for your fins, ye ſhed none at this time. 
| Goalfrey. 
Well, let him march before, I will reſign : 
Robert prevails; F Pn the right is thine, 
. HY. 
I will not march firſt ; but in courteſy 
I will reſign that honoured place to thee ; 
But what a king ſhould ſay, I ſhould not do, 
With violent rage that would I run into. 
Go on, * by hearen you ſhall, I yield it you; 
By heaven you ſhall, the place I freely grant. 
Friendſhip can more with me, than rude conſtraint. 
Godfrey. | 
Thy honoured love with honour I return, 
What thou would'ſt give me, I reſign thee back; 
This kind reply to me ſtands like a charm, 
30 Then royally let's march on arm in arm. 
Robert. / | 
- Such juſt proportion princes ſtill ſhould keep. 
Brave lord of Boloign, join your troops with ours, 


29 by heaven} The ſecond Edition reads indeed. 

30 Then royally lets march on arm in arm] This play, though not _ 
tioned in the key to The Rehearſal, ſeems to have been one ot thoſe rid. 
culed in that witty performance. The above line is not unlikely to have 
been burleſqued in the following: 

Then, ſpite of fate, well thus combined ſtand, 


& And, like true brothers, walk ill hand in hand.” That 
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t are by birth approved Engliſhmen : 
— Lord 4 * that — your conduct 
Hare ready arm'd ten thouſand fighting menu, 
Jo fight with us fot fair Jeruſalem, 
Diſtreſt by miſbelicving infidels, 
Let us unite a friendly chriſtian league. 
We have entered, valiant lords, upon our 
Eren to the midſt of fertile Hana * 
By writers term'd the garden of the world. 
Half of our way we have overcome already: 
Then let us here incamp upon theſe downs, 
But ſtay, what threat'ning voice of warfare ſounds? 


" Enter, aſter a trumpet, Euſtace. 
'  Godjrg. 
Had not young Euſtace in the ſeas been drown'd, 
| ſhuuld have faid, he treads upon this ground. 
And but none ſcap'd the dangerous ſeas fave I, 
This Frenchman I ſhould think my brother Guy. 
Enftace. 
Princes, my maſter County Palatine, 
Wondering what bold foot durſt preſume to tread 
Upon his confines without aſking leave, 
Sends me to know the cauſe of your arrive : 
Or why the arm'd hoofs of your fiery ſteeds 
Dare wound the forehead of 5 peaceful land. 
| Godfrey. 
Dare ! ſends thy lord in 15 ambitious key ? 


uy. 
Or hath the pride of thy refined tongue 
Gilded thy meſſage with theie words of ſcorn ? 
Robert. 
Add'ſt thou unto thy meſſage, knight, or no? 
 Enuftace, 
The naked tenour of my maſter's mind 
Thus I infold ; raſh, ſaucy, inſolent, 
That by audacious boldneſs have not fear'd 
To break into my ſovereign's royal pale ; 
I charge you to return the way you came, 
Aud ſtep by ſtep tell every tedious Itride, 


| 
| 
| 
] 
i 
it 8 
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That you have meaſured raſhly in his land; 
Or by the honour of his name he ſwears, 
To chace you from the margent of his coaſt, 

With an unnumber'd army and huge hoſt, 
March back again ] Oh ſcandal to our names! 
Have we deſerv'd to be ſo cenſur'd on ? 
Though not one man upon my part would ſtand, 
Alone I ll pierce the bowels - his land, 

| uy. 

Baſely retire, and thirty thouſand ſtrong ! 

Were the whole world's power ambuſh'd in our way, 
Yet would we on. Return diſhonourably ! h 
Forward T'll march, though every ſtep I tread 
Plunge me ia blood thus igh above my head, 
Robert. 

Princes, have patience, let me anſwer him, 
Koight, I condemn not thee for ſpeaking boldly 
The proud defiance that thy maſter ſends : 
But mildly we return our p!eafures thus, 
We do confeſs it was ſome over- ſight 
To march ſo far, without ſome notice given 
Unto the lord and prince that 3* owes the land: 
And we could wiſh that we had crav'd his leave. 
But fince tis thus, that we have march'd thus far, 
And baſely to retire is infamous, 
(If not with leave) we forward mean to go: 
Deſpight of king or emperor ſhall ſay no. 

| uſtace, 
I will inform the prince my ſovereign ſo. 


[ Exit, 


uy. 

That young knight's face, methinks, I well ſhould know. 

| | odfrey; 

I ſee the ſwords, were ſharp'd *gainft infidels, 
Muſt be employ'd to laviſh Chriſtian blood. 
Upon his ſoul he all the heinous guilt, 

Who, being a Chriſtian prince, forbids and bars 
Our quiet paſſage to theſe Pagan wars. 


31 owes] See Note 27 to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 284. | 
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This bickering will but keep our arms in!“ ure, 

The holy battles better to endure. 

Rober ts 


Well, God for us, for our intent is good ; 
Charg'd be their ſouls with all this Chriſtian blood. 


Enter Tancred, Charles, Euſtace, drum, colours, and ſoldiers, 


mar ching . 
Tancred, 
What art thou brav'ſt the County Palatine ? 
3 Nobert. 
My name is Robert duke of Normandy. 
Tancrell. 
Speak, will ye all retire the way ye came? 
Robert. 
God keep duke Robert from ſo foul a ſhame ! 
Godfrey. 


Baſely retire when we have march'd thus far! 
Firſt we'll unpeople this thy laod by war. 
Char les. 
Then will we drive you back by our main force, 
And ſeize upon your troops of foot and horſe. 
So fay you: but, ſhould you attempt to do't, 
We ſtraight ſhould overthrow you horſe and foot. 
Euftace, 
So ſaid, ſo done, brave lord, were gallant play; 
But you would at the firſt puſh ſhrink away. 
Robert. 

No, proud Italians, all our ſpirits are fire, 
Which burns not downward, but is made t' aſpire. 
Prince, we confeſs we did forget ourſelves, 
| Prefuming on that ancient privilege 

Which every Chriſtian brother prince ſhould claim 
One in the intereſt of another's name; 
An error we confels, though not a fault. 


n we] i. e. in practice, uſe. See Note to Ferrex and Porrex, vol. I. 
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But baſely with diſhonour back to fly, 
And to be held as cowards, we 3? deny. 
Tancred. 
And nothing elſe can ſatisfy mine ire, 
But whence ye came the ſame way to retire, 


And that I'll never do. | 


Godfrey. 
Nor I P G 
*. 
Nor I. 
Charles. 


Then ſhall ye on theſe Lumbard champains die. 
To arms, brave ſoldiers ! 
| Euftace. 
Strike up, warlike drum ; 
Prepare you, Chriſtian princes, now we, come. 
| Godfrey. 

Stay, brave prince Tancted, ftay, great Norman duke, 
Out of my zeal to'God and Chriſtendom, | 
To ſtaunch the blood which ſhould be broach'd this day, 

Unto the grief of all that honour Chriſt, 
And joy to ſuch as love idolatry : 
I make this challenge general through the hoſt 
Of bim that interrupts us on our way. 
If any proud Italian dare take up | 
The honour'd gage which I have here thrown down, 
And fight a fingle combat for our paſſage; | 
"Theſe ſhall be made our ſtrict conditions: 
Tf him I conquer, all our hoſt ſhall march 
Without leaſt ler and contradiction : 
If I be vanquiſh'd by thy champion's hand, 
Our army ſhall march back out of thy land. 
Charles. | 
A princely motion to ſave Chriſtian blood. 
Grear prince of Italy, upon my knee 
1 humbly beg I may thy champion be. 


33 deny] Ste p. 475. — 
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Tancred. 


Thou haſt thy ſuit; thy valour hath been try'd:: 
With a rough brow ſee —_ 2 his pride. 


obert. 
Then what ten thouſand Chriſtian lives ſhould right, 


Theſe two brave lords will end in ſingle fight. 
Tancred, gies 


Euft aces 
Stand to't, brave outlaw-brother, 
Would I were one of them. 


It is agreed, 


Guy. 
And I the other, 
Charles. 
' What weapon wilt thou uſe ? 
Godfrey. 


That which next comes. hs P WT 
Give me this partizan ; now ſtrike rums. 
. Charles, Yak 
Give me this ſoldier's ; trumpet, ſound a charge: 

I'll ſtop the paſſage which he ſeeks r enlarge. 


Oy 
Princes, ſtand off, my warlike arm this day, 
For all your troops, ſhall win a proſperous way. 
Char {ts, 
Thou canſt not enter, though the way ſtood ope ; 
My heart, and this, thy * vows to ſtop. 


£ \ . OY. 
Yet will I through. 
Charles. 
Thou ſhalt not, this ſays nay. 
Godfrey. 


Oh, but behold ! I have this to hew my way. 


They fight, and are parted by Robert and Tancred. 
Tancred. 
I would not loſe my champion for the world. 
N ' Robert. 
or I this prince: for were theſe ſpirits ſpent 
All Chriſtendom their fortunes might lament, 


6 Part 


Thbat ſhould attempt to take away the honour 


FS - 2 py = 
4 
N 


">. A. = 


s THE FOUR PRENTICES 
Part them on equal odds, and equal terms: 

Both alike valiant, both have honour won, 

More valorous hve not underneath the ſun. 

BA Tancred. 
We will referve their haughty chivalries, 

To exerciſe againſt God's enemies. 

Euftace. 
They have won honour, I have idly ſtood ; 

By my good ſtars Pll have a challenge too, 

If any in their camp dares anſwer me. * 
Give me thy pike, a pike a prince may trail, 
And at that weapon will I challenge all. 
Great prince, theſe fiery princes that came hither 
To brave our forces, had a champion 
To challenge us: are we as valiant, 
And ſhall we fail to do the like to them ? 
Give me but leave, my lord, to ſend one boaſt 
T' affright them, like a devil, through their hoſt, 

\ Tancred, - 
It pleaſeth us; then when thou wilt begin. 
4 Rober 4. i ; By OK 

What champion ſhall we have to anſwer him ? 


— 2 =! 


| 9 * 
I ſhould eſteem him my immortal foe, 


Of ſuch a ſtrong encounter from my hand. 
Champion, appear betwixt our royal hoſts, | 
Let's fee thy ſtrength make good thy haughty boaſts, 


| | ſtace. 7 
I am here; ſtand thou forth on the adverſe part. 
Survey me well, brave Hector I reſemble, _ 
Whole. very brow did make the Greeks to tremble. 
V 


Guy. 
But I, Achilles, proud ambitious boy, 
Will drag thy coarſe about the walls of Troy. 
Give me thy pike, I'll toſs it like a reed, 
And with this bull-ruſh make mine enemy bleed. 
Rapier and pike! is that thy honoured play? 
Lock down, ye gods, this combat to ſurvey. 
5 | | Euflatt, 
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| | _ ZExftace. 
 Rapier and pike this combat ſhall decide; 
Gods, angels, men, ſhall N tame thy pride. 
[ 3, 7UY. bY > 2 
Thou do'ſt thyſelf wrong to-o'er-charge thine arm 
With ſuch a weapon as thou cavuſt not weil. 
Il teach thee ; thou ſhalt. hke my zany be, 
And feign to do my _—— after me. 
_ , aan 
Thou would'ſt inſtru thy maſter at this play. 
Think'ſt thou this rye-ſtraw can o'er-rule my arm? 
Thus do I bear him when I uſe to march; 
Thus can I fling him up, and catch him thus: 
f ; Ny . . [ They tofs their piles. 
Then thus, to try the finews of my arm. 


But thou ſhould'ſt charge him thus, advance him thus, 
Thus ſnould'ſt thou take him, when. thou ſeeſt from far 
The violent horſes, run to break our ranks. 
r  —  =camant$ 
All that is nothing, I can-toſs him thus. 
„ nee 
I thus: tis eaſier ſport than the 3+ baloon. 
' : * ; : Exfface. 
We trifle time, this ſhall thy rage withſtand. 
| PO — E. g | . 
With this, our hoſt ſhall peirce, thy ſovereign's land, 
Thy fight : Robert an- the Palatine cat their 35 cvarders bet<veen 
. them, aud part thew. 
Robert. 


That hoſt ſhould loſe ten thouſand Pagans lives 
With the rich honour of their overthrow, 


| | That: 
4 bal>on] i. ©, foot-ball. Balon, Fr. od 8. 
3 warders] Warders appear to have been a kind of truncheons car- 
ned by the perſon who preſided at theſe fingle combats. On its being 
tirown down, both the parties were obliged to ceaſe fighting, So, in the 
count given by Hall of the duel between the Duke of Norfolk and Duke 


"forwarde wen the Kynge caſt doune his <varder, and the heraultes 
v a r - 
Vol, VI. 4 ii „ > > oo God 


1 Hereford; it is faid, „The Duke of Norffolke was not full ſet 


- — — 
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And now we ſhew ourſelves that Chriſtian hoſt, 


Princes and lords, let our united bands 


I ſerve him, wait upon him; and he ſwears 


— * - , ' ft / 
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That ſhould but loſe his champion in this combat. 
If both ſhould periſh, our brave Chriſtian army / 
Should be more weak by thouſands than it was, 
f Tancred. 
Their matchleſs valour have prevail'd with us; 
Freely enjoy the pleaſures of our land; 
Our army here we do conjoin with yours, 
To lead them to the fair Jeruſalem, 
Robert, 
We pawn our faith to this perpetual league : 


In which true peace ſhould flouriſh and abound; 
Unto this peace let drums and trumpets ſound. 

Champions, embrace; and all your ſtern debate [ail 
Pour in abundance on the Pagans? heads. 


Sr er 


Win back Judea from the Pagans hands. [ Exexnt marchin 
Maner the French Lady, 


4 -"w 


Thus have I maſk'd my bathful modeſty 
Under the habit of a truſty page, | 
And now my ſervant's ſervant am I made. 
Love, that transform'd the gods to ſundry ſhapes, 
Hath wrought in me this metamorpoſis. 

My love and lord, that honoured me a woman, 
Loves me a youth, employs me every where; 


) 


He favours both my truth and diligence : 

And now I have learnt to be a perfect page, 

He will have none to truſs his points but me, 

At board to wait upon his cup but me, 

To bear his target in the field but me. ; 
Nay, many a thing, which makes me bluſh to ſpeak ;. 
He will have none to lie with him but me; 

I dream and dream, and things come in my mind: 


&« cried ho, ho. Then the Kyug cauſed their ſperes to be w__ l 
them, &c.” Iurroduckion to the Hiſtory of Henry IV. fol. 3. 


Mr. Steevens's Note on King Richard II. A. I. S. 3. : 


OF LONDON. 


T hide my eyes; but m poor heart 
lad and ke from love's o ſociety. 

Like Tantalus, ſuch is my poor repaſt, 

I ſee the apples that I cannot taſte. a : 
Il tay my time, and hope yet, ere I die, | 
My heart ſhall feaſt as r chly as my eye. [Exit. Plouriſhs 


the old Souldan, the young Sophy, tables and forms ; and 
2 Moretes, Turnus, with = and ſoldiers, 
Souldan. 
Counſel, brave lords; the Chriſtian army marcheth 
Bren to our gates with paces undiſturb'd ; 
The hollow earth reſounds with weight of arms, 
And ſhrinks to bear ſo huge a multitude. 
They make a valley as they march along, 
And raifing hills encompaſs either ſide. 
Counſel, brave lords, theſe — to decide. 
Jore's great vi t — the world: 
Let us confront their pride, and with our powers 
Diſperſe the ſtrength of their aſſembled troops. 
| Souldan. 
Sion is ours by conqueſt; all Judza 
l the rich honour of our conquering ſwords. 
Shall we not guard it then, and make our breaſts 
The walls that ſhall defend Jeruſalem ? 


They ſhall march orer us, that march this way : 
Before the Chriſtians ſhall attain theſe walls 


Vi dead men's faces we will pave the earth. 
Souldan. 


| cannot judge the Chriſtians are ſo mad 
To come in way of battle, but of peace. 


They rather travel in devotion, 
To pay their vows at their Meffiah's tomb, 
And fo, as pilgrims, not as ſoldiers come. 


36 ſociety] The * Edition reads ſatiety. 
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ee ele, 1 5 1 | 
Your own power bude and hart Neef d ybur tes, 1 
E= Hh 


My hairs do wear experience | 

But yours, the bats of yuh | 1 
| Their arm ſta on. 4 Mountain top, 

; "Like a hue Foreſt ; heir tall pikes, like ptues, 


height. do over- peer the lower tree 
pe fer erden ie le Stern in he lend 
And ſcott Mrd ad for pilhge hd for prey: 
Courage is their good captain. 


Courage! no. l 242 | 
Pale fear, and black deſtruction, lead the foe.. 

I ſay again, the Chriſtian princes lead 
An army, for their power invincible. 
Victorious hope fits. hbvering on their plumes; 
Their gilded armour ſhines —— the ſun, 
Dazzling our eyes from tog of yonder hill, 
Like the bright ſtreaks m from paradiſe, 

Oh, conqueſt worthy the brave Perſian ſwords !: 
Eet us deſcend from-torth che town and meet them. 


Is 


Sou As: * 
No. . 

*Sopby... 
Yes. - as ihe 


0 ibs 64:4 5h Oo, B's» WR" 
37 Should Jove himſelf. in thunder anſwęr I, 
When we ſay no; we'd pull Him from the ſky. 


Should Souldan, Sophy,.prigft; or preſbyter, | 
Or gods, or devils, or war gainſey gur will, : 
Him, them, or thee, would; the brave Perſian kill. 


_ Morejes, GE A id 3: db I hn 
Quench your Hot ſplecnt.with drops of ſweet advice, 
Temper your rage with counſel, mighty kings. 
37 Should Fove himſelf, &t.] The Souldan here is as violent 
Prince Prettyman in Te Rehadtſal, A. 4 &. 2. 
Purſt any God be ſo uncivil, 
6 1'd make that God ſubſcribe himſelf a devil.” 


O LON DON. 
1 ſay we ni ke prac hh "Chuifindem. | 


| * 
I fay the Perſian ſcorns to Wege, 0 
0 hy bo part with them et i om. 


Souldan, 
Yet hear my age. | 
Yet hearken to,my.. youth, : | 
I = Se 
My tongue give place ung the.Souldan's age. 


But I applaud the. Perfiap'syouthful, rage, 
n Souldan, © o 


a 


| Souldan, 
day, lords, our grave expeience.dath foreſes. = 


The miſchiefs that attend, on this debate, 

Ne tread the path of our deſtruction, 

B our diſſentions grow. the Chriſtians ſtrong, 
Whom our united, hearts may caſily quell. 
Brave Perſian Sophy, we commend your hate 
Tothem that _ . Pagan gods; 
let temper it with wiſdom, valiant prince. 

"Tis 2 I would increaſe, , 


When with my words 1 * gentle peace. 


Horetes. 
Experience doth inſiruct the Souldan's tongue, 
tlearken to him, he ſpeaks, judicially. f 


u tongue a while gives licence to mine eat; 
The depth of your graye ie let us hear. 


guard them out. 
100's 
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Sophy. 
My youth yields willingly to ve years, 
Let il be ſo. Bur be waa” + yk. Ip 
To be created lords embaſſadors ? 
* ' Souldan. 
Moretes ſhall be one; for I am ſure 


He will employ his tongue, peace to procure. 


Turnus another; he that all things dares, 

Will with defiance ſtir them up to wars. 
Souldan, 

Moretes and brave Turnus, ſpeed you ſtraight 
Unto the Chriſtian hoſt ; ſay, if they come 
Like pilgrims, to behold the ſepulchre, 
= es ſtand o f 5 in; 

And be you painful to a peace. 
But if they upon their hoſtile ground, 
Say that our breaſts are arm'd, our Fronk are keen, 
Bold are our hearts, and fiery is our ſpleen. 
And fo be gone. 
Moretes, 


I to perſuade a peace, 
Turnus. 


J go the furious of war Yen . 
* Nag Souldan, 

We will mean time conduct our royal hoſts, 
(One half is mine; the other you ſhall lead) 
To intercept them ere they win the fight 
+ Of theſe invincible and high-built walls. 
Brave Perſians, we will both in ambuſh lie, 
Sure now the Chriſtians are all come to die. 


| a Tancred, 
Behold, brave Chriſtian princes, all the glory 
That Tancred can inherit in this world, 
Euftace, 
Part of it's mine. —_ 


THE FOUR PRENTICES 


En 


Enter. Tancred cuith Bella Franca, richly attired; be ſomewha 
aff. ting him, though ſhe makes no ſhew of it; Robert of Nor 
mandy, the four brethren, and the French Lady like a page. 
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Charks. 
Godfrey. 


An heavenly mixture now beſhrew my heart, 
But Godfrey with the reſt 2 ery r 
uy. 


Robert, - 


And part belongs to me. 


| am all hers, 


That lady ſeems to me 


The faireſt creature ever eye did ſee, 
Bella Franca. 


Tancred, of all, thy face beſt pleaſeth me. [In private. 
FEY" n 


Fair lady. * 
Zuſtace. 
Charles. R 
Miſtreſs. f 
Godfrey. 
Beauteous love. 
1 Guy. 
Bri ht els. ; 
git godd Robert. | 
Nymph, 
he a Trench wo 
Love whom ye will ſay I: 
oo ye affect not my beloved Guy. 
Tancred, 
Lords, ſhe is mine. 
- Enflace, 
When did my intereſt ceaſe ? 
Charles. 


When I am here, you brother out-law 
J God ö Es 


Why ſhould not I enjoy her? 
Robert 

Why not 12 
Guy. g 

She can have none but me. 
114 
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| Enflace ond Charks. 


. Belg Franca... $4 hb, 

Princes, what means this frenzy in your pes? 
Or hath ſome necromantic conjurer , 
Raigd by his art ſome fury in my ſhape, | | 
To work ſedition in the _ n. camp? 
You have confirm'd by ge ral parliament 
A ſtatute, that muſt and. inviglate; 
Namely, that mutiny in prince or peaſant 


Is death, a kingdom Tepe fave his life. _, 
Then whence proceed theſe ſtrange contentions ? 


Charles, 
I ſeiz d her firſt. 


Kala. 
I firſt her thoughts did proye, 

ead th ſiti —.— e 
I pl the compo ion for my love. 
x Robert, 


If wealth will win the thoughts of that chaſte lady, 
I'I bid as fair as any for her love, 
Godfrey... 
If valour may atchieve her, I mongſt many 
Win bid more warlike blows for her than any, 
Guy . 3 
Nay, if you go to ſcrambling, of TR for me. Draws, 
ons Frenc Lach. , 
Speed they that liſt, ſo you repulſed be. 
y h Bell. a Franta, 
et hear me, princes. 
Euftc 
Hence with frivolous words... 
Godfrey. 
Stand we to prate, when ot "—_ draw their Gords ? 
Charles. 
Speak thou my cauſe, Draws, 
pea y = ( 
This ſhall my pleader be, [Draw 
| N : | Guy, 
Thou art for us. [ Draws, 


6 "Robert: 


That we deny. 


' of LONDON. 
Aud, Grond, fea toy mee 


Franca. 
He that beſt loves me, Pierce me with his bed 
Leſt I become your gener overthrow. | 
I do conjure you, by the lore you bear me, 
Either to baniſh this hoſtility, 


Or all at once to act my t 7 "18 
A blow is death proclaim'd by parliament : 
Can ye make laws, and be * that break them? 


Knew I that this my beauty bred this ſtriſe, 

With ſome black poiſon I would ſtain my 2 

Till I look'd foul than an /Erhiop. 

Still do ye branfliſh . contentious ſwords ? 

This night ſhall e uty, and to-morrow 

Look to behold cryſal eyes ſcratch'd out, 
My viſa martyr'd, 22 my hair torn off: 

He that beſt loves it, ranſom i with peace, 

I will preſerve it, if your fury ceaſe. 

But if ye ſtill perſiſt, t 2 call 

As my vow's witneſs, I will 2 r all. 


To ſhew my love, my 050 f — ſleep in reſt. 
G 


odfrey. 
Tl keep mine ſharp for the brave Souldan's creſt. 
uy. 


Q Robert. 
The Norman Robert keeps his keen, 
T abate the fury of the Souldan's ſpleen. 


lts, 


Euflace, 

Blade, when thou next art ſeen, 

Thou mak'ſt thy lord a king, his love a queen. 
Bella Franca. 

You have redeem'd my beauty, your laſt jar 

Had made perfection with y 4 — at war. 
ly, the virtuous motions of your heart 

110 to ” thi abundant graces of your fame, 


Peace, ſword. 


My ſword cries truce. 
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It was your beauty that did blind our ſouls, 

Aud in our cloſe breaſts plac'd oblivion. 

"is true, we have ordain'd a ſtrict decree, ' 

That whoſoever in our Chriſtian hoſt - 

Strikes with a ſword in hoſtile enmity, 

Forfeits his life ; then break off this debate, * 
And keep our own decrees inviolate. | | 


Enter, with 3* a tucket before them, Turnus and Moretes, 
Health to the Chriſtians from the mighty 


Death and deſtruftion from the Perſian Sophy. 
Robert. 
That tongue brings oxy”. to thee will I attend. 


That tongue brings war, thy motions we commend, 
ancre 17 8 
Speak peace, thy looks are ſmooth, we'll liſt to thee, 


_ Charles, 

Speak war, bring war, and we to war agree, 

ha - - Moretes, 

The Babylonian Souldan, mighty princes, 
Sends me to know the cauſe of this your march 
Into a land ſo far remote from ye. 
If ye intend to ſee your prophet's tomb, | 
As holy pilgrims, peace ſhall guard your way. 


— E uftace . ; 
Peace we defy ; let's hear what thou canſt ſay. 
; Robert. 
Proceed, proceed. | 
Guy. 


Do; and Ill found my drum, 
To drown his voice that doth for parleance come. 
Euft Ace. 
Why, I am born to nothing in this world 
But what my ſword can conquer. Should we yield 
Qur fortunes to baſe compoſition, 


33 à tucket] See Note 17 to The Firſt Part of Jeronims, vol. III. 
p- 96. 
I I have 
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T have no hopes mine honour to increaſe : 
Curſt be his baſe ear that attends io peace! 
Moretes. 
Let me conclude my * 


Pagan. no; 
War's friend ſpeak thou; I am to peace a foe. 
Turnus. . ; 
The Perſian Sophy thus inſtructs my tongue: 
That prince amongſt you whoſe heroic breaſt 
Dares ſhew itſelf to his triumphant ſpear, 
Excepting but the name of Chriſtian) 
ike to the Perſian gods he honours him. 


But ſhould he know a heart in theſe proud troops, 


And know that heart to be addict to peace, 
He'd hate him like a man that ſhould blaſ)beme. 
In Sion towers hangs his victorious flag, 
Blowing defiance this way ; and it ſhows 
Like a red meteor in the troubled air; 
Or like a blazing comet, that foretelly 
The tall of pr inces. 

Charks. 


Thine own prince's fall. 
Tur Au,. 
Then, in one word, 2 to you all! 
| TO. 
I had not thought ſuch ſpirits had remain'd 
Within the warlike breaſts of Infidels. 
2875 Euftace, 
Dares the majeſtic ſpirit of thy king 
Anſwer a challenge ? dares he pawn his crown 
Againſt the hazard of ten thouſand lives? 


Guy. 
And who ſhould fight againſt him ? 
Euflace. 
I, 
Guy. 
Thou! 
Euflace, 


I, gainſt him, and thee, and all the world; 
That interdifts my honour, | " 
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Gay. 
Thee. | [ 4:blorv changed, 
Guy. 


Tire, rage, and fury, all my veins do ſwell ; 
Be mute, my wages * ſword, my fury tell. 
Eufface. 


Fire mount gainſt his mad fury, check. his rage, 
Burn out then * his blood thy heat ſliall ſuage. 


| Gddlfrey, 
What how ye done?! injuſtice ſtains our creſts, 
If for this a& ye have not loſt "5 gang lives. 


I will not bear the-badge-of Chriſtendom 

In ſuch a Bedlam mad' ſociety. 
Charlies. 

Ceaſe to determine of their hair- brain rage, 

Till ye have ſent the Pagans from our tents. 
Tancred, | 

Tis well advis'd. Soldiers, take charge of them, 
Till we determine of our embaſſy. 
f Moreres. 

I fear me, Turnus, had you known before 
The ſpirits of theſe haughty Chriſtians, - 
T' have been ſo full of envious ehiva ary, 
You would have temper'd' ſome part of your rage. 
You ſer they ſtrive, and fight amongſt themſelves, 
Jo practiſe hate againſt they meet with us. 

Turnus. 
Maoretes, no; we ſcorn all abject fears, 
And they ſhall know our hearts as great as theirs, 
Godfrey. 

It ſhall be ſo. Attend me, Pagan lords; 


[They fight, axe are parted, 


We come not with grey gowns, and pilgrim* s ſtaves, 


Beads at our ſides, and fandals on our feer, 
Fear in our hearts, entreaty in our tongues, 
To beg a paſſage to our propher's grave; 

39 your) The firſt Edition reads their. 


But 


OF LONDON. 0 

But our ſoft beaver fells 1 — — iron, 
Our gowns to armour, and ours to plomes, 
Our — * ſtaves we have chang d to: ſcymisars: 
And ſo with pilgrims hearts, not pilgrims habits, 

We come to hew our way through your main armies, 
And offer at the tomb our contrite hearts 

Made purple with as many Pagans bloods, 
As we have in out breaſts religious thoughts, 

And ſo be gone, no words in'trifling waſte, 

Death follows after you with wings of haſte. 


5. 
That prince ſpeaks muſick; which' doth chear my heart. 
Moretes. 
Princes adieu, with terror I depart. { Excnnt.. 
" 5. 
Now to theſe other enptaĩin· mutineers. 
What ſhall be done with them? 
| 5 Enftace. 
Even what you pleaſe. 
We have liv'd with pain, and we can die with eaſe. 


What God hath made, a God's name do you mar? 

Death is the leaſt I fear : now to the bar. 
| | Rober 12 | 

Lords, give me leave to temper our decree. 

The law is death, but ſuch is our regard 
Of Chriſtian blood, we moderate it thus. 
Becauſe we know your worths, your lives are fav'd :: 
Ye: that the world ſhall ſee we prize our laws, 
And are not partial ſhould we fit on kings; 
We doom you everlaſting baniſhment | 
From out the Chriſhan army. 
Euftace. 


= > — E — — — = — 3 =_ - 
— — 5 — - ——— — _—T__ 
* ms — XSi - - > S * 
* - mY — * = = 8 = —_ —_ 


Baniſhment ! 
This was your doing; well, Pl be rereng'd: 


4% our ſhells to plumes) Dr. Warburton obſerves (Note to Her, 
A. 4. S. 5.), © that the chief places of devotion being beyond ſea, or on 
* the coaſts, the pilgrims were accuſtomed to put cockle-ſhells upon their 
hats, to denote the intention or performance of their devotion.“ See 
allo Mr. Steeyens on the ſame paſſage. 


* 


r ͤ—ß: ! . A ey 


By all the hopes that I have loſt, I Will. 
Princes, your dooms are upright, I obey them, 
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And voluntarily exile myſelf. 5 

(Againſt my furious ſpirit) I could weep 

To leave this royal army, and to loſe 

The honour promis'd in the Pagans' deaths. 

Farewel to all, with tears of griet I go. | 
Ye are all my friends, thou 2 art my foe. [Exit, 


UYs 

Hold me ſo ſtill; where'er I next ſhall meet thee, 
This ſword, like thunder, on thy ereſt ſhall greet thee, 
Baviſh'd the camp I go, but not ſo far, . 
But I will make one 1n this chriſtian war : 
Like an unknown knight I will bear a thield, 
In it engraven the trade I did profeſs, 
When once I was a Goldſmith in Cheapſide: 
And if I proſper, to theſe arms Pill add 
Some honour, and the ſcutcheon I ſhall bear 


Shall to the Pagans bring pale death and fear. 


Adieu, brave chriſtian lords; for I muſt ſtray, , 
A baniſh'd man can never miſs his way. [ Exit, 
Godjrey. N. 
Why do you look fo fad upon their griefs ? 
; Charles. 
Ah, pardon me. My heart begot a thought 
At their departure, which had been of force 
'T have ſhain'd a tear r two from my moiſt eye. 
How like was he to Evſtace! he to Guy! 
| Godfrey. 
A leaden weight of grief lies at my heart, 
And I could with mylelt were baniſh'd too, 
To bear them in their forrows company. 
| Robert. - 
Theſe, for example's ſake, muſt be remov'd, 
And though their abſence will much weaken us, 
Yet we had rather put us in God's guard, 


Loeſſening our own ſtrength, than to bear with that 


Which might in time lead to our overthrow, 
March forward, lords; our love we will defer, 


| OF LONDON. 
Prince Tancred, till our wars chief heat be ſpent, 


Keep {till this beauteous lady in your tent, [ Exemnt. 


Manent French Lady and Bella Franca, 
| French Lady. | | 
My lord is baniſh'd, what ſhall “ poor I do? 
There is no way, but I muſt after too, 
But ere I go ſome cunning I muſt uſe, 
To make this lady my lord's love refuſe, 
Bella Franca. | 
Fair youth, why have you fingled me alone ? 
Is it to ſhare joy, or partake my moan ? 
French Lady. 
Whether you pleaſe. Invention, help me now, 
Jo bring her out of love with my ſweet lord; 
For ſhould ſhe love him I were quite undone. 
Madam, in faith, how many ſuiters have you ? 
Bella Franca. 


More than I wiſh I had: firſt, the French general. 


French Lady. 
Oh God, I fear: I think I am accurſt. 
She loves him beſt, becauſe ſhe names him firſt. 
Bella Franca. 
The Engliſh Robert, County Palatine ; 
Two gentlemen that took me in the woods; 
One is now baniſh'd, but the other till 
Stays in the army ; then, the Boloign duke. 
hich of all theſe is & pereſt man ? 
And which of all theſe is the pro man 
Bella —— 
Faith, let me hear thy judgment. 
＋ r ench Lady. 
Prince Robert is a gallant gentlemen: . 
But the French lord uncomely, and unſhap'd. 
Tancred's a proper man, but the French lord, 
He hath no making, no good ſhape at all. 


4 poor I] This expreſſion is ridiculed in The Rehearſal, A. 


Pray let us two this fingle boon obtain, 
That you will here, with poor us, ſtill remain. 


ze 


[ Apart. 
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I could nor Ne g his, +1 - wil 
1 wogld not, have him. if, Nerd 
6 ſar Me ed. 


he more crowns then 


Bella Hrgnca. 
I fee no ſuch defects in that Fre h lord. 
French 
Ay, ay, 'tis ſo. Upon my. life, he Jores him! 
I muſt deviſe ſome plot, or they will ule © 
Some means to meet, and marry out, of hand. 
Lady, be was my maſter; þut beligve me, 
He is the moſt inſatiate man, for men, 
That ever breath'd; nay, magam, which is more, 
He loves variety, and delight in change. ©" 
„And I heard, him, ſay, ſhould. e be married, 
He'd make his. wite a cuck-quean. 
Hella. Fronea. 
Why though he do; tis virtue in a, Fomany 


Tf ſhe can bear his imperfections. 
French. iy. 


Upon my life, they ate made. ſure already, 
She's pleas'd with any imperfections. 
What ſhould I do? 
Bella Franca. 


Now fair youth, liſt to me, 
I will acqaint thee wuh a ſecrecy. 
Theſe lords fo trouble me. with their vain tun, 
That Lam tir'd and-wee jed, and reſolve 
To ſteal away in ſecret, en the camp. 


My Guy is gone, and { ſh ,wauld tollow him: 
I mutt prevent it, or elſe 1 of mY love. 
Bela Franca. 
Wilt thou conſort me, Hear ing company, 
Aud ſhare with gin, oo and, .muery? * 


renc. 
Madam, I will. .,. $he;loyes him, and, nq wonder. 
Tl! go, be't but to keep them ſtill aſunder. 
IM a ; Bella Te, teal 
* Then from theigaepts. this. nicht 19 2 
Aud through: the:widg Weed And wm . 


cut. 


Eater Souldan, Sophy, Turnus, Drums 
* » Enfgns, 


Souldan. 
Then your reports ſound nought but death and war, 
Moretes 


The Chriſtians would not lend an ear to peace. 


Since they demean themſelves ſo honourably, 
This earth ſhall give them —— graves. 


ures. 
By pride herſelf are their proud enſigns born: 
War in their tongues ſits ; in their faces ſcorn, 


Our reſolutions ſhall control baſe fears, 
Weare proud as they ; 1 ſhall anſwer theirs. 
Didſt thou deliver our ſtrict embaſly ? 
| Turnus, 
I did, my lord. 
Souldan. 


Did they not quake to bear it? 
Ti AYRES, 
No more than rocks ſhake with a puff of breath; 
They come reſolv'd, and not in fear of 


Look'd they not pale ? 
Tarns. 


With fury, not with fear. 
They were mad, becauſe your forces were not there, 

Did you not daſh their ſpirits ? fell not their 
Down to the earth, when thou didſt ſpeak of us 
Went not a fearful murmur through their hoſt, 
When thou did'ſt number our unnumbered power ? 
Did not their faint ſwords tremble in their hands 
At that name Souldan ? 

Sb. 


Or-when thou nam'dſt me, 
My power, my ſtrength, my matchleſs chivalry ; 
ell they not flat upon the earth with fear? 
Vor, VI, K k | Turnus. 
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No, but their proud hearts bounded in their breaſts, 
Their plumes flew bravely on their golden creſts : 
And they were ready to have fallen at pz, © 
Which of them firſt ſhould with the Perſian war, 
| - | Moretes. ks 
There was no tongue but breath'd defiance forth : 
I could not ſee a face but menac'd death : | 
No hand, but SEES a victorious ſword; 
They all cry battle, battle ; peace defy ; 
And not a heart but promis'd — 
| Sounldan. 
There's not an heart ſhall ſcape our tyranny, 
Since they provoke our indignation : 
Like the vaſt ocean ſhall our courage riſe, 
To drown their pride, and all their powers ſurprize. 


| — 25 | 

My ſcymitar is like the bolr of Jove, 
That never toucheth but it ſtrikes with death, 
Oh how I long till we, with ſpears in reſts, | 
Strike out the lightning from their high · plum'd creſts. 

| g Sauldan. 

I would burn off this beard in ſuch a flame, 
As I could kindle with my puiſſant blows : 
Yet the leaſt hair I value at more worth 
Then all the chriſtian empire. 


Speak, brave Souldan, 
47 Shall our bar'd horſes clime yond' mountain tops, 
And bid them battle where they pitch their tents ? 

Souldan. 

Courage cries, on; but good advice ſaith, ſtay, 

Experience bids us fight another” way. | 


41 Shall aur bar'd horſes, &c.] The bar'd horſes are the barded horſes, 
i. e. horſes adorned with trappings. So in the Miracles of Moſes, by 
Drayton : 1 8 
«© There floats the bar'd ſteed with his rider drown'd.” 
See Note on King Richard III. edit. 1778, vol. VII. p. 4. 8. 
42 Courage cries, &c.] So, in The Rehearſal, A. 3. 8. 5. 

% Shall I to. honour, or to love give way? 
60 on, cries honour ; tender love jays nay.” 
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Why ſhould we tire our troops in ſearch of them, | 
That with audacious boldneſs ſeek out us ? | 
Let us ſtand to receive them when they come, 
And with a grove of pikes growing on this earth, 
Where now no tree appears, toſs up their bodies, 
Whoſe coarſes by your ſtrong arms kept aloof 
May hang like bloody Pony on your ſtaves. 
ophy. | | 
Oh ſight beſt pleaſing to oo Perſian gods 
EYAUS. 
In the ſkies forchead ſhall the bright ſun ſtand 
Amaz'd to view that glorious ſpectacle, 
And with the pleaſing ſight forget his way, 
To grace our trophy with perpetual day, 
| | Moretes. 
But how ſhall we receive their armed troops ? 
What ſpecial ordet will your grace aſſign 
To them that ſhall command your companies ? 


It ſhall be thus. This way the Chriſtians march; 

The body of our Hoſt ſhall ſtay behind, 

To be a ſtrength to fair Jeruſalem. 

But we with certain ſoldiers ſecretly 

Will lie in ambuſh : the great Perſian Sophy, 

With Turnus, and a chief command of men, 

Shall guard that way: myſelf, and thou Moretes, 

Will keep this paſſage with a troop ſelect, 

To ſeize on their fore-runners, ſcouts, and ſpies, 

Aſſiſt us, Fate; ere long the world ſhall know 

Our glories by the Chriſtians“ overthrow. 

This is my quarter : theſe xg ſhall be. 
Soap. 

Moretes, thou and theſe Wal follow me. 


Robert. 
Oh, whither will blind love conduct my ſteps ? 
Prince Tancred's dear, and Engliſh Robert's joy, 
Is fled in ſecret, and hath left our tents. 


Thus, like an errant and adventurous knight, 3 
ü K k 2 | I have 
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I have left the hoſt to follow her fair ſearch, 
And durſt not truſt the air with my intent; 
This way, they ſay, ſhe went; the camp's Teture, 
This way, unknown, in ſecret I purſue her. 
| Emer Charles. 
Charles. 

This way my love went like a ſhooting ſtar, 
Whoſe blazing train doth gild the firmament. 
Such glorious beauty adds ſhe to the way, 

Making the dark night- paths ſhine bright as day. 
Ye honoured arms farewel, and camp adieu, 
I do forſake myfelf her to =_— 

| | ry 

Behold a traveller! I will enquire 
If chance hath caſt his eye upon my love. 

arles, 

I was about to aſk of yonder man, 

Whether her beauty had enrich'd his fight : 

But tis my rival Robert; Charles, obſcure thee. 

For ſhould he ſee thee, he would quickly judge 

What adamant had drawn me to theſe woods, 

One caſe I ſee hath made vs errants both. 

To be found wandering thus I ſhould be loth. 
5 ＋ t, 

Love thit drew me hath drawn that knight along, 
Being but a child, a giant's not ſo ſtrong. 


Enter Souldan, Moretes, and Soldiers. 


EO Souldar, 
Stand, Chriſtians ; by your croſſes on your breaſts 
Ye're mark'd for death, and baſe deſtruction. 
Robert. | 
What are ye, that, like cowards, with ſuch odds 
Aſſault us thus unfurniſh'd for the wars. 
| | Souldan. 
I am the Souldan ; theſe my men at arms, 
That lie to intercept you, and prepare 
For your accurſed lives this fatal ſnare, = 
4 Coarks 


OF LONDON. gr7 


| Charles. 

The Souldan, the grand enemy to Chriſt, 
The devil's lieutenant, viceroy under him ! 
Brave Engliſh Robert, fince our frowning ſtars 
Have brought us to this narrow exigent, 
And train'd us hither with a chain 2 | 
To periſh by the ſwords of infidels, : 
Stand foot to foot. 


| Robert. 
Toſh, T am Pagans' ſwords proof; and my ſtars 
Have mark'd me for a conqueror in theſe wars. 
| NE 2 . 
Upon them, ſoldiers ; pity they deſpi 
4 can the world afford a richer prize. [ Alarums 


They fight, and are both taken. 


Charles. 
Thou glorious eye of heaven, be ever blind ; 
Maſk thy bright face in clouds eternally ; 
Dark vapours and thick miſts thy front embrace; 
And never ſhine to look on my diſgrace. 
Robert. 
A priſoner, Robert ! this my comfort be : 
He makes me bound that beſt can ſet me free. 
h | Souldan, 
Take them to guard, this entrance to our wars 
ls full of ſpirit, and begets much hope. 
We will not yet examine what ye are, 
Till tortures wring it from your flaviſh tongues, 
That done, your bloods theſe champions ſhall embrue ; 
Mean time we'll wait for more of your looſe crew. 


Exter Guy wvith his ſhield, and a Page brings his fevord and 
target: in each of his hands a pole-axe, 


I am turn'd wild man fince I us'd theſe foreſts : 
And 1 have won more weapons in theſe woods, 
From out-laws, whom my ſword hath vanquiſhed, 
Than I can carry on my back with eaſe. | 
| have ſwords, targets, pikes, and partiſans, | 
K K 3 Pole - axes, 


i 
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Pole-axes, maces, clubs, and horſe men's ſtaves, _ 
Darts, halberds, long ſwords, piſtols, petronels, 
All which I have conquered. At this mountain ridge 
Two villains with theſe weapons ſet upon me: 
But with my (word I made them turn their heels, 
And leave theſe trophies which I thus ſupport, 
And bear upon my ſhoulders conqueror- like. 
What! do ſee an ambuſh ? by their arms 
They ſhould be Pagans : Robert priſcner ! 
With him a Chriſtian leader! Oh, my Ged, 
Thou haſt either brought me to revive my name 
By reſcuing theſe, or here to die with ſhame, | 
Come life, come death ; a baniſh'd man will try 
To live with honour, or with honour die. 
Robert, break from thy guard, make them diſmay'd, 
Receive theſe weapons, God hath ſent thee aid. 
Rober ts | 
43 God, and Saint George, 
| Charles, 
Now by the Souldan's crown, 
If I can wield this weapon, he ſhall down. 
| Gay. 
The Chriſtian's God for us. 
b „ 
What, are they free ? 


Alarum drums, the heathen powers for me. 


[They falt; the Pagans are beaten off, G uy departs ſuddenly, 


obert. 

Some angel, in the habit of a knight, 
Hath reſcued us: ſuch heavy downright blows 
Could never come from any mortal arm. 
For every blow he reach'd was certain death, 

Charles. 

What is that power, if heavenly power he be, 

That we may laud and, praiſe his deity ? | 
| Robert, | 

Departed on a ſudden ere we know, | 

To whom our freedoms and our lives we owe ! 


43 God, and Saint George. | See Note 9 to the Pinner of N. ale feli, 
yo}. II. 8 5 Charles. 
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| Charles. 
By that inſcription graven on his ſhield, 
We may perhaps deſcry him in the camp; 
Ceaſe admiration then: let theſe events 
Haſten our ſteps back to ſurvey our tents.  [Exeunt. 


Enter ſeverally Godfrey and Tancred, 
Tancred, 


Godfrey ! 

Godfrey. 
Tancred | 

Tancred. 


Well met, my lords, in theſe unpeopled paths : 

What hath your love made you to leave the field? 
| | Godfrey, 

Godfrey ne'er dreamt to have met with Tancred here; 
The lady that bath fled from our chaſte love 
(Whom Tancred I do more affectionate, 
Becauſe ſhe much reſembles my fair fiſter) 
Hath cauſed me ſo much to forget myſelf, 
And play the wanderer in theſe unknown woods—{ Sgſt march. 
But ſoft, that drum ſhould ſpeak the Pagans' tongue: 
I fear we are betray'd; ay, ay, tis fo: 
Tancred, we are round compaſt by the foe. 


Souldan, Sopby, and Soldiers, encompaſs the Chriſtian Princes: 

Enter Euſtace, and ſet them free. 

\ Euftace, 
Thank me for this; for, next th' Almighty powers, 

I have been the means to ſave your deſperate lives. 
Now, Chriſtian Princes, I am quit with you 
For all the grace you have done me in the camp; 
And now you owe me for my baniſhment. 
And though you have exil'd me from your tents, 
You have not power to keep me from the wars. 
Upon this ſhield I bear the Grocer's arms, 
Vato which trade I was eorold and bound: | 
And, like a ſtrange knight, I will aid the Chriſtians : 
Thou trade which did'ſt ſuſtain my poverty, 


Did't, helpleſs, help me; though I left thee then, 
z neipieis, neip z K k 4 » Yet 


' _ And leave a motto written in mine own 


% THE FOUR PRENTICES 


| Yet that the world ſhall ſee I am not ingrate, 

Or ſcorning that, which gave my fortunes breath, 
I will enlarge theſe armes, and make their name 
The original and life of all my fame. 

But I am tir'd with travel, ſhield lie there: 

Oh that I could but ſee that luſty ſpirit, 

My arch-foe, rival in my baniſhment, 

To be reveng'd, and end my hoſtile hate ! 7 
Til dream I fight with him to eaſe my ſpleen, 
And in that thought I lay me on this green. [Skeeps, 


Enter Guy with @ paper and his ſhield, 
| Guy. 

Arms, ye are full of hope and ſweet ſucceſs, 
The famous art, whoſe honoured badge ye are, 
Firſt, when I liv'd *'mongſt London-prentices, 
Gave me an honeſt and a pleaſant lie, 
Now in theſe woods have won me fame and honour : 
And I have reſcued princes with this ſhield : 
And princes are indebted to theſe arms, 

And if I live, in memory of this 

Within their fair hall ſhall this ſcutchcon hang 
Till ſome ſmooth pen hiſtorify my name, 

What object's that? a knight aſleep or dead? 
Oh, tis the baſs and ground of all my hate; 

ITI kill the villain : oh diſhonoured thought! 
Art thou not ſon unto the Boloign duke, 

And canſt thou hatch diſhonour ! Arch-foe, live. 
T ſcorn advantage, ſhould I fight with Mars. 

He bears this ſhield I will excbange with his, 


Shall make him quake to read. Be ſwift my pen, 
T'affright his ſenſe when he ſhall wake again. 
*Tis done. Then go with me; and mine ſtay here, 
Which 1n deſpight of thee, baſe kuight, I wear, (Exit. 
aces 

The hours have over-run me with ſwift pace, 
And time hath faſtened to him ſwallows' wings. 
Come ſword, come ſhield ; but ſoft, thou ait a ſtranger, 


And 
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And pardon me good ſhield, I know thee not. 
What have we here? : | 

Aſt not who that ſhield doth obe, 

For he is thy mortal foe : 

And tober er he ſees that ſhield, 

City, borough, grove, or field, 

He that bears it, bears his bane, 

By his hand he muſt be /lain. 

Thine, in ſpite of thee, hell bear, 

((I thou dar his ſeutcheon wear. 

He writ this, that thy ſhield will krep, 

And might have /lain thee being aſlecp. 
'Tis a fine fellow ; by this light, he 1s 
An honeſt rogue, and hath a good conceit. 
Wear it? I'll wear it. If I do not! well, 
He needed not to have put in the #* word ; 
For I dare: dare I? he ſhall fe: I dare. 
Belike he fears I dare not challenge mine, 
Were't faſtened to the arm of Belzebub, 
I would fi zht with him with firebrands for my ſhield. 
But dares he wear mine? on my lite he dares : 
| love him like my brother for this act: 
And Iwill bear this ſhield with as much pride, 
As fate I in a chariot by Jove's ſide. 
Shine bright, my ſtars, to do me ſome fair grace, 


Bring us to meet in ſome auſpicious place. [ Exit, 
Eater Bella Franca and the French Lady Aying, purſued by the 
| Clown. 
Clown. 


Nay, you cowardly lady, that run away from the camp, 
and dare not ſtand to it, I am glad I. have light on you; 
chooſe your weapon, choo'e your weapon; I am a folder, 
and a martial man, and I will offer you the right of arms : 
it you vanquiſh me, I'll be your captive, it you be calt down, 
Ill carry you back priſoner, 

French Lady. 

T wear a weapon that I dare not draw! 

Fie on this womaniſh fear; what ſhall I do? 


44 word] i. e. Dare; which is put in the margin of both the quartos 
as part of the text. 


Bella 
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| Bella Franca. 
Some of my father's ſpirit revives in me ; 
Give me thy weapon, boy, and thou ſhalt ſee, 
I for us both will win ſweet liberty, 
| _.. Clown. 
I was never ſo over reach'd ; and, but for ſhame, and that 
I am a man at arms, I would run away, and take me to my 
legs. Have at thee, ſweet lady. 
A they fight, Euſtace comes in. 
Eyufbace. 
Baſe villain, dar'it thou ofier violence 
Unto a lady; ſtay, maintain thy challenge. 
- Clown, | 
You think you have a fool in hand; no, by my faith, not 
I. If you have any buſineſs to the camp, tarewel ; I am run- 
- ning thither as faſt as I can. [ Exit, 
| Euftace. | 
Mount up, my ſoul, unto the height of joy! 
Saving my toe, whoſe honouied ſhield I bear, 
Nene living did 1 more defire to meet. 
Fella Franca, 
Saving thoſe Chriſtian lords that ſeek my love, 
None living, did I more «fire to ſhun. 
| Ernftace, 
Well met, brave Saint, in theſe unpeopled paths, 
Fear no rude force, for Lam civil born, 
Deſcended from a princely parentage, 
And though an exile trom the Chriltians camp, 
Yet in my heart [ wear the croſs of Chriſt, 
Even in as deep a crimſon as the beſt, 
Love me, though Lam landlels, and remote 
From the fair imme where firit J breath'd this air; 
Yet know ] bear a kingdom in this ſu ord, 
And ere I die; look - to behold this front 
Empal'd aud circled wich a royal crowa. 
Biella Franca. 
I never ma k'd this gailant half fo much: 
He ha. b my brother's eye, my father's bro, 
And he is Euttace all from top to toe. 
N 2 | Euftace, 
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Euſtace. 
T had a ſiſter, lady, with that red 
That gives a crimſon tincture to your cheek ; 


Wich ſuch a hand hid in a glove of ſnow, 


That ſpake all muſick, like your heavenly tongue; 
Aud for her fake, fair ſaint, I honour you. 
Bella Franca, 
T had a brother, had not the rude ſeas © 
Depriv'd me of him, with that manly look, 
That grace, that courage, I behold in you. 
A prince, whom had the rude ſeas never ſeen, 
Even ſuch another had young Euſtace been. 
| uftace, 
Euſtace ! even ſuch an accent gave her tongue, 
8 did my name ſound in my ſiſter's mouth, 
Oh, Bella Franca, were't thou not vbſcur'd 
Within a cloud and maſk of poverty ; 
Such fame ere this had thy rare virtues won, 
Thus had thy beauty check'd th' all-feeing ſun. 
Bella Franca, 
It is my brother Euſtace. 
Euflace, 
View her well. 
Imagine her but thus attir'd, and ſhe 
Would Bella Franca and my ſiſter be. 
Bella Franca. 
But ſtrip my brother from his prentice coat, 
Ris cap, his common ſoldier's bate diſguiſe ; 
Even ſuch a gallaut as this ſeems to me, 


Sach would wy brother, my ſweet Euſtace, be. 


Euſtace. 
Siſter ! | 
Bella Franca, 
Brother! 
Euftace. 


Make me immortal then; by heaven, I vow, 
I am richer than the Perſian Sophy now, 
Bella Franca, 
All Aſia flows not with more plenteous treaſure, 
Than I, to embrace my brother, my heart's pk aſure. 
How did you ſcape the waves f 
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Euftace. 
How have you paſt 
The perilous land, and croſt the ſeas ſo vaſt ? 
Hella Franca. 
Where are my brothers, Euſtace ? 


Euſlace. 
Oh, thoſe words 
Pierce to my heart like darts and pointed ſwords; 
Omit theſe paſſions, ſiſter, they are dead. 
But to forget theſe griefs, what youth is this ? 
French Laay. 
Page to the prince of France. | 
Enftace. 

'Tis he I hate, | 

As chief occaſion of my haniſhment. 
Bella Franca, 

Yet, my ſweet brother, do not blame the youth, 
Full well he hath demean'd himſelf with me. 
He never, ſince we entred in theſe woods, 

Left me in my diſtreſs; when we alone 
Sit in theſe deſarts never by rude force 
Did do me the leaſt ſhame, or violence. 
2 ä French Lady. 

A good cauſe why I lead fo chaſte a life, 

A jealous man may truſt me with his wife. 
Euftace. 

Well, firrab, for your truth and honeſty 

I pardon thee, though I deteſt thy lord. 
Freach Lady. 
Then let me change my habit, gentle fir, 
T eſt in this ſhape I chance to meet my maſter. 
Then, if you pleaſe, I'll cloath me like a lady, 
And wait upon your fitter in your tent. 
Enſtace. 
Nay, if it pleaſe thee, I am well content. 
French Lady. 

My plot is good ; well, howſoe'er 1t prove, 

*T will either end my lite, or win my love. 
DFT Euftace. | 

Come, beſt part of myſelt, we now will go 

To wail our fortunes, and diſcourſe our woe. 
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I will difguis'd unto the famous ſiege, 

And in theſe arms make known my valout's proof: 

You ſhall in ſecret in my tent abide. 

I to atchieve fame will iny ſpirits employ, 

After this grief my heart divines much joy. [Ereunt. 


Enter Robert and Tancred, Godfrey and Charles, with their 
ſhields and ſeutcheons, drum and ſoldiers; Godfrey's icli, 
having a maidenhead with a crown in it; Charles's ſhield the 
Haberdaſhers Arms. 


Robert. 

Behold the high walls of Jeruſalem, | 
Which Titus and Veſpaſian once brake down: 
From off theſe turrets have the ancient Jews 
Seen worlds of people muſtering on theſe plains, 
Oh, princes, which of all your 725 are dry, 

To look upon this temple, now deſtroy'd ? 
Yonder did ſtand the great e houſe, 
In midſt of all his people, there he dwelt: 
Veſſels of gold did ſerve his ſacrifice, : 
And with him for the people ſpake the prieſts. 
There was the ark, the {hewbread, Aaron's rod, 
Sanctum ſanctorum, and the Cherubins. 
Now in that holy place, where God himſelf 
Was perſonally preſent, Pagans dwell; 
Falſe gods are rear'd, each temple idols bears. 
Oh, who can ſee this, and abſtain from tears? 
; Godfrey, 

This way, this facred path our Saviour trod, 

When he came riding to Jeruſalem, 

Whilſt the religious people ſpread his way 

With flowers and garments, and Hofanna cry'd. 

Yonder did ſtand the great church, where he taught, 
Confuting all the Scribes and Phariſees, | 

This place did witneſs all his miacles : 

Within this place did ſtand the judgment ſeat, 

Wheie Pontius Pilate with the elders fate, 
Where they condemn'd him to be whipp'd and crown'd, 
Fo be derided, mock'd, and crucified, 


His 


"eta 
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His hands bor'd through with nails, his fide with ſpear, = 
Oh, who can ſee this place, and keep his tear? 
Charles, |: ö 
On yond' fide of the town he died for us: 
At whole departure all theſe walls did ſhake, 
And the deſtroy'd temples vail did rend: | 
The groves are to be ſeen, from which ghoſts roſe: 
There ſtood the croſs, there ſtands the ſepulchre : 
The place ſtill bears the name of Dead. men's bones. 
And ſtill the tomb our Saviour's livery wears. 
What eye can ſee it, and not melt in tears? 
| Tancred. | 
No ſoldier but ſhall look with reverence 
Upon theſe fair and glorious monuments. 
To ſwear, or ſpeak prophanely, ſhall be death. 
I caſt my heart as low as to this earth, 
And with that I could march upon my knees, 
In true ſubmiſſion, and right holy zeal. 
Oh, fince our wars are # God's, abandon fears, 
But in contrition weep repentant tears, 
| | | obert. 
Sound a parlee ; I ſee your hearts are fir'd, 
Your ſouls with victory from heaven inſpir'd. 


ren 


2 ea: PP e IAIOﬀO fond 


Sound a pure. Enter vþon the walls, Sauldan, Sophy Turnus) 
a Mo retes. Soldicrs. ( Flozrifh. 4 


h .  » Souldan, | 
Why ſwarm theſe Chriſtians to our city walls? 
Look (foreigners) do not the lofty ſpires, 
And theſe cloud-kiffiog turrets that you ſee, 
Strike deadly terror in your wounded fouls ? 
- Go, Perſian, flouriſh my vermillion flag, 
 Adrance my ſtandard high, the fight whereof 
Will drive theſe firagglers in difordered ranks, 
And in a burly burly throng them hence. 
Perfian Sophy., 
See how they quake, to view our martial looks ! 
As when a ſturdy Cyclops rears aloft 
A boiſterous truncheon *mongſt a troop of dwarfs. 


45 God's] The ſecond Edition reads His. God 
Y. 


OF LONDON. 


Souldan and Sophy, ye damn'd hell-hounds both, 
80 quakes the eagle to behold a guat, 
The lion to behold a marmoſer. 
Pll beard and brave you in your own belief, 
As when the heathen god, whom you call Jove, 
Warr'd with the giant, great Enceladus, 
And flung him from Olympus two-topp'd mount 
The ſwains ſtood trembling to behold his fall, 
That with his weight did make the earth to groan, 
So, Souldan, look, when I have ſcal'd theſe walls, 
And won the place where now thou ſtand'ſt ſecure, 
To be hurl'd head-long from the proudeſt tower, 
In ſcorn of thee, thy falſe gods, and their power. 
Charles. 
We will aſſail you like rebounding rocks, 
Bandied againſt the battlements of heaven : 
We'll turn thy city into defart plains : 
And thy proud ſpires that ſeem to kiſs the clouds 
Shall with their gilt tops pave the miry ſtreets, 
As all too baſe for us to march upon. 
Seeſt thou this ſhield ? however this device 
Seems not to rank with emperors ; Souldan, know - 
This :hield ſhall give thy fatal overthrow. | 
Souldan, 
Such peals of thunder did [ never hear, 
I think that very words theſe walls will tear. 
| Forth Godfrey. 
This ſhield you ſee includes two myſteries, 
A virgin crown'd, it is the Mercers Arms, 
Withal the picture of my love that's fled. | 
Both theſe I'll grace, and add to them thy head. 
Sophy. 
Methinks I fee pale death fly trom their words: 
Their ſpecch ſo ſtrong; how powerful are their ſwords! 
- Charts. 
Since firſt I bore this ſhield, I quartered it 
With this red lion, whom 1 fingly once 
Slew in the foreſt; thus much have I alread 
Added unto the Haberdafhers Arms, 
6 
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But ere I leave theſe fair Judzan bounds, 
Unto this lion I'll add all your crowns, 


Turnus. He 

Send for ſome priſoners, martyr, torture them Fat 

Eren in the face of all the Chriſtian hoſt. | la 
| Souldan, 

It ſhall be ſo, Moretes, bring them forth. ] 

| Robert. 

No drop of blood falls from a Chriſtian heart, 2 
But thy heart's blood ſhall ranſom. Tt 
| . 

Enter ſome bringing forth old Earl of Boloign, and other Ar 
pPriſoners bound, | 
Souldan. 


Bring them forth, : 
Deviſe new tortures: oh, for ſome rare artiſt, 
That covld invent a death more terrible 
Than are the everlaiting pangs of hell ! 

Old Earl Boloign. 
Oh, brethren, let not me move you to ruth: 
Happy is be that ſuffers for the truth. 


The joys to come exceed the preſent grief; 
Secure yourſelves, for Chriſt is my relief. 
Godfrey. b 
Why ſhrinks the warm blood from my troubled heart? 
_ - Charles, 
Why ſtarts my hair vp at this heavy fight N 
— Godfrey. 
Say, father, are not you the Boloign earl? | 
Old Earl Boloign. A 
Fair ſon, I was the happy Boloign carl: | 
But now my ſon x 
Char les. U 
Call no man fon but me. 3 


Father, my ſword ſhall win you liberty. 
| Grafjrey. 
Peace, forged baſtard, whatſoe'er thou be: 
My reverend father, call none ſon but me, 
For in this ſword doth xelt thyliberty. 


5 o ee — 
He Such mens 8 9 (pg Par e 


father, you know me fince reſeued y 
Jun your only ſon, the reſt are; * 


Ol = 
eee | * 5 


Hut, father, I am 4 mee ; 
— e ee pur. 1 e W 


And am myſe a 


1 know thee, Godfrey. <a 


Godfrey ! 3 
Brother "Charles! 45 
The confident aſſuranee of thy.death | 


Made tne to give ele, to my 2 thoughts. 


The ſelf-f; n b 
Ele for — Goin e e 


rother, you might have knownime by the arms 
Which [ have born in honour of my trade. 


— — — — — — 
. > + > 
- - 


— — — 


— — — — — - 


— 


— — 


LON 
- — * — 
— — . —— p — DW 


Sago. 
Ab, but #9 lution of, thy death 
Made me to loſe ſuck thought, © 


” Aw” 


Let us, xejoice 
Aud t to your plauſive —_—_— give our vole, 


Prince. Robert, did the tims afford us leave, 
We would diſcourſe the ſum'sf our clcapts ? 


But to our father's reſcue, 
Charles, 
Veld. him, ſlaves. | 
46 the reſolution] i. e, 8 Wg. See Note 23 


ber. . 1 22 
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Tat, well ep bm pg of al yu ee. — 
Be that our quae. | 


Wi — 8 
With coura „ courage ſtrives, 
We fight for our 3 and our * 


Here ſtands my meg, = and by it a crown, | 
That you ſhall know Perfian honourable, 
[Sets up his Kaudard and crown, 
He that can fetch this enſign from the walls, 
(Which I myſelf will 1 and leave ſome token 
Behind him, * his (word hath e it, 
He ſnall enjoy them e "WOW 


And here ſtands mine, 18 7 E his —— crown, 
The = lonian emperor's * 
By it I plant the rich Sicilian erown, 
Guarded by me and my all-conquering t Wopd. | 
He that but leaves a note he hat been here, 
Amd ſcapes unſlain, although he win them not, 
That Chriſtian will I honour. 


Drums, alarum. « 
2 | 
. —— 


For Chriſt, my _ conqueſt, and two crowus. 
[Exeuats Alarun. 


The Chriſtaus are ele Enter, at two ſeveral doors, Guy ard 
Euſtace, climb wp the walls, and beat the Pagans, take away 
the crowns on ther heads, and in the flead hang up the contrary 

Field, aud bring away th enfigns, Aouriſbing them ſever 
cugys. 
Enter Souldan, Sophy, Mordees, Turnus, with ſoldiers. 
; Souldan, | 
No the firſt wall is won, the enſigns ſeiz d, 
Ibe crowns ſurpriz'd, the Chriſtians have tho daß: 
What, ſhall we leave the town ? All 


. 
6 * 
Ti des, in beſt 1 ak ij de bat 


I think *tis beſt that we make good the breach,” eat: fg 
And have no thought of marching towards the field t | 


We leave a place of much . 
Why then make good the breach. 


Souldan. 
It ſhall be ſo. 
Gather our forces to' make ood the breach. 


Tuch, why ſhould we be pent op in a ton? 
Let's 0 ope the gates and boldly iſſue out, 
Leaving ſome few pikes to make good the breach, 


What ſay you, lords? 
10 Tad. 
Then let us iſſue out. bo 
Set ope the gates, and let us ie out. 
Souldan. 


And fo expoſe us to the general ſpoil. 
Keep the gates ſhut, defend them manfully. 
Theſe Chriſtans fight like devils ; keep faſt the gates, 
And once again let us make good the wall, 


33* 


Make good the walls, make mach the walls. [Zxeunt. 


Auer at one door Robert and Charles, they meet Euſtace with 


his trophy : enter at another 4 Godfrey, Tancred ; they meet 


Guy with bis trophy, 
F Robert. 


— wrt honour hovers o'er our arms: 
What gallant ſpirit bravely hath born hence 

The emperor's ſtandard, ſlaughtered his proud guard, 
And jp; he ſtead thereof bong up his ſhield ? 


Ewutace, 


1 THE ron Larve fes 


Witneſs this royal 
Ber 


: I feiz 24 he cfg I bang yp 
W bat puiſſant arm ſnatch'd 
This cee nh my bead pea 


Forgetful Charles, brave Boba ſee the k nig ht, 


| Whoſe ralour freed us from the Souldan's 
Robert. 


* Renowned Chriſtia ers honoured be, 
It was thy ſword rocur'd us liberty. 
Euftace, | 
B ee not 1, I ver Came wy += | 
e Robert, or that gallant, were diſtroſ d; 

But there are others thankleſs, whom 1 fi 
And now too proud forget 2 honoured deed. 


"Twas he releas d us; . ſtranger, harks Po 


But they are idle 2 o from true hearts. 
Prince Tancred and my # owe chee our lives, 


You mock me, princes, never FR my \ word 
Drink drqp of Pagans" blood ro ſet you free: 
But Robert and that prince utthankful be. 

Can.. 
. "Whoſe ſhield is that? 
; Mine, 


Then w you we owe 
Thanks for eur lives, the Pagans” overthrow. 


Enftace. 
The ſhield I challenge, but the a& den 
I never gave you life or liberty. * 


Whoſe ſhield io um | 
Mine. 


Go. 


ee the Sophy's Rand? 


Pay 


Or LON D © N. 
ne five, ; | 
Thou didſt our detperns h. wad e. give. 


What mean you, princes, to | derids 2 anger? 
Thele os T two in ner. 


Acts 
Who owes that ſhield ? 


I: and who owes that? 
. 
L | 


Thou know?'ſt me then. 
ö 


Have at thee, flare. 
Euftace, 


Brave for, have at * too ; | 
ble, and are parted by the Prince. 


Whate'er you A be, contend no more. 
He draws his ſword gainſt me that fights again: 
For I am foe to all diſlenſion. 
Charter. 
80 are we all, then end theſe wars in words, 
The Pagans have Employment for your ſwords. 
Exftace. 
For one blow more, take here my crown amongſt you, 
Now that my ſpleen is up, it will pot down, 
Ill give you all I have tor one 1 more. 


Lords, take mine too: by . Til pawn my life. 
Againſt the Souldan's head, to bring i it * 
So you will ler us try 12 mo 


Kingdoms nor crowns Thu hire it at our hands, 
It ſhall not be, we ſay it ſhall not be. 
What, are you lords 7 we Err you by his hanour, 
3 
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Whom in your outward habit you profeſs, 8. . _ 

Wanne . 

0 MY er. CR word | 
You charge us deeply. Ia baniſh'd man, 

Whom you for mutiny expulſt the camp. 
Vet was I leader of ten thouſand 4: en] ME Ok 

But thought by you unworthy of theſe wars. 5 

Since my exile (prince Robert view me well 
I freed you two from baſe captivity. , 6 a 

*Twas I that brought you weapons in the wood, 

And then you term'd me ſome celeſtial power ; 

But being now in ſafety, you forget | 

Your dangers paſt, and cancel that great debt. 

Nay, I am ſure you long to know me too. 

I am your out- law brother, one of your leaders, 

Baniſh'd with him: that from the Perſian's rage 

Freed Tancred, and that valiant man at arms; 

However now they can forget my proweſs. 

What need yeu more, I am he that won this crown, © 

And from theſe high walls pluck d that enſign down. 


You have redeem'd all your offences paſt, 
Deſerving- beſt in this ſociety: | 
But when you freed me, you did bear that fhield ? 


I did, but ſince exchari 4 it with my foe, 
| Seo. 
And you did bear that ſhield ? - 


Euftaee. 
True, I did fo. : 
Ah, had I been awake, thou know'ſt my mind, 
Thou hadit writ thy ruin in blood. 
” Guy. 
2, Charles. 
Leave brother Godfrey, and the Boloign duke, 
r Enflace . | 
How ! . | 


Thy words are mine. 


0? :L@NDON; vr oy 


Cuba. | 
Do you not know theſe faces ? 
> 
=» Gulf, 
Ill queſtion with them, for may it not be 
They might eſcape: the ſeas as well as we? : 
1 had a brother, fir, reſembled you. 
| dof af bs | Fuftace.. 1 
I had a brother too reſembled you. 
Charles, 


The Boloigp duke, if ever you have heard 
Of ſuch a man, had once a ſon like you, 


Guy. 
Aye, and another ſon e like you. 
My brother's name was Euſtace. 
eee 
Godfrey mine. FA 
That duke call'd his ſon Charles, 
\ Char les. 
Mine call'd his Guy. 
| 222 
My brother Euſtace ! FR 
Godfrey ! 
Charles. | 
Guy ! | 
Guy. 
And Charles! 
| All, 
Brothers ! 
P Re: L 1 4 Robert. 


5 Tur TO FENG 
This accident breeds 8 
Ob, let me curſe that aviea tec. 
| Nay curſe my ben that ned che. 

My brother out-law, fp e true brother | 


For ever thus let us "CS "iy 
1 — — Te 1 4 


When I was 
I thought none 


I thought the be had = 
When I attain'd the ſhores of Jtaly 


Ireland took me; and there fit a 51 pon 
Preſumjng chat my brothers 25 drown 


Were ye the four young 5 Prentices, 
That in the ſhips ans wreck on Goodw ws fands? 


Were ſaid to have 725 of £9 argue ? 

Now come the leaſ oy 2 Pen | 

And to be found the 5 to A duke? 
Witneſs my ſhield the trade NT Ke profeſt, 


Witneſs my ſhield I am dul thoog the reſt, 
Charles, 

* 

And witneſs thou for me. 


Witneſs thou mine, 


We witneſs all your martial - PR 
Euftace. 

Ind now, my foe, turn'g brdther, end our hate, 

Aud * that power divine who ä our ſtate. 


. neh ah ing cu | 


or LONDON. 


Divide we 
Pour out in th 


WE us 
: what 1 Ns 
r 


Our joys are not at full, they 
Know where 271 EY their — — 4 
Until theſe wars 1 end. Oh, had our God 
ot laid our fortunes * but a brother 
Been brought in triumph rq a fiſter' has F 
Gouda of deſpair had maſk*d our joy. 
Yet will I keep her ſecret, and the rather, 
To crown our haps whe we have freed our fakes, 


ſhits Turnus. 


1 


"v4 * 


Cheltians, once wert defiance in my tongue 
nds diſtnal terror in your fearful ears. io 
e princes whom I ſerve they have m ur'd 
Such an huge army in a wall of ſtone, 
And they gfe thus teſolv's ; | 
To Tons. place of ſcorn'd advantages, 
Andin a pick d 7 — this * war. 


Bay, will ye meet them 
y Ye . 


Though de trult his ſtrength, 
Yet will we meet his forces to face, 
When the dry 2 ta, apace, 


And tell the Souldan from a Chriſtian prince, 
That won from him theſe colours, and this crown, - 
In that pitch'd field my head this crown ſhall bear, 
And ſcarf-liks theſe athwart my breaſt T'll wear. 

Euſtace. 

This for che Perſians ſake I'll wear in ſight, 
And under his own enſign this day fight. 

rles, 

Go tell | the e Souldan that he wears my crown. 
Fottule hath given it me, it is mine on, 


* 
ti 
* 
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If thou haſt more to ſay coricerning war.. 
oo thy braves and trifitig"tireumſtance; © 
We'll meet you ſooner than you can defire, 
Be gone, be gone, our hearts are all on u mae 
Nur. "> 
Brave lords, our conqueſts will be W 
Becauſe we have to deal with honoured ſoe:: 
Our pikes ſtand to receive you like a wood. 
We'll #7 fleck ovr white feeds in Obriſtian blood, 
Tancred, 
pere do inizer bew, a6d appotas our powers, 
This le To the city and themſelves are ours. 
Robert. 
Thou under whom we fight, this day defend us, 
For unto thy protection we commend us. [Exc 


Enter at one door, db drum "and colours, Souldan, ar 
Moretes, 2 and Sold. 
ouldan, 


Great monarchs, kings, and princes of the eaſt, 
Ve come rencounter: with a valiant foe ; 


Such as have ſwam huge rivers, climb'd the Alpe; 
| ; That can endure ſharp hunger; ſuch as ſhripk not 
| _ To have their bloods ſod With the dog. Ua heat, | 

Nor to be curdled with cold-Szturn's rod. 

What honour were it for än hoſt of Giants, 

To combat with a Pigmy nation ?- - 

No, lords, the foe we muſt encounter with, 

Is full of ſpirit and majeſtiek ſpleen, * 

Strong, hardy, and their hearts invincible. 

Deſtroy theſe, and you win yourſelves a name, 

And all the-nations of the 7 fear you. 

8 
The more renown'd the fee? is, the more famous 
Shall be our conqueſt, the" more great their fall. 
Come, lords, divide we our battalions. 


47 fleck] i. e. "apple, ſpot. So, in Romeo and Jul jet, 4 2. % ys 
«© And fecked darknefs like a drunkard reels. * | 
See Note thereon in the edit. 1778, 50 10. p. 62, 8. ould, | 


Be yours the vaward. 


1 will give the charge. 
| one charge. 
Turnus, have you the rere. 8 the battle; 
Moretes, thou this day ſhalt lead the horſe ; - 
Take thou the cornet, Turnus, thou the archers, 
Be thine the“ guidon, I the men at arms, 
1 mine this edlen. ; 


Then mount our cannons, let our flankin pieces 
= on the Chriſtian army with wide mouth 
this day will lead the forlorn hope, 
+ en ado ſhall be given by me. 
Turnus. 
Alreach they have lac'd their battery, 
Their ordinance ſtand fit to beat the flanks. 
* -  Souldan. 
My cannoneers need no inſtruction. | . 
Come, let us line our pikes with muſketeers, 
And fo attend the ( Chriſtian” s fatal charge. UE 


Euter marchin Robert, Tancred, Godfi Gy Charkes, 
* Eu ſtace, Drum Jy Gali, * 


Nobert. 
AG 4 this day we are eſpous'd to death 
A betier place to die in, than this vale, 
In which our Saviour's ſepulchre remains, 
What man in all our army could defire ? 
Speak, how have you diſpos'd our officers. 

Gadfrey. 
Your grace is captain general of the army. 


4 Guidon,] A ſtandard, enſign, or banner, under which a troop of 
men of arms ſerve. 

49 The Cami ſado } From the Spaniſh Camriſa, a ſhirt: a ſudden affault- 
ing, or ſurpriial of the enemy; ſo termed, becauſe the ſoldiers who exe- 
cute it moſt commonly wear hirts over cheir armour, or take their enemies 
in their ſhirts. See Cotgrave. 

Guy, 


. | N 
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= 


Gay. 

And, Godfrey, you high tnirihal, pa Tp; 
And as aſliſtants you have under you i 

The ſerjeant major, quarter , 


iy ys CO 


My brother N. 4 dran 
Io ſerve him his fieutenant colonel 
| Captains and ** ſcout-maſters, W 
Enftace. 

My brother Charles, general of the artillery ; 
Under him his lieutenànt co ies of muniti 
Gentlemen of the . colonel of pioneers, 

niatfers. 


52 Trench-maſters, and * . 


My brother Euſtace, wi of the camp; 
And under him the auditors, muſter-maſters, and commiſſaries, 


Enftace 
Prince Tancred is Gur royal ſecittary, 
Without whom nothin ＋ or on. 
| * are the ſpecial he 


Whit the other k * 8 2 ay in the open tields. 


59 captain of the 5] Ein, Fr. ſpits, troops of obſervition. 

51 fan fac 9 22 of A. W attend to the ſcouts, 
ons to place the — at night. See 4 particular account of it in 

igges's 3 Treatiſe, named Stratioticos, to. 1 590. p. 116. 
2 Trench-maſters] The trench-maſter « hath commaundement over 
e all the pioners, and is to give direction particularly for all earth workes 
#* (whether they be trenches for inclofing the camp, or ſconces to be made 
* againſt the Ny or defences for the artillerie).” Digges's Str atio- 
: picosy z 590. 11 
82 carr A. 1 The office of the carriage-maſter « is chiefely to 
** ſee good order obſerved both in the marching and lodging of the 
t carriages, that they clog not up the wayes, nor ane hinder another in 


P marching, * Digges s Seratiorices, _ . 121. 
> Godby. 


We mne need to block rt, ; breach with forts, 
Viauals and forage axe at pleaſure ours. 

| 14Stockadoes, 55 palizadocs, ſtop their waters. 
Bulwarks _ curtains rfory atter'd down, 
And we are ſafe intrench d by pioneers. | 
Our 57 caſemates, ? cavaliers, and 9 counterſcarfs, 
Are well ſurvey'd by all our engineers, | 
Fortifications, ramparts, rapets j 

That we at pleaſure may lat the way, 

Which leads unto the gate 22 ia. 


Whilſt you ** intend the walls, ſhall my ꝰs bard horſe 
Give a brave onſet, ſhivering all their pikes, | 0 


| | 
$4 Stockadoes] In 4 pamphlet publiſhed in the laft century, I find a 


Liſt of requiſites to be cafried into the field, with a train of artillery. 
Among other articles are 300 fto 08 70 | 

$5 palizadoes] © A deſence, or wall of pales, or flakes, orthe pointed 
« ſtakes id a fortification, which hinder. the enemy from ſealing the werk. 
A term in war: it 1s alſo taken for great poſts ſer up in the entry to 
« camp for a defence againſt great ſhot.” * Blount, gr 

56 curtains] That part of the wall or rampart that lies between two 
Uo” | ; 

57 caſemates] A caſemate, from the Fr. chaſmate, © a loopchole in a 
« fortified, wall to ſhoot out at; or, in fartification, a place in a ditch out 
« of which to plague the affailants.” ZÞB lount. | 
838 nt Cavaliers in fortification are heaps or maſſes of earth, 
raiſed in a fortreſs to lodge the cannon for ſcouring the field, or oppoſing 
1 commanding work. Theſe  cavaliers are ſometimes of a round, forie- 
times of a ſquare figure, the top being bordered with a parapet to cover 
the cannon therein mounted. A cavalier is ſometimes called a double 

ion. vl 

59 counterſcarfs] A counterſcarf, or contramure; is (t an out - wall com- 
« paſting the walls of the city, and placed before them for the more ſafe- 
9 $4.4 wall er defence breaf 9 

o parapcts] A parapet is 1 or e higby en 

« ted], a rampire,o defend from the enemies ſhot.” Blown. 

bt ; tend] i. e. pay attention to. So, in Maſknger's Emperor ef tht 


Eaſt, A. 1. 8. 1. | 
When you pleaſe, 
Nou may intend thoſe royal exerciſes 
. Zuiting your birth and greatneſs.” - 


4 


18 
f 14 
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 Arm'd with their ® greaves and * maces, and broad bers, 


Proof 65 cuiraſſes, s open burgancts. 
| Charts... 22 1 A 
Yet let us b mann d 1 
"TG bills, halberds, 25 f turgetteem. 
* J 
No man but 0 his Brothers and = 
See where they ſta nd for us; Faw ſhall hide 
All their bright glory which now ſwells with PAGE... 


Souldan. 
Chriſtians! 6 
. of 
Pagans! 2 I " n : 8 
5 Behold our camp. = ; _ Y LS +. #% 
| | Robert. 


s _— ſurvey. ours Rr, 3 0 
* 8 1 
| rom Ganges to the bay of Calecut, 

Ro Turkey and the threefold. Araby ; 

From Sauxin eaſtward unto Nubia's bounds; 

From Lybia and the land of Mauritans, 

And from the red Sea to the wilderneſs, 

Have we unpeopled kingdoms for theſe wars, 

bes nn on you baſe Chriſtians. 

Nobert. 
. From England, the e of martial eines, 


Ben Jonſon's Poetafter, A. r. S. 2. . 4 Send — bome his back-ſare 


« again, and lock only forward to the law, intend _ 
| Mazſton's M bat you will, A. 3. g. 1. 
* Now is my fury mounted, fixe your eyes, 
4% Intend your ſenſes, bend your liſtning ups 
„ For I'll make greatneſſe quake.“ 
62 bard] See Note 41, p. 514. ; | 
* 63 preaves] i. e. armour for the legs. Aſinſbicu. See allo Mr. 
3 ner I, | 
© 64 maces] | Trunchions. 
65 re or corſlets. Armour for the breaſt and back. Curace 
& a cuir, i, e. leather, becauſe in times paſt they were made of leather, 
& or for that they are now of metal, and tied on with leather.” Min/bre. 
66 open burgancts] Helmets. Sec Mr. Steevens's Note on £ntony and 
Cleqpatra, A. Is” 8. 5 
2 Whoſe 


rr 


td Sod 7. 
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S 
For which you ſtrangers call ĩt Albion; e Af 
From France, « cajico both yeiown'd:and fear'd 1 MASH 
From Scotland, Wales, even to the Iriſh coaft ; | * 
Beyond the pillars great Alcides rear'd 3 1 
At Gades in Spain unto the Pyrene hills; 
Have we aſſembled men of dauntleſs ſpirits. Eg 

W hence, ye damned infidels e ene 


Within ourt are ſtu bands of Moore, a 
Of Baby lonians, Perſiang, 
Of iy rum Ruſſians, of jy navy Turks, 
Even from the floods that m paradiſe 
Unto this place where de Beal . e runs. 


. 
Within our der e are bob French, Scotch, Durch, 
Italians of prince red's regiment, 
© Even from the ſeas that wall in « Albion, 
As far as any river or brook runs, 
That Chriſtian drinks on, have we people here, 
Turnus. 
To make our ftreets red with your Chriſtian blood, 
Carli. N „ 
To drown you ſlaves i in a vermillion flood. % 35 
| Moretes. | = ; 
To burn your bodies o'er you Park r 8 ne. | 


Io lead your emperor captive like a ſare. 
Souldan. 


To make your guide trot by my chariot-wheel. „ 
Tancrel. 

To laſh your armour with theſe rods of ſteel, 

Then to extirp you all, xe Perſian powers, 
Aſſiſt our courage, make the conqueſt ours. 

Robert, | 

God match thy might with theirs, protec us too; 

To let this people know what thou can Ta 


Souldan, 


% TUR #@uk- raanriels * 


Sow/dan. ; 
A « charge] rail 9 5 
Candles at bans yaur.friends, — perm Sar rat; 


x. PR . 5 
: puke manger eee, 


Maran. * ata 1 5 5 e The Sou Lan 


Ob, 7 heaven, tliat mukitude fhould matic maabood} - 
That we ſhould thus be born down with a prels, | 
Be throng d 8 the place we keen! 
For every man weilead, ihe — 171 
Their weapons tops appear above their 
In as thick number as the ſpikes of 
Upon a well-till'd land: they hav 4 lires 
Than all our tired arms could ſend to deatz. 
If they ſhould yield their n to our ſwords. 


Bee 0 


What ſhould we do? we are encompaſs d roundy 
Girded with thouſand thoufandy/ in a ring. 
And like a man left — a dangero 
That waits the elim . nic ile 10 demo bim, 
What way fo &er looks, ſees nought but death: 
So we; * bloody. tide grows u 
Whoſe waves will ſwallow us 
Where's Guy and Euſtace ? 


Gone to ſeale a tower | 
Ia which our father lies: oh, Idid ſee them 
Cut down a wood of men upon the ſudden. 
Their ſwords cut lances, as a ſcythe cuts graſs * 
Their valour ſeems to me miraculous, 
Thou Saviour of the world, whoſe croſive bear, 
| Infuſe our hearts with courage; theirs with fears, + Ereani. 


67 heren] God; firſt Editions 


>> £2 


Apace, 
all our race. 


. 


Enter 
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Souldan, Sophy, and foldiers. Alarum. Enter G aud 
Rur Sunn, fo wal ther father uy 


2 - Eaftace. 
A Sion, a Sion. 3 | 
Gu. 
A Jeruſalem. 
E uflace, 
A father, and in him a — of joy. 
A Sion, a Jeruſalem, a Sar 


Zuſtacr. 

Through their decurians, centurions, and legions, 
Captains of thouſands, arid ten thouſands guards, 

We have ventured even upon the cannons mouth, | 
And ſca!'d the bulwarks where their ordnance play's, 
The ſtrength of armies triumphs in thoſe arms, 

We have ſurpriz'd the fortreſs and the hold: 

My ſhield I have had cut piece · meal from mine arm, 
But now you would have taken me for an archer, 
$0 many arrows were ſtuck here and here, « _ 
The Pagans thought to make a quiver of me. 


Aarum; enter Pagans. 
dee, brother, how the foe freſh forces gather! 
A Sion, a Jeruſalem, a' father, 
Every one by turn takes up their father, „ bim. 
Enter the tuo brothers, they aid and ſecond them,” 
And with a ſhout carry him away. 

Alarum ; enter Souldan, Sophy. 

Souldan. 


An 2 call forth an engineer. 


Sopby. 
Why, what to 40 my lord? 


Souldan. 
In make theſe turrets dance among the clouds,. 
Before the Chriſtians ſhall inhabit them, 


Ver there is ho of 5 ht, brave Souldan. 
Vo 1. VI. pe wo fi * Souldan., 
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8 Souldan. 4 
Theſe Chriſtians rage, like ſpirits conjur'd up, 
Their thundering ordnance ſpit huge clouds of fre, | 
They run againſt the walls like iron rams, 
And bear them down afore mn with their breaſts, 

| Sapby. 

Fortune, thou art too .— of our glory, 
Behold the two great'it emperors of the earth, 
The Babylonian Souldan, and great Sophy; 
Unveil thine eyes, and look upon our falls. 

+ EY Souldan. 

Fortune and fate, and death, the. devil and all, 

Oppoſe themſelves againſt us, | 


Enter Moretes and Turnus. 
| Now, what news? 


Mor ces» 
Death, 
What news bring'ſt thou? 
Turnus. 
a Confuſion. 
Souldan. g 


That death was once my ſlave, but now my lord. 
8 


Confuſion was once unto my ſword, 
Is the day loſt? onal als ; 


— Turnus. 
Loſt. 
. Souldan, 
Muſt we needs deſpair ? 
Moretes. 
Deſpair. | 
Souldan. 


We will not, we will die reſolvedly, 
The palace we will make a ſlaughter-houſe, 
The ſtreets a ſhambles, kennels ſhall run blood, 
Down from Mount Sion, with ſuch hideous noiſe 
As when great ſhowers of — falls from hills. 
Sopby. 
Through which way did they make irruption 2 ? 
"4G 


A_  T- 
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Turnus. | 
Through the gate, call'd Antiochia. 
The ſelf-· ſame breach that Roman Titus made, 
When he deſtroy'd this city, they burſt ope. 
Souldan 


- 


There is ſome virtue in the croſs they wear, 
It makes them ſtrong as lions, ſwift as roes, 
Their reſolutions make them conquerors, 
They have ta'en our royal ſtandard from the walls, 
In place whereof they have advanc'd their croſs. 


I will not, I ſurvive ſo foul a ſhame, 
Once more unite our powers, (I mean ourſelves, 
For all powers elfe have fail'd us) ; bravely fight, 
That our declining ſun may make their night ! 


Enter the four brethren, 


Souldan. 
Chriſtians, baſe Chriſtians, hear us when we call, 
Eternal darkneſs ſhall confound you all. 


Alarm. The four brethren each of them kill a Pagan king, take 
off their crowns, and exeunt, two one way, and two anotber, 
Retreat. 


Enter Robert, Tancred, Godfrey, Guy, Charles, Euſtace, 
Old Earl, drum, colours, and Soldiers, 
Robert. 
Now ſmooth again the wrinkles of your brows, 
And waſh the blood from off your hands in milk: 
With penitential praiſes laud our God, 
Aſeribe all glory to the heavenly powers, 
vince Sion and Jeruſalem are ours, 
Tancred. 
We do abhor a heart puff'd-up with pride, 
That attributes theſe conqueſts to our ſtrength ; 
Twas God that ſtrengthened us and weakened them, 
And gave us Sion and Jeruſalem, 
| Godfr OY, 
Thou that doit muſter angels in the ſky, 
That in thylelt haſt power of victory, 
M m 2 Make 
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thy name ſhine bright as the noott-tide ſun, 
Since Sion and Jeruſalem are won. 
Old Earl Boloign, 
My former want hath now ſufficient ſtore, 
For, having ſeen this, I deſire no more. 
How fair and ſmooth my ſtream of pleaſure runs, 
To look at once on Sion and my ſons! 
| uy. 2 
Showers of abundance rain into our lips, 
To make repentance grow within our hearts, 
What greater earthly bliſs could heaven pour down, 
Than Sion, our dear father, and this town? 
Charles. 
Then, to confirm theſe conqueſts God hath given us, 
Beal'd with the blood of kings and emperors, 
Let us elect a king, that may maintain 
Our honours with the deaths of monarchs ſlain, 
| Euflace, 
Call forth the patriarch of Jeruſalem, 
His right hand muſt bequeath that dignity, 
Godfrey. 
With tears I ſpeak it, lagging in the train 
Of the diſtreſſed Souldan he was ſlain, 
Robe 7 7 0 
Prais'd be our God, we have reveng d his death! 
Great potentates conſort him to his grave, 
| Charles, 
What man, for gravity and ſanctity, 
May we think worthy ot this honoured place? 
Robert. 
Whoſe years, devotion, and moſt ſacred life, 
Better can fit that holy place, than his 
| Whoſe worthy ſons have brought to end theſe wars? 


Princes join hands, inveſt him all at once. [ Flouriſh, 


My fervent zeal bics I ſhould not 
It brings my foul to heaven before I die. 
Euftace. 
But, princes, whom will ye elect the king, 
To guard this city from ſucceeding peril ? 


Old Earl Boloi 
| nl : 


ls 


T 
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Gogfrey. , 


| Robert of Normandy, 
Nane. 


Oh, chuſe prince Tancred rather. 
ö Tancred. 
Too weak is my deſert, and I refuſe it, 
| Euſlace, 
Then put it to moſt voices. 


All, 
Robert of Normandy. 
Robert. 
Princes, we much commend you for your loves: 
But letters from England tell me William's dead, 
And by ſucceſſion left the crown to me. 


I ſay prince Godfrey hath deſerv'd it beſt, 
IS Tancred, 
So Tancred ſays, . 
All, 
And fo ſay all the reſt, 


Princes, ye preſs me down. with too much honours, 
And load a foul that cannot bear them up, 
Difluade me not, no counſel I will hear. 
Behold a crown which Godfrey means to wear ! 
| A crown of thorug. 
This made the blood run from our Saviour's brow, 
No crown but this can Godfrey's heart allow. 
Prayers are my pride, devotion draws my ſword, 
No pomp but this can Boloign's foul afford. 
My vow's irrevocable, ſtate I refuſe ; 
No other crown but this will Godfrey chuſe, 
Tanered, 
If he refuſe the place, elect prince Guy; 
Moſt voices; ſhall be have the ſcepter ? 


. d 
Robert. 
Then crown him ſtraight, and henceforth let his name 
Be through the world call'd Guy of Leſſingham. 3 
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All theſe deſire it, I conſent with them; . 
Long live prince Guy, king o Jeruſalem, ____ [Flourih, 


| uy. 
The crown is burſt, and parted from my head; 
I fear the heavens are angry with your choice. 
Old Earl Boloign. 
Son Guy, they are not. By divine iuſtinct 
The heavens have lent me a prophetic ſpirit, 
This ſhews thy troublous reign 5 mutinies from far 
Shall fright thy towns and provinces with war, 
Guy. 
If it be nothing elſe, crown me again, 
We have a heart our kingdom to maintain. 
What honours do my brothers? heads await ? 
| Robert. 
Prince Euſtace, you ſhall wear this crown of ſtate, 
Be king of Sicil, and command that iſle. 
Lord Charles, the crown of Cyprus lungs to you, 
That in the fight the king of Cyprus flew. 
One general voice at once proclaim them kings, [ Floariſh, 
Charles, 
In memory of this ſolemnity, 
Here will I leave this ſcutcheon born by me; 
That in what coaſt foc'er my bones be laid, 
This ſhield may be an honour to my trade. 
8 Euflace. 
Mine ſhall hang there, a trophy of my fame, 
My trade is famous by king Euſtace name. 
Guy. 
In memory a king hath born this ſhield, 
I add thele challices to this argent field. 
Godjrey. - 
In honour of my firſt profeſſion, 
That ſhield in all theſe wars hy Godfrey horn, 
I] crown this maid's head with a wreath of thorn, 
Old Earl Boloign. 
Oh, were my daughter here this joy to ſee ; 
How light her ſoul! how glad wouid my heart be! 
Tancred, ; 


Would I had now my love! 
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| On t 
Or I that dame, 
That adds to beauty's fam. a brighter Pe 
Nobert. 
Were the fair virgi in here, I would renown, 
Her glorious beauty — the Engliſh crown. 
Euftace. 


Princes, I'll fit you all, lady come forth. 
Enter Bella Franca. 


\ Mr Bella Frauca. 
The lov inces. 
nx Taucred. 
Fair Miſtreſs ! 
| . Charks, 
Lady ! 
Godfrey. 
Madam ! 
Guy. 
Honoured Saint! 
Bella Franca. 


Nay, pardon me, love comes not by conſtraint. 
But princes, will you grant me patience, 
Before I part, I mean to pleaſe you all, 
Firſt, holy Patriarch, tell me of all others 
Whom in the world you molt defire to ſee. 
Old Earl Boloign, 
My daughter . 


g Bella Franca, 
Prince Godfrey, Charles, and Euſtace, whom ſay you? 
All, 


Next yourſelf our ſiſter. 


HB ella F rancde. 
And whom you? 
Tancred. 
My love. 
Bella Franca. 
Who's that ? 
Tancred. 


Your honoured ſelf, fair maid. 


| 
| 
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| Bella Franca. = 

Nay, I'll make good the words that I have ſaid. 

Father, I give a daughter to your hand: 

Brothers, behold, here doth your ſiſter ſtand, 

Tancred, behold the lady you once ſeiz d, 

Only I leave prinee Robert here difpleas'd, 

Old Earl Boloign, 


My daughter Bella Franca ! 
Brother, 
Siſter f | 
Tancrid. _ 
Love! 3 HE 
Old Earl Bdbign. 


I am too happy, and too full of joy. 
Heaven pours on me more good than I can bear: 


I that before was ſtarv'd, * ſurfeit here. 


Princes, and lady, nothing can diſpleaſe us, 
For we partake in all this glad content, 
And with applauſe rejoice this accident. 
Tancred, rejoice your love, and you your friends, 
Where you begin with marriage, our love ends. 
Kings, and kings peers, to heaven aſcribe the glory, 
Whilſt we to chronicles 1 this ſtory, 

* , uy. 

Make love unto my ſiſter l *rtis moſt ſtrange : 
Now, Guy, I would thou hadſt thy French love here; 
My heart ſhould grant her what I then refus'd; 

Now having got this ſtate of dignity, 
I grieve that I have fo obdurate been, 
But for amends would make her Sion's queen, 
Euſtace. 

And well remembred, brother, I muſt now 
Entreat you for a pretty boy your page, 

That hath on ſome occafion __ from yous 
_ Guy. 
Oh, brother, where's the villain ? 
Euftace, 
Pardon him, and I will tell _ 
uy: 


Great were th” offence, I would not clear for you, 
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The poot boy, brother, ſtays within my tent, 
But ſo iſguis'd you cannot know him now, 

For he's turn'd wench ; and, but I know the wag 
To be a boy, to ſee him thus transform'd 

I ſhould have ſworn he had been a wench indeed. 


— fa me ſee him, Sat ns, habit, 
I wo not loſe the villain for mare 
Than Sion would be fold for; he will bluſh 
To be ta'en tardy in his maids attire. 
Enftace, 
You have pardoned him? 
Gay. 


1 have. 


Then, Jack, appear. 
| | Enter the French Ladye 
Nay, bluſh n 


Leap heart, dance ſpirit, 1 jocund fo 
Tis ſhe © cb merry 1 
French Lady, 


You know me then ! 


I do; rs that diſguiſe, 
That all this while —_—— 


Fie, are — e166 « boy 
Aa in your arms 10 graſp him with ſuch joy? 


She is no boy, you do miſtake her quite. 

A by n h 
„a page, a wagtail by this light. 

What 1 

| Bella Franca, 
Sure he told me ſo, + 
for if he be a maid, I wade him one. 
Vor. VI. Nun 


3 
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| . Euftace. „ 
Do not miſtake the ſex, man, for he's nonme. 
11 is a rogue, a wag, his name is Jack,” | 
. TIER 


| wy: ex 
Brother, tis you that are deceiv'd in her, 
Beſhrew her, ſhe hath been my bedfellow - 
A xyear and more, yet I had not — — "FI 
Brothers, receive a ſiſter; reverend father, 
Accept a daughter, whilſt I take a wife, 
And of a great king's daughter make a queen. 
This is the beauteous virgin, the French lady, 
To whom my fortune {till remains in debt. 
A lady ! then I — 
then u mercy, brother; 
A gallant bride ! would I had fuch another! 
| French Lady, © 
A wondrous change ! ſhe that your page hath been 
Is now at length tratisform'd to be your queen. 
Pardon me, Guy, my love drew me along, 
No ſhameleſs luſt, 0 
a Guy. 


Fair ſaint, 1 did you wrong. 

If fortune had not your friend in this, 

You had not lain thus long without a kiſs, . 

Father, embrace her; brothers, ſiſter, all. 

Old Earl Boloigu. 

This fortune makes our joys mere comical. 
The fame of our ſucceſs all Europe rings: 
The father, patriarch, ſees his ſons all kings. 


65S a crack] Mr. Tyrwhitt ſays, © this is an old Iflandic word, fignt- 
« fying a boy or child. One of the fabulous kings and heroes of Den- 
„ mark, called Hrolf, was ſurnamed Xrake.” See the ſtory in Edda, 
Fable 63. Note to The Second Part of King Henry IV. A: 3. S. 2. 
The word is often uſed in ancient writers. So, in Ben Jonſen's Devil 
is an Aſi, A. 2. 8. 8. 
c If we could get a witty boy now Engine, 
cc That were an excellent crack, I could inſtruct him 
« To the true height.“ 
Maſſinger' Unnatural Combat, A. 1. S. 1. 
«© Here's a crack/ 


I think they ſuck this knowledge in their milk.“ 


Roberts 


or Lonfon «ww 
Theh ct of ene de te princes, 2 

e heavens are 0 unty; t ve 
Firſt in the Temple hang theſe * W 


As a remembrance of your fortunes paſts: 
You good old _—_ wear your patriarch's ao ; 


Prince, Are ** with, your crown of thorns 3 
Guy with his lady; Tanered with his wife; 

Charles with his crown of Cyprus; and —Ü—ü—ä— 
Crown'd with the rich Sicilian diadem; 

I with the honour of the Pagats? deaths; 3 
8o in — walk-we to Chridls and. 
Wich humble hearts to pay our pilgrim's vows. 

Repair we to our oountries, that once done, „ Ne e 
For Sion and Jeruſalem are won. 5 [ Exciunt omaes. 


This Play, as Mr. Warton obſerves, is burleſqued in Beau- 
mont and Fletcher's Knight of the Burning Pe/tle. It is a mix- 
ture of the droll and ſerious, and was evidently intended — 
ridicule the reigning faſhion of reading Romances. Note 


The Second Part of King oy IV. A. 3. S. 2. 
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| 4.) Th Fours Pei of Hegg With the C 

of Jeryſalem. As it has bene diverſe times acted at the 
Bull, by the Queenes Majeſties Servants. Vn by Thong 
Heywood, Printed at London for J. W. 161g. 4%. 


(2.) The Foure Prentiſes of London. With the 


of Jeruſalem. i ke ters . 


Bull, by the Queenes Majeſties Servants with applauſe. 
1 newly reviſed by Thomas Printed at 


London by Nicholas Okes. 1632. 4to. 


THE END © or vol. * 


